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AN: This is NOT my story. I just take some non Harry Potter 
smut scenes and make them Harry Potter... that's all... 
NOTHING is my work, well except changing the names and 
something here and there to appear to be Harry Potter and 
make it believable enough... 

This story does not have any plot. It's just a bunch of smut 
scenes... very good ones in my opinion, put head to toe, 
combined, adjusted, modified, made to be believable and 
put out there. Nothing more, nothing less. Some scenes 
need more chapters, because are that long... but it covers 
an entire day "activity"... some more days, depending of the 
subplot. 


AN2: The premise is very simple. Dumbledore never took 
Tom Riddle from the orphanage and after he beat 
Grindelwald in the 1940s, he started to work to get the 
Wizarding World more closely to the Muggle World. It was 
still hidden, but with a more muggle friendly thinking. There 
was even a hippie period during the 1970s thanks to the 
many muggle borns that started attending Hogwarts. And 
thanks to a wizard long ago that discovered an anti 
pregnancy potion that lasted for months. Some will say that 
this is a harem story, but is not. Is more a friends with 
benefits thing. The characters are mostly the same, but very 
AU. Some grudges from the book will still exist, but not to 
the violence from there. For example, Bellatrix will still hate 
Sirius and still curse him the first chance she gets, but not 
because she wants to murder him, but because there is a 
prank war going on between them since their Hogwarts 
days... and something else. And Harry and Draco are still 
rivals, but more for girls. The Slytherin Gryffindor rivalry still 
exists, but the biggest war between this two houses is a 
prank war... some are friends, some are rivals... nothing 
more. Very Graphic Smut. No plot. 


Chapter 1 - Creating a monster (Harry/Daphne) 

As he pointed his wand, there was a faint sound and the 
middle bookshelf slowly spun open revealing a long, lit 
tunnel stretching out from it. He stepped around the 
bookshelf and out into the tunnel. Slowly walking down the 
tunnel, he felt a faint breeze brush against his aged cheek. 
Just then, he remembered he forgot something and turned 
around. Aiming his wand at the opening, he fired another 
spell and watched the bookshelf/door close, disappearing as 
it melted back into the wall. It blended back into the wall so 
well, you couldn't even tell it was an opening, even if you 
knew it was there... 




The Hogwarts founders sure seemed to have thought of 
everything when they built this castle, Dumbledore thought 
to himself as he walked down the tunnel, up to the end 
where a room full of mirrors existed. 

I wonder who is doing something they shouldn't tonight, he 
asked himself. Reaching down, he turned a big brass wheel 
and pushed the steel door open. As he stepped inside, a 
light flicked on revealing all sorts of moving images on the 
room full of magical mirrors. The viewing room, Dumbledore 
thought to himself. Walking over to one wall full of magical 
mirrors, he saw a series of square magical images that 
looked out into all of Hogwarts. Moving around the wall, he 
could see into every room of the castle. 

But there was almost no movements. Being the middle of 
the night, there didn't appear to be very much activity 
around the castle at this late hour. Stepping around the 
walls, peering out into the mirrors, he was stunned when he 
saw in one mirror a wizard atop a witch pounding away at 
her pussy with his big dick. The wizard and witch were 
naked and lying on the tiled floor of the prefects bathroom 
and around them were scattered their clothes. 

All he could see was the wizard's back and ass, as he 
furiously pumped his cock into the witch underneath him. 
Although he couldn't see the witch's face, she appeared to 
be enjoying the fucking she was getting as she was digging 
her heels into the wizard's bouncing ass to urge him on. 

After the bodies proportions, Dumbledore assumed that it 
was fourth yearer Harry Potter fucking his girlfriend Daphne 
Greengrass. This was not the first time he'd seen the 
fornicating pair at it. And if he remembered correctly, he told 
the young wizard to be more careful where he fucks his 
girlfriend. But he was a nasty peace of shit. Just like his 



father. Fucking was the only thing on the father's mind... 
and now the son was not slowing down as it seem to be 
rocking his ass back and forth, hammering his cock into his 
willing partner. Harry's body blocked Dumbledore's view of 
his partner so that all he could see was her flailing arms and 
long, lovely legs wrapped around Harry, pulling him down 
into her. 

As he watched the rutting pair, Dumbledore could hear 
Harry grunting with effort as his partner groaned out her 
pleasure. It was difficult to see from his position, but he 
caught an occasional shot of Harry's thick, hard prick as it 
slid in and out of the witch's pussy. The pussy was obviously 
well-lubricated as Harry's cock was glistening wetly in the 
dim light. 

Then suddenly Dumbledore caught a hint of movement out 
of the corner of his eye. Quickly glancing over from where 
the movement had come, he saw the bathroom door slowly 
open until there was a crack about an inch wide between the 
door and the sill. Turning his attention to the door for a 
moment, he could vaguely see the outline of someone 
standing in the darkened hall peeking through the crack. It 
was too dark for him to make anything out of the dark 
image, so he decided to investigate it closer. 

Raising his wand, he pointed at the mirror and zoomed it in 
until he saw that it was Harry's best friend, Hermione 
Granger, who had joined him in sneaking a look at the 
copulating duo. Standing alone in the antechamber of the 
bathroom, which was more like a small muggle locker room, 
Hermione had her eye glued to the crack intently peering 
into the bathroom. 

After she found out from a prefect friend the password to this 
bathroom, she was sneaking here every few nights just to 



relax after a very intense study session or hard day. Or 
simply just to lose her self and get away from the every day 
stress. She just disrobed in the antechamber, when she 
heard some noises coming through the bathroom door. 
Cracking a little the bathroom door, she watched inside. And 
her mouth dropped. Her best friend, Harry Potter was 
fucking someone. At first she just couldn't believe it. But 
then... well, she started to find the show a very inciting 
one... 

She was still wearing a pair of cotton panties and her big, 
jutting breasts were bare. As she watched her bestfriend 
fucking someone, she took the big, firm hills of flesh already 
large enough to drive some adult women or witches to 
jealousy in her hands, squeezing and rubbing them roughly. 
She knew well she was on her way to becoming a ravishing 
beauty and was already blossoming out unbelievably for her 
fifthteen years. 

Watching the fucking pair, her hand was squeezing and 
mashing her breasts roughly as she ran the other hand down 
into her panties. Dumbledore watched on with lustful 
fascination as he saw the front of her panties balloon out as 
her hand eased down between her legs. The way her hand 
was moving inside her panties, it was obvious that she was 
growing more and more excited with each passing moment. 
Wondering if Harry and Daphne had assumed a more exotic 
position, Dumbledore zoomed the mirror back and looked 
down at them. As he did, he saw that Harry had pulled his 
dripping cock out of his girlfriend's sopping pussy and had 
crawled up until his cock was waving just above her face. 

As the bloated monster swayed back and forth above her 
face, she reached up and pulled it down toward her mouth. 
As the great purple prick-head neared, she opened her 
mouth and lovingly sucked the big cock-head inside. Her 



pouty, red lips slowly crept up the thick, hard shaft of his 
cock as she sucked more and more of his cock into her 
mouth. Reaching down, Harry took his girlfriend's head in 
his hands and slowly began to fuck her face. He held her 
head imprisoned between his hands, holding it tightly as he 
slowly began to slide his dick in and out of her mouth. As he 
eased his cock into her mouth, she let him slide the entire 
eight inches of his cock into her mouth and throat. He held 
his cock thrust down her throat for a few moments and then 
slowly withdrew it and began to fuck her face with short, 
jabbing thrusts. 

Dumbledore could tell that he wasn't going to last much 
longer by the way he was snorting and carrying on. Helping 
him along. Daphne had grabbed the cheeks of his ass and 
pulled him all the way inside her mouth until his belly 
thudded into her face. Quickly pushing him back, she let his 
dick slide almost all the way out before she jerked him back 
into her mouth taking him all the way to the hilt again. 

In and out, in and out, she pushed and pulled on him until at 
last, Dumbledore heard an agonizing grunt as Harry thrust 
his hips forward fiercely, impaling Daphne on his cock. She 
eagerly took all of him, her mouth wide open and pressed 
against the base of his cock. Harry groaned and grunted for 
several moments, still holding his girlfriend's mouth 
plastered down on his groin. At last, he began to pull his 
cock back out of her mouth, wincing as the tender cock- 
head slowly came popping out of her mouth. 

“Merlin, Daph," he sighed, falling down beside his girlfriend. 
“You give the best head in the world." 

“Glad you enjoy it," she grinned, sitting up and lifting her 
arms above her head to show off her big tits. “You remember 
that, and besides that has to last you until I come back." 



'That's right," he groaned, "you're leaving for Christmas 
break. I had forgotten about that. What am I going to do 
without you until the Yule Ball?" 

"You can use your hand," she grinned, swinging her under 
her lovely bum and geting up on her feet, "and I had better 
not hear of you cruising the castle while I'm gone, you horny 
stud." 

"I promise," Harry laughed, watching his girlfriend's lovely 
ass jiggling sexily as she walked into the hot tub. "What 
time the Hogwarts Express do leaves?" 

"Around eleven, but I might come back a few days early then 
the Yule Ball." 

"I'll miss you," he said, getting to his feet and entering the 
hot tub to wash up and go back to his dorm before someone 
found him gone and start a Harry Potter search. 

"I'll miss you, too," she anwered back from the hot tub, 
washing her lovely body, preparing to go back to her dorm. 

Seeing that the show was over, Dumbledore zoomed the 
mirror back to the door where she found Hermione earlier, 
but he didn't found her there. Looking in another mirror that 
showed the antechamber of the bathroom, he found that 
Hermione had disappeared. Looking in other mirrors, he 
finally found her in her dorm, lying on her four poster bed 
with her bed drapes closed and with her legs spread apart 
and her hand busily working on her clitoris. He could hear 
her mewing quietly as her finger rapidly flicked herself 
toward an orgasm. Her finger was a blur as she rubbed 
herself mercilessly. Her little whimpering sounds were 
growing louder and more impatient until, suddenly, her 
body stiffened and she began moaning loudly. It was 



obvious that she had tripped herself off into an orgasm, but 
it ended as quickly as it had begun. 


The other four witches that occupied that dorm room were 
sleeping away when she came in, never knowing what was 
happening in Hermione's bed. Those closed drapes hid 
everything happening on the four poster bed, but if the 
occupant didn't apply a silencing charm, everyone in the 
room could hear. And Hermione forgot to do that when she 
came in. And one in particular was very aware of what her 
dorm mate was doing and started to giggle. 

“Damn, I need a real wizard," she cried out softly in 
frustration. “Maybe tomorrow night I'll remedy that." 

With that, she flounced over in the bed and pulled the 
covers up over her body. 

Realizing that the second “show" was over too, Dumbledore 
moved to other mirrors to watch what was happening in the 
castle during the night. But seeing nothing else, just 
professors and prefects patrolling and everybody else 
sleeping, he went back to his office. All was well in the 
castle. Well, except the young Potter boy. He was starting to 
become like his father every day that passed. For the 
moment he was just fucking only one witch. But what if he 
was like his father? 

Couldn't a Potter be thankful enough to be just with a witch 
and not do it in groups? He still remembered the talks given 
to him by the angry parents of all those witches when they 
found out what their naughty children have done in 
Hogwarts in their last years of school. Good thing with that 
anti pregnancy potion he made mandatory treatment every 
year end since the 1950's or the parents would have scalped 
him if their kids got out of Hogwarts pregnant. This way 



there was nothing to worry about on that end. But of course, 
there were some special cases. One being nasty pieces of 
shit like James Potter and his group. They were much to... 
like the muggle world hippies. Much to... free with things 
that should happened only in the bedroom. And the things 
they did, where they did it, how many did it at the same 
time. 

And if he was correctly, his son would be the same... if he 
was his father's son. Good thing he had just a girlfriend for 
the moment. 

It was around eight o'clock at night, a day later. The 
Hogwarts castle was very quiet because almost everybody 
has gone home for the Christmas break. There were only a 
few students left... those that didn't want to go... or as was 
fourth yearer Harry Potter's case, he didn't have where to go. 
Well, he did, but his parents were on a business trip in the 
muggle world and he didn't want to be alone in the big 
Potter Manor. Maybe Sirius or Remus, but Remus was going 
through his furry period this week and that was a nono from 
the start. Well, there were also the Weasleys, but Ron pulled 
some shit a week ago and he wasn't in very good speaking 
terms with him. There were also the Grangers, but Hermione 
wanted to see how wizards spend this time of the years. 

He sat in the hot tub of the prefect's bathroom that he 
usually used and was sipping on a glass of wine. That 
Daphne sure was a bad influence on him. He started 
drinking wine. He had already drunk half the bottle as he 
relaxed in the hot, bubbling water. 

Wishing that Daphne was with him, he ran his hand down 
inside his bathing trunks and rubbed his big, thick cock. 

That was sure some good head she had given him last night, 
he thought. She seemed to love to suck on his cock and he 



loved for her to do it. Smiling to himself, he closed his eyes 
and recalled the feel of her lips around his cock. 


Then as he lay there reminiscing, unknown to him, Hermione 
stepped into the antechamber of the bathroom. She started 
disrobing from her long hooded cloak, and then started for 
the bathroom door. Now she was wearing only a tiny string 
suit that left very little to the imagination as she sauntered 
towards the bathroom door with her big jugs bouncing 
wildly. They were jouncing about so much, it looked like they 
would flop out of the inadequate bikini top at any second. 
While the bikini top did cover the aureola and the nipples of 
her proud breasts, it failed miserably in the back where the 
cheeks of her delectable ass were completely bare. 

Smiling to herself, she strolled across bathroom toward the 
hot tub, swinging her hips back and forth enticingly. 
Fingering the straps of her string suit, she knew that all the 
skinny straps converged in one clasp in the middle of her 
back and with one yank on the clasp, the whole suit would 
drop away leaving her as naked as a jaybird. 

“HI! Can I join you?" she asked loudly, halfway across the 
bathroom. 

“What...uh...what did..." Harry stuttered, as he was startled 
out of his meditation. 

“I asked if I could join you," Hermione laughed, walking 
across the room swishing her hips from side to side 
provocatively. 

“Oh...sure...climb on in," Harry blushed, but was unable to 
keep his eyes from sweeping over her exposed flesh. 

Damn... he never knew his best friend looked so good in a 
bikini... no... this was a micro bikini. 



“Like my suit?" she asked him, dipping a toe into the water. 


“I hope you didn't pay too much for it," he blushed like a 
redhot iron, “because if you did, you sure got taken. There 
isn't a whole lot to it" 

“I wouldn't want to deprive all you young wizards of a good 
look," she returned his grin, stepping over to the bar and 
getting a glass. “You don't mind if I share some of your wine, 
do you?" 

“Help yourself," he told her, picking up the bottle and 
pulling out the cork. 

“Thanks," she said, slipping down into the frothing water 
and sitting down across from him. 

Trying to conceal his obvious discomfort of being alone with 
Hermione in such a state of near nudity, Harry refilled his 
own glass before passing the bottle to her. 

Smiling at him again, Hermione took the bottle and quickly 
filled her glass to the brim. Setting the bottle down, she 
looked at him over the rim of the glass as she took a sip of it. 

“Merlin, that's some good wine," she remarked. 

Several tension-filled, awkward moments passed before 
Hermione finally spoke again. 

“How long have you been in?" 

“Only about ten minutes," he told her, taking another sip of 
wine. 

“This water feels so good," she sighed, leaning back and 
letting her big tits float on the surface of the bubbling water. 



The conical mounds broke the surface of the water and 
poked out of the water proudly with her big rubbery nipples 
jutting up against the thin material. 

Harry tried not to stare at Hermione's ripening charms 
floating before him as he sat across from her. 

“You sure... uh... fill out your... uh... suit... what little there is 
of it," he remarked, taking another gulp of his wine. 

“Why thank you," she grinned, thrusting her breasts up out 
of the water even farther. “I think my breasts are filling out 
quite nicely, don't you?" 

“Uh... what?" Harry spluttered. “What did you say!" 

“I said I thought my breasts were filling out quite nicely," 
she smiled at him brazenly. “Don't you agree?" 

“Uh... I... I suppose," he muttered, glancing down at them 
again. “But it's hardly the thing two friends should be 
discussing. Especially when they're... uh... we're... uh... all 
alone... uh... like... uh... like this." 

“Why not...you started it?" she smarted back at him. “Don't 
you think my breasts are pretty?" 

“Well...uh...well...uh...you know...uh...l do," he stammered, 
his face flushed and wet with sweat from the hot water he 
was in and getting into, “but...uh...well...uh...you know 
that... um... isn't supposed to think that...that...way...uh... 
you know what I mean..." 

“I like it when I see you looking at me," she grinned 
wickedly. “It makes me feel proud that my bestfriend finds 
me attractive." 



“Well, there's no arguing about that," he blurted out, having 
difficulty breathing. “You are one good-looking witch." 

“Thank you, again," she smiled at him. 

Tension in the room was thick enough to cut with a knife as 
they sat across from each other grinning inanely at each 
other, sipping their wine. 

Then Harry realized that his glass was empty. Reaching over 
to the bottle, he started to refill his glass. 

“Whoops," he said when he saw that nothing was coming 
out of the bottle, “it looks we're out of wine." 

“Why don't you open another bottle?" she grinned coyly. 

“Are you trying to get me drunk?" he laughed. 

“Could be," she giggled, her tits bobbing up and down 
merrily. 

“It's a good thing the professors don't usually check on the 
prefect's bathrooms or they would be chewing both of us out 
for drinking so much wine," he said. “And they'd have a 
coronary if they saw what you are wearing." 

“I know," Hermione said knowingly. 

When Harry stood up it was unmistakably evident that 
Hermione's display of bare flesh was having the desired 
affect upon her bestfriend. 

Glancing down at himself as he started to step out of the hot 
tub, he saw that his wet trunks were clinging to him 
outlining his cock that had grown big, thick, and ripe. 



Looking over at Hermione, he saw that she was openly 
staring at his swollen trunks, and with obvious interest. 


What was she up to, he wondered, dropping his hand down 
to hide his erection from her? 

They shouldn't be doing this, he told himself as he trudged 
over to the bar leaving a trail of water behind him. Looking 
through several bottles of wine, he finally selected another 
bottle of white wine. Because of their magic, in the 
wizarding world, muggle wine was nothing more potent then 
pumpkin juice, so it was very available. But not many were 
drinking it. But if you ask for it, the house elves would bring 
it to you. And when Harry told Daphne about this place, the 
hot witch practically ordered the house elves to make a bar 
that was filled with all kinds of wines. 

Watching her bestfriend open the wine, Hermione smiled to 
herself. Her friend had a roaring hard-on and she was the 
cause of it. Just knowing that she had made him hard sent 
an additional glow of heat coursing through her pussy, 
making her nipples swell up even larger and harder. 

Grinning devilishly, she eased her hands up to the flimsy top 
of her bikini and slipped it off her tits, baring her big, puffy, 
pink nipples. 

Smiling innocently, she watched as her bestfriend turned 
and started back toward the hot tub with the new bottle of 
wine in his hand. 

"WHATARE YOU...UH...OH...MY GOODNESS...UH...WHAT 
ARE YOU DOING?" he spluttered, stopping at the edge of the 
tub and staring down at her, not able to keep his eyes off 
the bare breasts. 



“What do you mean?" she innocently smiled up at him, 
thrusting her breasts out at him. 

“Are you trying to give me a heart attack? You know you 
shouldn't be doing that in front of me. Cover yourself back 
up before we get in trouble," he grunted. 

“There's no one here to get in trouble with...besides you said 
that I filled out my suit," she smiled up at him, “so I wanted 
for you to see how pretty they were. Don't you think that 
they are pretty?" 

“Merlin, Hermione," he groaned, “You shouldn't be doing 
this." 

“What do you mean?" she asked innocently. 

“You know what I mean," he growled back at her, slipping 
back into the tub to hide his aching cock that was so hard it 
was threatening to explode at any second. 

“I think that you really like them," she said teasingly, 
“because when I saw your thing, it looked like you were 
enjoying the view very much." 

“HERMIONE!" he gasped. 

“I mean that this," she said, lifting her foot up to his crotch 
and rubbing the bulge through his suit with her toes, “was 
all hard and everything." 

“WHAT IN THE NAME OF..." he blurted out as her toes 
caressed his manhood, sending jolts of electricity racing up 
and down his spine. “Are you crazy? What...what are you 
doing...uh?" 



Finally, he made a feeble attempt to brush her foot away 
from his throbbing cock. 

“What's wrong, don't you like it?'' she giggled, bringing her 
other foot up and trapping his big, hard cock between them. 
“It sure feels like you do." 

“You're going too far..." he gulped, his breath coming in 
ragged gasps. “You'd better stop...stop right now before I do 
something we'll regret..." 

“Stop what?" she smirked, flagrantly squeezing his bloated 
prick between her feet. 

“YOU KNOW WHAT!" he groaned, sweat flowing down his 
face from the heat of the tub and the heat Hermione was 
creating inside him. 

“You mean you want me to stop this," she gushed, letting 
her feet drop to the bottom of the tub. 

“Well...okay...but then...then how about this?" she grunted, 
quickly splashing over to him and grabbing hold of his penis 
through his trunks. 

“OH...MERLIN...NO...PLEASE STOP BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE," 
he blurted out, using every bit of his willpower to keep from 
grabbing hold of her. 

With one last vestige of willpower, he grabbed her wrists and 
tugged her hands away from his throbbing hardness. 

“Okay...if you won't let me hold it..." she pouted, moving 
away from him and slowly stepping up onto the seat of the 
hot tub. 


Standing on the seat, she turned around to face him. 



Thank Merlin, he groaned to himself. He didn't know how 
much more of that he could have withstood. 

But now what, he wondered as her eyes found his? 

He watched on with fearful anticipation as she slowly 
reached around behind her back. 

With one little flick of her fingers, she unsnapped the hasp. 
As she did, the straps of her suit shot loose, baring her whole 
body to his gawking stare. 

Harry couldn't stop himself. His eyes shot down from her 
exquisite, youthfully pert tits, down to the furry little mound 
of pubic hair covering her nether regions. Unable to believe 
what he was seeing, Harry glanced down incredulously as 
her tiny little string suit floated on top of the water. 

Naked as the day she was born, Hermione stood before him. 
His bestfriend. The girl he had saved from the troll in the 
forest. The girl that went with him down a hole. The smartest 
witch of her age. The girl that went with him on a ride on the 
back of a hippogrif. The girl... who until a few moments ago 
he believed to be just one of the guys. And she was so 
beautiful. 

As if reading his mind, she slowly turned, giving a view of 
her beautiful backside. His heart was beating at such a 
thunderous rate, he felt like it would explode any second 

She stood there, a living, breathing goddess as he gawked 
up at her like some love-stricken teenager. 

Finally, years later it seemed to him, she lazily stepped up 
out of the tub, intentionally spreading her legs just enough 
to give her bestfriend a brief glance at the delicate furrow of 



pink flesh between her legs before she turned around to face 
him again. 

He watched on in mortified shock as Hermione eased down 
onto the edge of the tub directly across from him. 

Smiling lecherously at her gasping friend, she stretched her 
arms back behind her and leaned back, spreading her long, 
shapely legs apart as she did. 

Harry tried to swallow, but his mouth was as dry as the 
Sahara while he stared down at the thin, pink furrow 
between Hermione's legs slowly open to reveal the wet 
moistness of her soft pink pussy. Staring at the wondrous 
treasure nestled in the furry mound of hair, he thought his 
head was going to explode. 

Seeing the anguish on her bestfriend's face, Hermione 
grinned at him and hooked her heels on the edge of the tub. 
Grinning wickedly, she spread her legs apart even farther as 
the white softness of her inner thighs framed the weeping 
gash of her vagina. Like a beautiful, dew-drenched rose, it 
slowly unfurled, gaping open wider and wider. 

"OH, MERRRRLLLLIIIIIIIINNNNNN, WHAT ARE YOU DOING?" 

"Would you like to have some of this?" Hermione whispered, 
running her finger down the wet, slippery slit. 

"MERLIN," Harry gushed, unable to hold back any longer. 
"MERLIN..." he spat out again, as he struggled to his feet. 

The water sloshed out of the tub in waves as he scrambled 
to shuck his bathing trunks off. Gasping for breath, he kept 
his eyes on the glistening gash of forbidden flesh between 
Hermione's thighs as he fought to tear his trunks off. Finally, 
with a grunt, he stepped out of the trunks, leaving them 



floating by her suit. Then another giant surge of water 
splashed out of the tub as he splashed over to Hermione. 
Throwing caution to the wind, he stepped up on the seat and 
stood before her with his thick, wicked cock sticking straight 
out, pointing directly at her weeping cunt. 

“IS THIS WHAT YOU WANT?" he groaned, using every ounce 
of his willpower to stop himself from plunging it down into 
the waiting pit. 

“Yesssssss," she hissed, reaching out for him. 

“ARE YOU SURE, DAMN IT?" he grunted. “Because when it's 
done...it can't be undone..." 

“Yes, I want it. I want you," she breathed out in a raspy 
voice. 

His head was swirling with depraved excitement. Panting 
like a dog in heat, he grabbed Hermione's lovely legs and 
roughly pulled her toward him. 

Hermione felt her butt skid over the slippery tub as her hips 
slid toward him. Abruptly, his big, round cock-head thudded 
into the soft, fleshy lips of her vagina. 

Stopped by the constriction of her youthful cunt, his cock- 
head wedged itself inside the tight, contracting opening of 
her girlhood. 

Hermione now felt a tingle of fright as she looked into her 
bestfriend's lust-glazed eyes and felt his gigantic cock-head 
forcing its way inside her tight slit. 

Unable to control the animal urges he was feeling, Harry 
grunted with effort and thrust his hips forward harder as he 
pulled Hermione's tight, hot cunt down onto his throbbing 



cock. Pulling on her and straining to force his cock into the 
hot, meaty core of her slippery cunt, he felt it suddenly 
penetrate the juice-slickened opening. 

Both of them were shocked as his great, swollen penis 
ripped into her overheated pussy all at once. Sliding into the 
slippery mush of her cunt, his cock sliced into her all the 
way up to the hilt, as his groin slapped up against hers. 

“AEEEIIIIIIHHHHHHHH,'' she yelped, as the big, thick prick 
dug into her. "IT'S SO BIG!" 

Hearing the pain in her voice, he stopped. The screaming 
hunger to possess her was eating him alive. He had to have 
her, take her for his, totally and completely. It was all he 
could do to keep from raping her as he fought to control the 
passion boiling inside him. 

The desire to possess her was almost overpowering, but 
somehow he held back. Holding his cock motionless, 
completely buried inside the seething core of her 
womanhood, he slowly reached up to her apple size breasts 
and took one in each hand. Gently squeezing and pulling on 
the pillows of flesh, he bent forward and sucked one of the 
big, pink nipples into his mouth. He wanted to fuck her more 
than he had ever wanted anything in his life, but he waited 
impatiently, toying with her nipple with his mouth and 
tongue. 

She had wanted him badly, but the suddenness of the 
penetration had shocked her, leaving her unprepared for the 
size of his impressive prick. 

The suddenness of the attack had spread her apart too 
quickly, causing a sharp, hot pain inside her vagina. At first, 
she thought he had torn something loose inside her, but the 
longer he held his big cock inside her, the less pain she felt. 



And now his tongue was creating little currents of electricity 
in her breasts that flowed into her brain, replacing the pain 
in her vagina until at last, the pain stopped altogether. As 
quickly as the pain had come, now it was replaced by a 
gentle, pleasurable feeling of fullness and warmth. 

“It's all better now, Harry," she crooned, as she felt her need 
for him come alive again. "Fuck me now. Fuck me and fill me 
up with your cum." 

The words sounded so wicked and depraved coming from 
Hermione's mouth that it sent another scalding splash of 
excitement tearing through his brain. Now he was free to 
ravage her, he thought, drawing his hips back and dragging 
his cock back down the drenched depths of Hermione's 
tight, clinging cunt. 

Without waiting, he sent his hips ripping forward, brutally 
impaling her with his steel-hard prick. He had sent his whole 
cock back inside her hot box with one savage thrust. 

"OH, MERLIN, YESSSSSS!" she screeched with pleasure, as 
his cock invaded her dripping cunt once again. 

Hearing her approval, he began fucking her in earnest. In no 
time his hips were rocketing back and forth like a runaway 
steam engine as he fucked her mercilessly. Water was 
splashing everywhere as his hips flew back and forth driving 
his cock in and out of her with such speed that she had 
difficulty breathing. 

Harry knew that the savagery of his attack couldn't last 
long. The passion of the moment was overwhelming him and 
turning him into a crazed, demented mad-wizard. 

Then, after only a few seconds, Harry felt Hermione's cunt 
constrict down around his monstrous cock. 



“OHFUCK!'' she gasped, as she began to jerk and writhe 
underneath him. "I'MCOMMINGGG! Harry...I'm 
commmminngggg." 

Wallowing in primal gratification, he shoved his cock into 
her as deep as it would go. Holding his cock inside the hot, 
clutching cavern of Hermione's vagina, he let it go. 

Immediately, it spewed out a giant gusher of his thick, 
creamy seed-laden milk into her. Then like flood waters 
pouring through a broken dike, his thick, rich semen gushed 
out deep inside Hermione's hungry cunt. 

"Yesss, Harry," she hissed, as she felt the first torrent of his 
white-hot sap burst out into the waiting chamber of her 
vagina. 

There was no stopping it now as he defiled Hermione's 
sacred chalice. His giant penis spurted and spurted and 
spurted, filling Hermione's sucking pussy to overflowing 
within seconds. But still it came pouring out of his cock...a 
pearly stream of thick, potent cream. There was so much of 
the goo, it began to ooze out around his thick cock and drip 
down into the swirling water. 

Grunting and gasping for breath, Harry held Hermione 
captive as he emptied himself into her hungry cunt. Like a 
Roman candle, his cock fired again and again until it seemed 
like it would never stop. 

Groaning and crying with pleasure, Hermione groveled 
below her bestfriend as he possessed her. 

Then he suddenly began to fuck her again with deep, jarring 
strokes as his cock continued to spurt out its load of cum 
into her cunt. 



Her whole body shook from the force of his thrusts. Her big, 
gravity-flattened tits slashed back and forth wildly, as he 
hammered his peter into her over and over again. 

Finally, when she thought it would never end, his hips 
stopped rocking back and forth as he shoved his cock inside 
her one last time. 

The force of the last thrust was just enough to dislodge her 
feet. They slipped off the edge and splashed into the water 
sending her bestfriend reeling backwards, jerking his cock 
out of her as he went. 

Loosing his balance, Harry unceremoniously splashed down 
into the tub. 

"OH MERLIN," he groaned. "What a fuck." 

Lying on the edge of the tub, her legs draped over the edge 
of the tub with the water lapping almost up to her knees, 
Hermione didn't answer him at first. She couldn't. She has 
just been fucked for the first time and all her body was 
tingling from the pleasure she just received... 

Finally, after her breath has become more normal, Hermione 
slowly sat up. Knowing she had her bestfriend wrapped 
around her little finger, she watched his eyes dart down to 
her big, heavy breasts as they wiggled and shook. 

"Shit Harry... where did you learn to fuck like that?" she 
asked him innocently, like she didn't know what he did last 
night, twirling her toe in the water. Wading over to him, 
Hermione brushed up against him. 

Harry could feel the warmth of Hermione's soft, smooth skin 
against his as she reached down into the water to his 
rapidly-hardening manhood. Gently toying with her 



bestfriend's swelling penis, she pressed her firm, ripe 
breasts into his chest. 


“Here and there..." he softly said, reaching down and lifting 
her into his arms. 

“I want you, Harry..." she murmured, puting her arms around 
his neck and mashing her tits and lips against him, her 
tongue sliping into his mouth.... 

Knowing that only Harry was there, the other boys going 
home for the Christmas break, Hermione strolled into his 
dormroom, wearing nothing but a pair of thin, dark hose and 
a frilly black garter belt under her long hooded cloak. The 
dark straps of the garter belt formed a frame around her 
mound of soft, dark brown pubic hair, drawing even more 
attention to the lovely patch of curly hair. 

Letting the cloak fall down from her shoulders, the hot witch 
flounced down on his bed and waited for her bestfriend to 
return from the bathroom. 

“Is everything okay in there?" she asked, wondering why he 
hadn't come back yet. 

“Yeah, I'll be out in a minute." 

Just then she heard the sound of her bestfriend peeing into 
the toilet. 

She listened to the coarse, loud splattering of his urine 
splashing into the toilet and realized she had never heard a 
wizard peeing before. Strangely, she felt that it was crude 
and almost vulgar in a way, but at the same time it made 
her feel even closer to him. 



At last, she heard the toilet being flushed. Then she smiled 
as her bestfriend came walking back into the bedroom 
wiping his hands on a towel. Her eyes immediately dropped 
to the dangling hunk of meat between his legs as he came 
toward her. It amazed her that something so limp and soft 
could become so hard and stiff. And do it so quickly. 

“You look lovely," he smiled down at her, standing at the 
edge of the bed admiring her soft billowing curves. 

“Thank you," she grinned up at him, reaching over and 
taking hold of his dangling penis. “You let it get all soft while 
I was gone." 

“That won't be a problem for very long," he laughed, 
slipping down beside her. 

“I think you're right," she murmured, already feeling the 
stirring of life in his manhood. 

Leaning over her, he gently shoved her down onto the bed. 
Wrapping his hand around a big, pink melon, he began to 
rub and mash on it as she gurgled her approval. Tweaking 
the big, rubbery nipple to life, he bent down and lovingly 
teased it with his lips and tongue. 

“Oh, Harry," she sighed, as he sucked it in between his lips 
flicking his tongue back and forth across it. 

He was still reeling from the suddenness of their illicit 
affection. He had never imagined that he would be this 
intimate with his own bestfriend. It was enough to bring 
tears to his eyes as he nuzzled the softness of her full, heavy 
breast. 


But even as he feasted upon the delicacy of her swollen 
nipple, he felt her soft, hot little hand stroking him back to 



hardness. Luxuriating in the warm glow of their new bond, 
he soon found himself hard and ready again. 

“It's big and hard again," she crooned, as he tormented her 
nipple with his mouth. “Do you want to do it again?" 

“What's the hurry?" he said, letting go of her swollen, tender 
nipple. 

“But, I thought," she started to say, but paused as she 
watched him slowly scoot down the bed and wriggle up 
between her outstretched legs. 

“I want to kiss you all over," he said softly. “Wouldn't you 
like for me to kiss your wonderful little pussy? 

“OH, YES, Harry" she gasped. “But I didn't know if you 
wanted to do that." 

“I love to," he said, lowering his mouth down to the furry 
little patch of curly hair covering her womanhood. 

Prowling through the tangle of curly hairs and soft, slippery 
flesh, he searched for the kernel of her womanhood. Then, 
he knew he had found it as his tongue scraped across the 
smooth, slick little mound and her whole body jerked. 

“Oh, Harry," Hermione gurgled, as he explored her 
femininity with his hot, probing tongue. 

Poking and pushing on the little button, he quickly had 
Hermione's tiny clitoris bulging out in the open, seeking 
more attention. He quickly attacked the silky little ball, 
letting his tongue tickle and tease it roughly as Hermione 
writhed in pleasure. 



Merlin, he was good, Hermione groaned to herself, as her 
bestfriend tormented her hot, aching clitoris. She couldn't 
believe it. Her friend was eating her pussy. Oh, he knew just 
where to touch her. Touch her and coax her toward another 
orgasm. She could already feel it coming. The heady 
excitement of their wickedness was so exhilarating, it was as 
easy as falling off a cliff, she thought as she gave herself up 
to him. 

Just then, as she was reveling in the feel of his tongue on her 
tingling clitoris, she felt his finger touch her. She could 
barely breathe as she felt the finger touching her, feeling 
her, exploring the exposed opening of her vagina. Even with 
all the pleasure pouring from her clitoris, she could feel his 
finger playing with the fleshy lips surrounding her 
womanhood. 

Grabbing hold of the bedspread, clenching a handful in each 
hand, she slipped closer and closer to precipice of another 
gut wrenching orgasm. Digging her heels into the bed, she 
arched back, thrusting her pussy up into her bestfriend's 
hungry mouth. Straining and grunting, her muscles tensed 
tightly; the prize was almost hers. 

Then all at once, she felt her bestfriend slide a finger up into 
her salivating vagina. As she started to fall into the dark 
abyss of pleasure, she felt him ease another finger into her 
and then another until three thick, stubby fingers shoved up 
into her hot, clutching cunt. 

Suddenly, he began to finger fuck her gently as he tongued 
her clitoris mercilessly. She couldn't breathe as a thousand 
stars burst inside her head. She could hear the roaring 
crackle of fire licking up from her exploding vagina as she 
was consumed by the ecstasy of her orgasm. 



“OHMERLINHARRY,” she groaned, as her body was possessed 
by monstrous orgasm. 

I'm dying and going to heaven, she told herself, as she was 
whisked away on the wings of pleasure so deep and 
profound, it almost hurt. 

Her whole body was clenched into one giant paroxysm as 
she gasped for air. Her whole existence was her clitoris, 
where her bestfriend's tongue was wickedly attacking her. 

Higher and higher, she flew, up where the birds of paradise 
dwelled. She flew among them, swooning and soaring on 
wings of joy. 

Then, like a dying sunset, the pleasure began to wane and 
fade away until she finally felt herself slowly floating back 
down to earth. 

Then she became aware of how super-sensitive her clitoris 
was. And her bestfriend was still licking it. Licking it with his 
tongue that now felt like gritty sandpaper scraping across 
her raw clit. 

“OOOOhhhhh, Harry, it's too sensitive," she murmured, 
pushing his mouth away from her tormented clitoris. 

Slowly, as she reveled in the sweet afterglow of her climax, 
her bestfriend lovingly kissed the soft folds of flesh 
surrounding her aching womanhood. 

"M... Merlin, that was wonderful," she sighed, slowly 
unclenching her fists. "I've never felt it that way before." 

"I just wanted to make my sweet, inocent bookworm feel 
good," he grinned up at her with juice-coated lips, from 
between her soft, white inner thighs. 



Watching with love-sated eyes, she saw her bestfriend 
slowly raise himself up onto his knees. Smiling down at her, 
he stood there on his knees between her legs with his evil, 
wicked-looking prick jutting out from his groin like a big, 
meaty weapon. As she stared down at the malevolent 
monster, she remembered how Daphne had sucked on it. 
last night Sucked on it until her bestfriend had shot his load 
into her mouth. Now she wanted to do that. Do that and 
bring him pleasure like he had just done for her. 

As these wicked thoughts swirled around inside her head, 
she watched her bestfriend slowly lower his stiff weapon 
down toward her vulnerable womanhood. 

“Wait. Please, wait," she murmured, reaching down for his 
cock. 

“What? What's wrong? Don't you want to do it?" her 
bestfriend asked, as she took hold of him with her hand. 

“What's the hurry?" she laughed softly, echoing his earlier 
comment. 

“I want to suck on you," she said, feeling his cock jump in 
her hand as she spoke. 

“Are you sure?" he asked her. “You don't have to, you know." 

“I want to suck on you," she stated emphatically, her fingers 
clutching his stiff hardness. 

“You really don't have to," he said again, feeling her pulling 
on his cock. 

“Bring him to me," she comwizardded him. “I want to suck 
on him just like Daphne did last night." 



"WHATTH..." he spat out. 


“I want to suck on him. I want to taste you in my mouth,” 
she crooned at him, letting go of his cock as he lurched back 
in surprise. 

"Fucking Merlin,” he blubbered, slowly crawling over her 
legs with his jerking dick slashing from side to side like an 
evil snake coiled and ready to strike at her any second. 

Grabbing hold of the twitching monster, she pulled on her 
bestfriend until he straddled her, standing on his knees with 
his huge, pulsating penis twitching evilly above her face. 

"How did it happen?” She asked. "How did you and Daphne 
started fucking? Did you fucked her on this very bed? Did 
you put It in her mouth first? Put it in her mouth and then 
put it in her pussy? Did you do that just like we're going to 
do now?” 

She watched her bestfriend's big, hard cock dance up and 
down as she spoke. Every question she asked him made his 
cock jump with excitement. 

"Did you?” she asked him again, as she slowly bent the hard 
thickness of his penis down, forcing the bulging purple cock- 
head down toward her ruby-colored lips. 

Teasingly, she held his throbbing cock-head just above her 
soft lips. 

"Did you?” she whispered, flicking out her tongue and 
licking the soft, sensitive underside of her bestfriend's 
twitching penis. 

"Oh, Merlin YES,” he groaned. "We fucked on this bed. We 
fucked once. I put it in her pussy and fucked her good.” 



“Do you want to come in my mouth?" she smiled wickedly, 
running her tongue along his bobbing prick again. 


"More than anything else in the world," he whined, trying to 
push his cock down into her mouth. 

"I want you to," she murmured. "I want you to fill up my 
mouth with your hot, sweet syrup. I want you to shoot so 
much cum into my mouth that I won't be able to swallow it 
all." 

She felt his cock twitch dangerously as she finally opened 
her mouth and eased the big, purple head of his cock down 
between her big, soft lips. 

"Oh, Fucking Merlin in heaven," he gurgled, as he felt her 
soft, clinging lips close down around his throbbing cock, 
searing him with the heat of magical fire. 

Sucking softly on his thick, hard cock, she held onto it with 
one hand and cupped one of the cheeks of his ass, pulling 
him down deeper into her mouth. Slowly, she let the thick 
shaft of his meat slide between her clutching lips until she 
felt the big, hard cock-head butt up against the back of her 
mouth. It almost made her gag, but she fought against it as 
she pushed against his stomach, forcing his cock back up. 

Slowly, she let the evil, spit-drenched snake slither back out 
of her mouth until only the big purple cock-head was left 
inside her mouth. Holding it there, she began to suck and 
lick on the bloated cock-head, feeling his excitement grow 
as his cock grew even harder. 

Teasing and tormenting the bulging cock-head with her 
tongue and mouth, she let her hand wander down to his big 
balls. She was expecting them to be dangling down, but 



they weren't. They were all bunched up tightly underneath 
the base of her bestfriend's giant cock. 

Her friend's testicles had produced so much semen 
yesterday night that she thoughth he would drown Daphne. 
And now she was playing with them. Playing with them and 
trying to get her bestfriend to fill her mouth with the very 
same semen. The irony of it sent a shiver of excitement 
through her as she lovingly fondled them. 

“Oh, Hermione," her bestfriend groaned, as she rolled his 
balls around inside the fleshy sack of scrunched skin 

She could hear and see that her bestfriend was growing 
more and more excited as his breath was becoming ragged 
and rough gasps. As she felt the fury inside his bloated 
monster growing, the harder she sucked and teased the 
swollen cock-head. She could tell that he was straining to 
hold back the inevitable explosion as his whole body began 
to shake and tremble. 

“You'd better stop," he groaned, trying to pull his cock out of 
her mouth, “or I'm gonna cum cum in your mouth." 

Pausing for a moment, she let his twitching penis slither out 
of her mouth. 

“I want you to come," she said, running her tongue along 
the puffy underside of his jerking cock. “Come in my mouth. 
Come in my mouth just like you came in Daphne's mouth 
last night." 

“Merlin's balls," he blurted out, feeling her hot, little tongue 
teasing the sensitive underside of his cock. 

“Now," she commanded him, as she jerked his dick back 
down and roughly sucked him into her mouth. 



Her soft lips locked down around the thick shaft of his cock 
as her tongue-lashed his bulging cock-head with a 
vengeance. As her tongue teased and tormented the 
bulging head of his penis, she began to stroke his cock with 
her hand. Squeezing and pulling on his balls at the same 
time, she urgently coaxed him toward his eruption with her 
mouth and hands. 

Then she felt his cock draw back up against his belly as his 
balls tightened up next to his cock. Then abruptly, his legs 
began to quiver and he groaned out loud. 

Suddenly, without any further warning, she felt his penis 
twitch and a stream of blistering hot semen shot out into her 
mouth. 

The suddenness of his eruption startled her and her mouth 
flew open for just a second, but it was enough to let half of 
his cum spill out down her chin before she could close her 
mouth down around the spurting cannon again. Sucking 
hungrily, she milked his cock with her mouth as it erupted 
again and again inside her mouth. Within seconds her 
mouth was full of his thick, hot syrup and she began to 
swallow the slippery cream of her bestfriend's loins. 

Hot and salty, the sperm-filled cum spewed out into her 
mouth, coating her tongue with its cloying musk before she 
gulped it down her throat. Hungering for it, she sucked and 
sucked, pulling more and more of his toxic load into her 
mouth. 

Being coaxed on by Hermione, Harry let himself go, giving 
up his potent cream in thick, spurting gushers. 

He had been coming for what seemed like hours, but still it 
spewed out him like it would never end. Coating the inside 



of her mouth with the silky slipperiness of his milky semen, 
Harry had never felt such ecstatic gratification. 

With her pussy and mouth now filled with the same sweet 
syrup of life, Hermione couldn't believe how much cum her 
bestfriend had. He must have gallons and gallons of cum 
stored inside his balls, she thought, as she kept swallowing 
and swallowing the salty, banana-flavored nectar. 

Finally, the contractions tearing through his cock began to 
weaken and slow until with one last, feeble spurt, he 
stopped coming in her mouth. 

Holding the drained giant in her mouth, she felt it begin to 
slowly shrink and wither. Finally, after a few moments, she 
let her bestfriend's fallen warrior slowly slither out of her 
mouth. 

"Merlin," he groaned, rolling over and flopping down on the 
bed beside her. "Never felt like that." 

"Was it good?" she murmured, rolling over and snuggling up 
against him. 

"The very best ever," he crooned. 

"Really?" she asked him, her eyes filled with happiness. 
"Even better than Daphne?" 

"Even better than Daphne," he assured her. "Even better 
than Daphne." 

He couldn't explain it, but it had been the most excitingly 
pleasurable thing he had ever done. Ejaculating his load 
into his own bestfriend's mouth should have never felt so 
good. He would never had guessed that that inocent 
bookworm was such a tigresse in bad. Hmmm... maybe all 



those books she reads are more helpfulll then he thought. 
While he knew it was wickedly wrong to cheat on Daphne, 
the fact that he and Hermione had brought each other so 
much pleasure made him feel all warm and fuzzy inside. 

“Are you sleepy?" she asked him, letting her hand trail down 
over his belly to his dormant penis. 

“Uh, not really. Are you?" he asked her, feeling her soft, hot 
fingers flirting with his flaccid penis. 

“No," she smiled over at him, snuggling up closer to him. 

“Do you still want to do it again like you said in the bath?" 
he smiled back at her. 

“Uh, sure, but..." she stopped talking but still toyed with his 
sleeping giant. 

“But what?" he wanted to know. 

“Uh, I just read, uh, thought that man couldn't get aroused 
so fast and so many times in one night." 

“Well," he said, pulling her closer to him, “normally for 
others, that would probably be true. But just the thought of 
making love to my wonderful bestfriend, well...that's 
enough to keep me aroused all night long." 

Turning over, Harry pulled her into his arms and held onto 
her tightly. With their bodies locked together in a lover's 
embrace, he pressed his lips against her soft pouting lips. He 
kissed her softly, tenderly for several moments before he felt 
her hot, little tongue ease out between her lips. Opening his 
mouth slightly, he caught her tongue between his lips and 
slowly sucked it into his mouth. Tickling the tip of her 
tongue with his, he sucked more and more of her fiery. 



wriggling tongue into his mouth as their mouths gaped open 
wider and wider. Suddenly their tongues began to spar and 
fight, wrapping about each other like snakes doing a sinuous 
courting dance. 

As they kissed feverishly, Hermione felt her bestfriend's 
penis begin to grow harder and harder. Then, within 
moments, it lay in her hand, hard, ripe and throbbing with 
impatience. The recuperative powers of his wonderful penis 
were amazing, she thought to herself as she lovingly 
fingered it. 

Feeling his readiness, she wasn't surprised when he finally 
broke their kiss and struggled up to his hands and knees. 
Looking down at him she saw his cock jutting out of his 
groin, evil and poised threateningly above her furry mound. 

Reaching down to it, she grasped the hot, heavy column of 
meat and led it down toward her wet, waiting womanhood. 
She was already dripping wet in anticipation. 

As she watched, he dipped his hips and eased his bloated 
cock-head down into the hot, juice-slick hole between her 
outstretched legs. She was so hot and ready this time, it slid 
down into her like a hot knife through butter. It felt 
wonderful to have his hot, heavy manhood penetrate her 
emptiness as he lovingly slid his whole cock into her with 
one quick thrust. 

Slowly, he began to work his hips back and forth, sending 
his cock plowing in and out of her hot, clutching cunt. 

It was so different this time, she thought, as he lovingly 
sawed his cock in and out of her slippery chute. The first 
time had been fucking, but this time it was making love. 



As they made love, she could feel the strength of his thrusts 
growing. Although he was still fucking her with slow 
deliberation, he was doing it with force, driving his cock as 
deep inside her hot oven as he could before withdrawing it 
and shoving it inside her again. In and out, in and out, in 
and out it went. She couldn't get over the wonderful feeling 
of having her cunt wrapped around her bestfriend's 
beautiful cock as he lovingly fucked her. Not to mention the 
hot kisses they shared during all that time. 

Both of them were oblivious to the time and a half hour 
slipped by without their notice as his hips slowly drove his 
cock into her hungry cunt. Then, almost imperceptibly, 
Hermione felt him begin to quicken the pace. Delighting in 
the feel of his monstrous penis stroking her toward another 
orgasm, she lifted her long, shapely legs off the bed and 
wrapped them around her bestfriend's waist. Now as he 
fucked her, she could feel his big, round butt bump up 
against her heels every time he drew back. 

Giddy with happiness, she slipped her hands down to where 
her bestfriend's cock was sliding in and out of her slippery 
cunt. She explored the sloppy wetness of their union with 
her fingers and found that they were both covered with her 
juices. Then her fingers found his thick, wet cock as it slid 
out of her, spreading her wet stickiness all over everything. 
She could even hear the wet slap of his balls as they 
spanked her upturned butt. 

An hour passed as their coupling continued. Ever so slowly 
though, Hermione could feel the tempo increase as he 
fucked her faster and faster until he was driving his cock 
into her cunt with a vengeance. 

Brutally assaulting Hermione's tender little cunt with his 
battering ram of a cock, he fucked her harder and harder. 



Harder and harder, faster and faster, in and out, in and out 
went his cock as she dug her heels into his butt urging him 
on to new heights. 

Hermione could feel it now. Another orgasm was almost 
upon her. Grunting and straining, she fought to grasp it and 
let it consume her with its delightful ecstasy. 

Suddenly, without any more warning, it burst upon her, 
filling her with pleasure and joy. 

As her body was wracked with the rapture of the moment, 
her tight, hot pussy clamped around her bestfriend's 
pistoning cock. But the power of his thrusts couldn't be 
overcome and he didn't slow his attack on her in the least. 
Her mind flew higher and higher, reaching for the crest of 
her climax while her body remained behind to be fucked by 
her bestfriend. 

He wasn't ready to fill her with his love seed yet, she 
thought as his cock continued to hammer in and out of her 
spasming cunt but that was okay. She didn't care because 
she was floating high above the earth, high on the drug of 
pleasure. 

Her body writhed and shook as she beat her fists beat 
against the bed. Her legs tensed and strained, shoving her 
cunt up into her bestfriend's thrusting cock as he continued 
to pound it into her. His cock continued to violate her inner 
sanctum over and over again while she cried out in pleasure 

Even above the swirling exultation of her orgasm inside her 
head, she could hear obscene slaps of her bestfriend's belly 
crashing against hers as he mercilessly drove his cock into 
her. 



The contractions of her orgasm grew fainter and fainter until 
they were replaced by the pleasure of her bestfriend's cock 
rubbing back and forth against her clitoris. 

Slowly regaining her senses, she could already feel another 
orgasm gathering inside of her battered and abused cunt. 
Maybe he had fucked her so long, he had broken something 
down there, she groaned to herself. It seemed like they had 
been fucking for hours and hours. 

Wrapping her legs around her bestfriend's waist again, she 
raked her hot, steaming cunt back and forth feverishly as 
she fought to reach the next mind-boggling orgasm. 

"COME ON, COME ON, FUCK IT, FUCK ME HARD," she cried, 
her hands clasping his bounding butt, pushing and pulling 
his hips back and forth franticly as she dug her heels into his 
bounding ass, urging him on like a jockey straining for the 
finish line. 

"I NEED ANOTHER ONE, MERLIN, ANOTHER ONE, FUCK ME 
HARD." 

Harry had fucked so long, he had reached his edge of his 
physical limits. His cock was slashing in and out of 
Hermione's ravenous cunt with such ferocity that it 
threatened to fracture her pelvic bones. Still she begged for 
more as his belly shook like half-hardened jelly every time 
he drove his cock into her insatiable gulch. 

"HARDER, HAARRDDEERR, HAAARRRDDDEEERRR," she 
screeched, begging him for more. 

Drawing on his last available store of energy, Harry sent his 
cock blasting into her so hard that she was literally being 
scooted across the bed each time he thrust himself into her. 
At last, when neither of them could endure any more, Harry 



thrust his penis into her with such force, he drove her up the 
bed a whole foot. 


“YOU DID IT, YOOOUUU DDDIIIDDDD 1111111!" Hermione 
screamed. "OH MY 

GAAAAAAAAWWWWWWWDDDDDDDDD!" 

"OH FUCK, OH FUCK, OH FUCK, OH FUCK," she chattered as 
another orgasm consumed her. 

Her body was a quivering mass of muscle and overloaded 
nerves as she shook and convulsed below him. 

Holding her pinned to the bed with his brick hard cock, 

Harry rested as she writhed and squirmed below him. 

Hermione had no control over her hands as they crawled all 
over her bestfriend's body, clawing and scratching at him 
frantically. Her long muscular legs rose and fell erratically, 
sliding up and down her bestfriend's body, rubbing against 
him from his knees all the way up to his arms as she growled 
and panted like a cat in heat. 

Sweat poured out of her pores as she was thrown about on 
the waves of another gigantic climax. Battling to stay atop 
the waves and not be drowned in the pure joy of it all she 
cried out for her bestfriend to save her. 

Then suddenly, like being washed up on the shore, the 
climax ended and she felt herself go limp as her arms and 
legs dropped to the bed lifelessly. 

Revived by the momentary cessation of motion, Harry slowly 
eased his cock back out of her numb pussy. Sliding it back 
down the drenched chute, he stopped when only his big, 
round dick-head remained inside the seething entrance of 
her cunt. 



Then with all his might, he hunched his cock into her, 
driving it all the way to the hilt in one mighty lunge. 

“UNNNNNHHHHHhhhhh,” she grunted as his cock ripped 
into her softness. 

Again, he slowly withdrew his cock and sent it rocketing 
back into her with such ferocity that she was being 
squashed up against the headboard of the bed. Again he 
withdrew his hardness and drove it back into her violently. 

She couldn't believe the savagery of his assault. Although 
her cunt had been numb only moments before, the brutal 
attack had revived the feeling inside it. Each time his cock 
tore into her soft, meaty gash, she felt feelings that were 
part pain, part excitement, and part pure pleasure so intense 
it was beginning to mask all other feelings. She wanted it to 
continue, but her head was starting to hurt from being 
shoved into the headboard. 

"Wait, Please, Wait, Just A Minute," she gasped breathlessly. 

"What, UNNNNNNHHHHHh," he grunted, as he drove his 
cock into her again, sending her head crashing into the 
headboard. 

"You're beating my brains out against the headboard," she 
groaned, "Let me scoot down a little, then you can fuck me 
all night." 

"I'm sorry," he apologized. 

Pulling his hips back, his cock slipped out of her weeping 
gash. Backing away from her on his hands and knees, he 
kept going until his feet were hanging over the other end of 
the bed. Rubbing her head, Hermione slid down under him, 
letting her long, tawny legs drape over his calves. Reaching 



down between them, she quickly found his drenched cock 
and hurriedly guided it back to her hungry socket. Feeling 
the head of his cock slip into her, he eased the entire length 
of his thick, meaty wand back into her with one easy thrust. 

He immediately began to saw his cock in and out of her in 
an easy, slow motion. In and out, in and out, it went. 

“Do it like before,” she urged him. “Fuck me hard and soft 
like before. I was about to come again. Please, hard and 
soft.” 

Pulling his hips back as far as he dared to, Harry sent his 
hardness knifing back deep inside the mushy core of her 
softness, impaling her all the way to the hilt. Gently easing it 
back each time, he repeated the attack over and over again, 
each time a little more violently. 

“OH, YES, THAT'S IT, OH, YESSUUUNNGGGGHHHH, THAT'S 
IT, OH YES,” she praised him between each savage thrust. 
“THAT'S ITTTUNNNNNNGHGHHGH, OH, FUCKING YES, 
FUUUCKKKK IT” 

She gloried in the feel of her bestfriend's mighty penis 
raping her vulnerable softness. Each titanic blow drove her 
nearer to the edge of yet another orgasmic cataclysm. 

The force of their bodies smashing together sounded like a 
mallet hitting a piece of meat as they fucked. Again and 
again, he speared her all the way to the hilt. At last, he 
pulled back and held himself back for the longest time, as it 
preparing for the final assault. Suddenly, he ripped his steel 
hard cock into her so hard he lifted her hips up off the bed. 

“MY FUCKKKKIlINNNNNNGGGG PUSSSSSSSYYYYY ISSSS 
OOOOONNN FFFIRRRRE,” she screamed, as she felt her 
bestfriend's prick finally erupt inside her, drenching her cunt 



with his overheated cum. “YOUUUR STUFFFFFF ISSSS 
BUURRRNIINNGGGG MYYYYYYY PUUUUSSSSSYYYYY” 

She could feel his cock bulge out and then spurt inside her, 
over and over again, as the mighty engine spewed gusher 
after gusher of its creamy white cum out into her 
overflowing cunt. 

Harry could feel Hermione's tight, hot cunt lock down on 
him, squeezing and milking him for all it was worth as she 
rocked off into another orgasm, but all he could think of was 
his own spurting cock. He was no longer a wizard. His was a 
giant penis spewing out its hot, toxic load into Hermione's 
wondrous cunt. 

He could feel his balls clench each time before they sent 
another load of frothy semen blasting down the long fleshy 
tube running along the bottom of his cock. He could feel the 
stream of hot jism ripping along the barrel and bursting out 
the tiny eye in the center of his cock-head, pouring out and 
quickly filling her tight little cunt with his potent seed. 
Within seconds, he had pumped her full of cum again as it 
began to gush out of her, down onto the bed between her 
lovely legs making a large, sloppy pool of cum. 

Her body was locked in a gigantic spasm as he slipped his 
dick back out a little and drove it back into her with such 
force, little shock waves coursed through her tensed 
muscles. The instant his cock reached its limit, it shot 
another hot load of creamy cum into her overheated socket. 

Again he pulled back and sent his cock ripping back into her 
to deposit another rich load of semen into her garden. Again 
and again, he withdrew and drove his cock back into her 
again until their groins were drenched in their overflow. Both 
of them were coated with the broth of love that had been 



created with the overflow of his rich creamy cum mixed with 
her fragrant, syrupy juices. 

Lastly, he thrust himself into her one last time. His cock 
bucked and sent out one last gigantic gusher of cum into 
her battered cunt. Finished and drained, he felt Hermione's 
whole body relax. Dropping down, exhausted and too tired 
to move, he just lay there as he felt his cock shrivel back 
down her bruised channel of love. 

“I've never, whew, I've never had it that, uhhhh, never had it 
that good,'' he finally panted, lifting his leg over hers and 
pulling his lifeless cock out of her. 

Groaning, he rolled over beside her. 

“Five times, five times," she murmured, “Can you believe it, 
five times. I never will be able to top this. It's been awesome. 
I don't care if I do go to hell for it, at least I had a few hours 
of heaven with you."... 

It was some time later, they didn't know when because they 
practicly just drifted from sleep to something else there on 
the bed, trying to get their pulse to normal, when Hermione 
suddenly rose up. Getting to her hands and knees, she bent 
down and gave her bestfriend a long, tender kiss. 

“Night-night," she smiled, blowing him a kiss. 

“Where are you going?" he asked her. 

“To my room. Why?" she asked back. 

“Don't you want to sleep with me?" he asked frowning. 


“You mean you want me to sleep with you?" she asked 
incredulously. 



“No one will know," he smiled, “and besides, you can't tell 
what might come up." 

“You really want me to sleep with you?" she giggled 
childishly, unfastening her garter belt and slipping her hose 
off. 

“The guys wont be back for another week," Harry said, 
patting the bed beside him, smiling at her. 

“You mean that there may be some life left in this old boy?" 
she grinned back at him, reaching over and tickling his 
flaccid cock with her fingernails. 

As she did, she watched it as it stirred. 

“Oh, Merlin, Harry. I think it is getting hard again," she 
giggled again. 

“Well, I knew that it'll wake up soon," he laughed, gently 
moving her hand away from his cock. 

“That's so good," she giggled. “After you worked so hard to 
make it soft." 

“Well, maybe, since you've been such a good friend, maybe 
we could both stay in bed till the Express comes back," he 
smiled lecherously. “That is if you want to." 

“Would I?" she exclaimed, jumping into bed beside him. 

“I think I've created a monster," Harry said, shaking his 
head, starting to kiss her breasts.. 


Chapter 2 - Creating a monster with two heads 
(Harry/Hermione, Harry/Tracey) 




Hermione awoke with a strange feeling. What was she doing 
sleeping in Harry's bed, she wondered, as her eyes roamed 
the room? And what was her bestfriend doing sleeping with 
her. Merlin, what was going on, she groggily wondered? 

Then, as the sleep washed away and was replaced by the 
reality of daylight, she remembered what had happened. 

Tentatively, she reached down to her pussy. Expecting it to 
be sore and bruised from the wonderfull fucking she had 
received, she was surprised when the only thing she felt was 
a quick stirring of need. 

She couldn't believe it. After last night, she didn't think she 
would be able to walk, much less fuck. But there it was. She 
was already horny. 

What happened to her last night? She lost her virginity to 
her bestfriend and he had stirred things in her she didn't 
know existed. It was almost as if she had become a 
nymphomaniac over night. 

Her head spinning with wicked, evil thoughts, she ran her 
hand down under the sheets to her bestfriend's groin. Maybe 
she could wake him up and entice him into a quick fuck 
before going down to breakfast, she thought as she groped 
him. But seeing the sun very up in the sky, she knew she 
missed it. It has been a very long night. And the show must 
go on. 

Wait...hadn't her bestfriend told her that they were going to 
spend the whole day fucking? Yes, he had, she thought 
feverishly, as her hand suddenly brushed across her 
bestfriend's rock-hard penis. 

Expecting to find him soft and flaccid, she was surprised to 
find him ripe and hard. But he was still asleep, she told 
herself as she looked down at him. 



Wait a minute. Something in the back of her mind recalled 
that sometimes men woke up with a hard-on. 'Piss hard', I 
think they call it, she laughed to herself. 

Well, no matter what they called it, she smiled, she wasn't 
going to let such a treasure go to waste. 

Getting to her hands and knees, she eased the sheet back 
off her bestfriend as he slept. Staring down at his huge, 
bloated prick, she felt a tingle of excitement run through her 
cunt. She couldn't wait to feel it buried deep inside her 
aching cunt, she thought as she lifted her leg and straddled 
her bestfriend. 

Now with him between her legs and his cock lying just below 
her hungry cunt, she reached down and grabbed hold of it. 

"Huh, what in M..." her bestfriend snorted, as she quickly 
lifted his cock into position and squatted down onto it. 

"Oh, Merlin," she groaned, as she felt the hot hardness of her 
bestfriend's fat cock slide up into her drenched cunt. 

Harry woke to find his sweet inocent bestfriend on top of 
him, leaning forward with her hands on each side of his head 
and her apple size tits swaying above his face as her hips 
rose and fell on his cock. 

A smile crept across his lips as he looked down and watched 
his thick, wet cock slicing up into her sopping slit every time 
she slammed her butt down on him. She was so wet and 
tight, he could hear loud slurping noises coming from her 
cunt as it slid up and down his throbbing cock. Waking to 
such a lovely sight, Harry reached up and grabbed 
Hermione's delightful breasts, tweaking and pulling on the 
big pink knobs jutting out of their center. 



“Damn...unhhh...it...l can't get enough of your big, fat 
cock," Hermione groaned loudly between thrusts. "It feels so 
fucking good I could fuck you all day long." 

"I'm game," he snorted, hunching his cock up into the 
searing heat of her overripe cunt. 

Within moments, Hermione's beautiful body was cloaked 
with a sheen of perspiration as she worked at fucking her 
bestfriend. The light in the dormroom glistened off her body, 
accentuating her curves and hollows wonderfully as she 
stroked her pussy up and down her bestfriend's hard cock. 
Up and down, up and down went her hips as she puffed and 
panted from the exertion. 

"OH Merlin, it's coming again," she panted, her hips rising 
and falling quicker and quicker. "Here, here it comessssss." 

Suddenly, her butt froze in mid-stroke. Quivering and 
trembling, she threw her head back and screamed out her 
joy. 

"I LOVE IT! I LOVE IT! I LOVE IT!" she screeched, as her butt 
began to shake again and patter up and down rapidly. 

Grabbing hold of his orgasming bestfriend, he thrust all 
eight inches of his cock up into her as she roared off into 
another climax. Holding his cock shoved up into the 
convulsing heat of her tight little core, he held her down, 
keeping her impaled on his hardness. 

"GAAAAARRRWWDDDDDD!" she screamed out in pleasure, 
"cuminnnnagainn." 

Holding her firmly pinioned down on his cock, Harry let her 
ride out the storm that raged inside her body. Squealing and 
writhing, she rode the wild, wonderful waves of delight for a 



full thirty or forty seconds before she felt the passion begin 
to fade. Finally though, she went limp, collapsing down onto 
her bestfriend's chest. 

“Five last night on one go,” she moaned, “and this was 
number one on this go. Can you believe it? 

“What a wonderful way to wake up," Harry laughed, 
hunching her to remind her his hard cock was still buried in 
her hot softness. 

“Oh, that feels good," she giggled, squeezing her cunt down 
around his cock and milking it with her cunt muscles. 

“So does that," he grinned clenching the muscles around his 
cock to make it bulge out inside her hot, sucking cunt. 

“Want to use that lovely thing on me?" she asked him, 
leaning down and giving him a long, deep kiss. 

“I'd love to," he grinned, “but first I need to take care of 
business." 

“Huh," she grunted, squeezing his cock with her pussy 
again. “What kind of business?" 

“X-mas morning. Remember?" he told her, picking up his 
enchanted mirror from the nightstand and calling his father. 

“Oh, yeah. I'm having such a great time, I forgot," she 
giggled. 

“Hey..dad...Merry X-mas," he said into the mirror. 

Just then, Hermione leaned down and tickled his nipple with 
her tongue. Harry just then pulled the mirror closer to his 



face so that his father wouldn't see what his naughty best 
friend was doing. 

"What's up?" he asked, pushing her mouth up away from his 
chest. 

"Stop that until I'm through," he muttered. 

"Yippee. Yippee," Hermione whispered animatedly, 
squeezing her bestfriend's cock with her tight, little cunt 
again. 

"Oh, I'm sure well," he said into the mirror. "Thanks you. 
How's mom?... Eating?... What?... Nice... Tell her Merry X- 
mas from me then... Will do... Ok... I'm not keeping you 
then... Bye" But all during that conversation, Hermione was 
a really bad witch. 

"You'd better stop that or you'll get us in serious trouble," he 
chastised her, putting the mirror back on the nightstand. 

"What? You don't like for me to do this," she smiled, 
clenching her pussy down on him again. Before he could 
stop her, Hermione bent down and attacked his nipple with 
her mouth and tongue again. 

"You little nymph," he growled, grabbing hold of her around 
the waist. 

Holding onto her tightly, he quickly rolled over on top of her 
without disconnecting their union. As she lay pinned under 
him, he reached down and grabbed her legs, lifting them up 
until she was almost bent in two with her calves resting 
against the front of his shoulder. With her legs stretched up 
so far, her deep, wet gash was totally exposed to his cock 
and he quickly took advantage of it. Driving his cock into 
her vulnerability, he thrust it into her all the way up to its 



thick, hilt. The only thing that stopped it was his stomach 
slapping into the back of her uplifted thighs 

“Gosh, it's in SSSOOOOO deep," she gushed, feeling his 
hardness penetrating her totally. “It feels SOOOOOOO 
fucking good, I don't want you to ever stop." 

Then, just as Harry drew his hips back to impale her with it 
again, a knock came from the door. 

“WHAATT NNN THUUUU FUCK," Harry sputtered, surprised 
by the sound. “Now who in the hell could that be?" he 
snorted angrily. 

“Don't answer it," Hermione said, trying to pull him down 
into her again. “It's probably someone that didn't see us at 
breakfast. Come on and fuck me." 

“I had better answer it," he complained, easing his big, hard 
cock back out of her sopping socket. “It might be 
Mcgonagall... and if I don't answer... she'll probably 
transfigure the door... then how will I explain you here like 
this?" 

“OH, please don't go," Hermione whined, still pulling at him. 
“I'd better," he said reluctantly. 

“Damn it...then hurry back," Hermione told him, letting her 
legs drop to the bed, “I'll be waiting for you." 

“You do that," he grinned, “I'll be back before you can count 
to ten." 

“One-two-three-you'd better hurry," she smiled as the knock 
came harder. 



Geting out from his four poster bed, he flicked his wand and 
the drapes closed arround the bed and finised with a 
silencing charm. Grabbing his school robe from his desk, 
Harry threw it on and went for the door. His big, heavy cock, 
still hard and stiff, slashed up and down angrily as he 
steped. Grabbing the errant monstrosity, he quickly stuffed 
it up under the belt of his robe and hoped that it didn't flop 
out when he answered the door. 

Just then, there was another knock as he walked up to the 
door. His nerves on edge, he peeked through the peek-hole. 
It was Tracey Davis, Daphne's bestfriend. 

What in the world could she want, he wondered? Of all the 
people in the world to be visiting at this particular moment, 
she was probably the worst. He only hoped that Hermione 
stayed put until he could get rid of her. 

Cautiously, he opened the door a little and peeked out. 

"Why...Tracey...Hello...," he said peering out through the 
crack. 

"Hello, Harry," she smiled back at him. 

"To what do I owe the pleasure of this visit?" he asked her 
through the crack in the door. 

"Aren't you going to let me in or do I have to stand out 
here?" she said, stepping toward the door. 

"Oh...uh...sure...come in...but...you'll have to excuse the 
way I'm dressed. I didn't feel too good...so I couldn't come 
down to breakfast," he told her. 

"Sick?" she laughed, stepping inside, "You don't look too 
sick to me...or you've made a miraculous recovery." 



“I just didn't feel like going down today," he lied. 

"I thought so," she smiled at him. 

"Speaking of sick, what are you wearing that cloak for, it 
must be a hundred degrees in the tower? Do you have a 
cold?" 

"No...not...uh...not really," she said nervously fidgeting with 
the belt buckle on the cloak. "In fact...I guess...uh...that 
you...uh...could say...uh...that I have just the opposite." 

"What do you mean, the opposite?" he asked her, walking 
over to his desk, trying to keep his swollen member from 
popping out, "You have the hots?" 

"It's something I've been wanting to do for some time now," 
she smiled uneasily. "But today I finally got up enough nerve 
to do it, at least I thought I did before I got here." 

"I'm afraid that I'm still in the dark," Harry told her puzzled 
at all the mystery. 

"When I heard that Daphne was going home for X-mas 
Break, I just knew that I had to come over here," she 
blushed, still fidgeting with the cloak belt. "I...uh...have 
always...uh...wanted...uh...well...uh...you." 

"What did you say?" Harry blurted out, not believing what 
he heard. "What did you..." 

"I said that I have always wanted to make love to you," she 
said again, with less hesitation than before. "And I figured 
today would be a good day for it with Daphne and almost 
everybody around here gone home for the breeak. This is 
something that has been inside me for some time, but 
Daphne beat me to you, so I just decided to bide my time 



and one day the opportunity would present itself. I waited 
and waited and waited. Today, I decided I had waited long 
enough.” 

”l...uh...Jeez...uh...l don't know...uh...what to say,” Harry 
said, his turn to be flabbergasted. "This is so unexpected.” 

"I'm sorry if I surprised you,” she smiled shyly, unfastening 
the belt to her cloak and opening it wide open. 

”Oh, MERLIN,” Harry gushed, staring at her. 

She was only wearing a bra, garter belt, panties, and hose. 

Stepping back in shock, he felt his cock twitch, sending the 
belt to his robe skittering off his cock and leaving it free to 
flop out into the open. 

"Fucking Merlin,” he sputtered, grabbing it and trying to 
stuff its ripe hardness back inside his robe. "I'm sorry that 
happened; I sure as hell didn't plan it that way.” 

"Don't apologize to me,” she smiled, letting her cloak drop 
to the floor, baring her pretty naughties. "I was very 
impressed with what I saw.” 

"Merlin,” he groaned, caught in the middle of a predicament 
he would have welcomed at any other time. "I don't know 
what to do.” 

"Well,” she said, walking toward him, "I do.” 

He watched her strolling toward him, enjoying the view she 
presented, but terrified at the dilemma she had placed him 
in. 



'This couldn't have come at a worse time," he mumbled, 
staring at her. 

She had her rich red hair piled on top of her head in a bun. 
Her small, beautifully-shaped breasts were covered with a 
filmy red brassiere with red lace trim that was so transparent 
he could easily see her dark areola with its ripe little nipple 
protruding out from it. Her tiny waist was encircled with a 
matching red garter belt that held up a pair of red hose. Her 
panties, if you could call them that, were simply two pieces 
of black lace running down the middle of a wrapping of 
sheer red material. It was obvious that they were crotchless 
as he could see some of her kinky red pubic hair peeking out 
from between the pieces of black lace. All this was perched 
atop a pair of bright red pumps that made her lovely legs 
seem even more perfectly shaped. In addition, she wore 
three long strands of pearls around her slender neck and a 
bracelet of pearls on her left wrist... 

"Well, do you like?" she asked him, as he stood staring at 
her with his mouth hanging open. 

"Huh...uh...what?" he stammered, as she brazenly walked 
up to him and spread open his robe, letting his swollen 
manhood flop out into the open again. 

"It looks to me like you do," she laughed, reaching down and 
squeezing his brick-hard cock. 

"Wowzers," he gasped, trying to step back away from her 
but finding his swollen cock held captive by her hand. 

"It looks to me like you were already ready when I got here," 
she smiled at him. "In fact, I think I detect the delicate 
aroma of hot pussy. You wouldn't have been fooling around 
with another witch, would you?" 



“What...the...uh...what do you mean?" he gasped, trying to 
free his imprisoned cock from her hand. 

“I mean that I can smell pussy juice on you. Pussy juice that 
means a witch that was hot and wet," she said, releasing his 
cock and smelling her hand. “Very hot and very recent; in 
fact you're still wet from her." 

“MMEERRLLIINN," he exclaimed, not knowing how he was 
going to extricate himself from the mess that had the 
potential to send him to oblivion if Daphne would find out. 

“Well...Harry...I am surprised," she laughed, finding that she 
had gained the upper hand. “But relax. I've always wanted 
to be a part of a menage-a-trois. If we can convince the other 
lady to join us, it looks like I can kill two birds with one stone 
or two dreams with one cock. I can have you and another 
witch all at the same time." 

“Come on, Harry," Tracey smiled, taking his hand and pulling 
him toward the bed. “Let's meet your other lady friend." 

Harry couldn't think of any way to stop the inevitable as he 
reluctantly followed her. But even as he fought to keep from 
bolting out the door in panic, he found himself admiring his 
girlfriend's bestfriend lovely, firm ass as she strode ahead of 
him. He was a fucking degenerate, he told himself. She was 
leading him to his doom and all he could think of was her 
delectable little ass. Still pulling back on her hand, hoping 
that he could think of something before they walked in on 
Hermione, his time quickly ran out. 

“Let's see," Tracey grinned lewdly when they were near his 
four poster bed with it drapes closed. 

“Are you sure you want to do this?" he finally asked her. “You 
might not want to know who it is." 



"Who was it...OH MERLIN, TRACEY, WHAT ARE..." Hermione 
screeched when she saw Tracey opening the drapes. 

"OH HERMIONE?," Tracey blubbered out, when she saw 
Hermione sat stark naked with her wet pussy gaping wide 
open, "OH MERLIN, What are you doing here?" 

"What are you doing here?" asked Hermione back. 

"I came to see why he didn't came dawn to breakfast..." 
Tracey groaned. "But what are you doing here?" 

"Well, it should be obvious to you. I'm fucking him," 
Hermione blurted out angrily. "And I find Harry irresistible." 

"Well, I never..." Tracey trailed off, stepping back away from 
the bed, "And just how long has this been going on?" 

"Only since last night, if you have to know," Hermione said, 
leaning back and proudly thrusting her big, firm breasts out 
at Tracey. "And how long have you been planning to sneak 
over here and proposition my friend? Or are you just going 
to a halloween party dressed like that?" 

"I would never have guessed," Tracey said, "Not in a million 
years. And it's none of your business how I'm dressed." 

Both witches turned and looked at Harry standing by the 
bedpost. He didn't know what to do as he stood there with 
his hands at his side, his robe open and his cock dangling 
lifelessly between his legs. He had a look of disbelief on his 
face as he watched the two witches who held his fate in thei 
hands. 

"What are you doing here dressed in those things?" 
Hermione smirked at Tracey, still trying to get her to answer. 
"You were going to seduce my bestfriend weren't you?" 



“I guess we're all guilty," Tracey finally admitted, holding 
her head in her hands. "Can we all keep this a secret from 
Daphne?" 

"We had planned on that, until you came along," Hermione 
said sarcastically. 

"Well, I'm sorry that I disturbed you," Tracey said quietly, 
slowly steping toward the door. "I will let you go back to 
whatever twisted thing that you were doing before I so 
foolishly interrupted you..." 

"You came over here to fuck Harry didn't you?" Hermione 
said, reaching over and running her fingers down Tracey's 
tight little ass. "So why don't you stay?" 

"My...Hermione...you certainly have a foul mouth," Tracey 
blushed, brushing Hermione's hand away from her scantily 
clad derriere. "Yes...l did come over here to...fuck...fuck... 
your friend as you so crudely put it...but I hadn't planned on 
sharing him with his bestfriend." 

"So," Hermione laughed tensely, moving her hand down to 
Tracey's long shapely leg and caressing it through the silky 
hose, "if you were going to seduce my friend if I hadn't been 
here, just pretend I'm not here...I'll just watch." 

"Hermione? Weren't you the one with the decent bones in 
your body?" Tracey gasped. 

"I had a very decent bone in my body until you interrupted 
us," Hermione giggled wickedly. "Didn't I Harry?" 

"Merlin, Hermione. You are a brazen little bitch aren't you?" 
Tracey said, turning to look at Harry standing near the 
bedposti with his big, limp cock dangling lifelessly between 
his legs. 



“Harry?” she mumbled, feeling foolish for being taunted the 
Hermione. 

”1 don't know,” he said shaking his head. "This has gotten so 
far out of hand, I don't really know what's what anymore.” 

"Look, I don't want Daphne hexing me... she's a nasty 
bitch... none of us can ever tell anyone about it anyway. 
Right?” Hermione leered, "So let's just get it on and let the 
pieces fall where they might.” 

"I would still feel funny, you know. Doing it with Harry while 
you watched. How kinky can you be?” Tracey blushed. 

"Just pretend I'm not here,” Hermione told her. 

"I've never even done it with...with...with another witch 
watching,” Tracey said, slowly sitting back down on the bed. 

"Would you like for Harry and I to do it and let you watch us 
first?” Hermione grinned evilly. 

"Oh, I don't know,” Tracey said, blushing brightly. "This is all 
so confusing and that sounds so...so wicked.” 

The whole situation was totally out of hand now, Harry 
thought to himself as he watched the two witches. He could 
see that Hermione was wresting all control from them. She 
was slowly taking charge of the explosive situation. 

"Harry, why don't you take your robe off and come over here 
so that Tracey can see how beautiful your big penis is,” she 
smiled benevolently. 

Butter wouldn't melt in her mouth, he thought to himself, 
blushing bright red as he slipped his robe off and let it fall to 



the floor. Then, suddenly feeling like a slave at an auction, 
he shuffled over on the left part of the bed. 

Stopping before the two witches, he stood there letting their 
eyes feast on his impressive penis. 

“See, Tracey?" Hermione giggled. "See how pretty it is?" 

Tracey didn't speak. She just stared down at Harry's 
dangling monster. 

"Feel it, Tracey. Take it in your hand and feel how heavy it 
is," Hermione leered at Tracey. "Wouldn't you like to feel it 
inside your hot, little cunt?" 

Tracey didn't move. 

Smiling maliciously, Hermione slowly reached over and took 
hold of Tracey's hand. Lifting it, she brought it over to her 
bestfriend's big, pendent prick. 

"Sit down between us, Harry," she mewed. "Tracey wants to 
make you hard again. Don't you. Trace?" 

Slowly, like a zombie, Harry sat down between them. 

"Make him hard,Tracey," Hermione smiled, pulling her 
bestfriend's face to hers and kissing him long and deep. 

Gasping for air, Harry felt Hermione's tongue probing his 
mouth as Tracey's hand lay lifelessly against his cock. 

But even without any assistance from Tracey, his cock began 
to swell and harden all on its own. 

Tracey couldn't believe this was happening. She couldn't 
believe what she was doing as she stared down at Harry's 
giant penis slowly hardening right before her eyes. 



Finally, she gave it a tentative squeeze and felt it 
immediately respond by surging and growing harder. 
Growing braver, she wrapped her hand around his growing 
manhood and gently began to stroke it. As she did, she felt 
his wicked prick swelling harder and harder. Watching it in 
awe, she was amazed to see it growing larger and larger, so 
fast. It seemed like only seconds ago it had been soft and 
limp but now it stood before her, proud and hard, ready to 
do its dirty deed. 

Looking up from the jutting monstrosity, she saw Hermione's 
and Harry's lips finally part. She could hear their heavy 
breathing, huffing and puffing like they had just run a 
hundred yard dash as they stared into each other's eyes like 
she wasn't even there. 

“Merlin, Harry, you're making me all wet and sticky inside," 
Hermione panted, looking down at her bestfriend's bloated 
cock. “And Tracey made you all big and hard again. Didn't 
you?" 

Tracey didn't know what to say, looking away from her year 
colleague's mocking leer. 

Then she found her eyes sneaking down to Hermione's 
pussy. Hermione's pussy was indeed wet and oozing a little 
stream of juice down onto the bed. 

This can't be happening, she told herself, as she felt a 
tremor of excitement shoot through her own pussy. She was 
having bizarre reaction to the situation. 

She had come over to seduce Harry, but now, now she found 
herself strangely attracted to Hermione. She had never felt 
such an attraction toward another witch before. 



Sure, she found Harry's bloated prick exciting and knew that 
it would feel wonderful inside of her, but now she had an 
almost uncontrollable urge to touch Hermione's dripping 
little gash. Touch it and kiss it. Kiss it and taste the juices 
flowing from it. What was coming over her, she asked 
herself, as she stared down at the glistening folds of soft, 
pink, dew-covered flesh? She had never felt this way toward 
any other witch. Dizzied by her newfound attraction to 
Hermione, Tracey suddenly became aware that her own 
juices had started to flow and now she was all wet and sticky 
down between her legs too. 

“I don't know if I can share Harry with you," Hermione 
gurgled. 

"Huh?" Tracey mumbled, shaken from her reverie by 
Hermione's voice. 

"I said, I don't know if I want to share Harry's cock with you," 
Hermione repeated reaching down and wrapping her hand 
around her bestfriend's big, fat cock just above Tracey's 
hand. 

"It is a beautiful cock," Tracey said, squeezing Harry's cock 
and watching a big drop of prefuck juice dribble out the tiny 
hole in the center of its big, bloated head. 

Marveling at Hermione's audacity, she watched her dip the 
tip of her finger into the glistening drop of jizm and spread 
the slippery sap over the big purple ball of hardened flesh. 

"I've changed my mind, Tracey," Hermione suddenly blurted 
out, grabbing Tracey by the hand and tugging her to the 
center of the bed. "I'm going to let Harry fuck you first." 

Tracey blushed deeply as she felt herself being forced down 
onto her back. Then after a flurry of movement, she found 



herself with her head in Hermione's lap staring up at Harry 
standing at her feet. 

Suddenly Hermione reached down and unhooked Tracey's 
bra. Spreading it apart, she took Tracey's small, conical 
breasts in her hands, squeezing and fondling them as Tracey 
stared down at Harry. He was just standing there smiling 
down at her with his raging erection pointing up at the 
ceiling. 

Still hesitant, but knowing what was about to happen, she 
unconsciously held her legs pressed tightly together. 

“Do you want to do this?" Harry asked her, letting his hand 
drop to her foot. 

She didn't say a word, but finally she nodded her head up 
and down almost imperceptibly. 

With her eyes on the bobbing monstrosity jutting up out of 
Harry's groin, she felt him take her by the ankles. 

She felt him applying outward pressure as he tried to spread 
her legs apart. She resisted for a moment, but then gave in. 

Harry felt the momentary resistance suddenly dissolve as he 
forced her long, shapely legs wider and wider apart. As her 
legs opened, Harry saw her fleshy pit slowly peek out from 
its red nest. Smiling, he could see that her readiness was 
already oozing out of the fleshy gash. 

This wasn't the way that Tracey had planned it, but it was 
just as good, maybe better, she thought as she watched 
Harry crawl onto the bed. 

Legs wide apart, totally exposed and vulnerable, Tracey 
watched on with a touch of apprehension as Harry crawled 



up between her legs. Then suddenly, he was standing over 
her on his hands and knees, his inflamed cock waving above 
her waiting womanhood. 

This was something she had dreamed of ever since Daphne 
hooked up with him, she thought, as she watched him ease 
his hips down and let his big cock nestle down between the 
soft, fleshy lips of her sopping slit. Well, she hadn't dreamed 
it would happen exactly this way, but this was even more 
exciting. 

Moving his hips forward, Harry pushed his cock at her 
probing for the opening to her secret place. Missing it on the 
first try, he backed away and tried again, but still didn't find 
the waiting gash of slippery flesh. Then, as he drew back for 
the third try, he felt Tracey's soft, hot fingers take hold of his 
throbbing cock and guide it down into the seething heat of 
her vagina. 

As he felt the hot wetness of her cunt envelop his cockhead, 
he grunted and thrust the rest of his big, hard cock into 
Tracey's steaming socket. 

“Ohhhh, myyyy," Tracey moaned, as she felt his penis slice 
down into the aching core of her slippery slit. “Your cock is 
so big." 

With his hands resting by Tracey's shoulders, Harry was 
staring directly into Hermione's big, round tits. Leaning 
forward just a bit, he was able to suck a big, bulging nipple 
into his mouth. 

Still sucking on Hermione's soft, succulent breast, Harry 
began to fuck Tracey with long, lazy strokes driving his cock 
down into her hot cunt all the way to its hilt every time. 



Feeling her bestfriend's hot, wet mouth pulling and tugging 
on her sensitive nipple, Hermione thrust her breast into his 
face while she roughly squeezed Tracey's ripe little pears. 
Delighting in the feel of the soft, squishy breast flesh in her 
hands, she boldly tweaked Tracey's puffy, fat nipples with 
her fingers. 

Looking up at the wicked scene being played out above her, 
Tracey reveled in the feel of Harry's giant cock sliding in and 
out of her slavering cunt. 

Pulling and pinching Hermione's turgid nipple between his 
lips, Harry kept rocking his hips back and forth, sending his 
thick, hard prick sliding in and out of Tracey's deep wet 
gash. 

As Harry deliberately fucked her, Tracey felt her head begin 
to slowly sliding down between Hermione's hard, firm thighs. 

As Hermione slowly spread her thighs apart, she smiled 
down at Tracey with a wicked leer on her lips. As Tracey's 
head touched the bed, Hermione raised her hips up until her 
furry little mound was hovering just above Tracey's mouth. 

Reaching up, Tracey guided the glistening wetness of niece's 
lovely pink furrow down to her mouth. Arching her neck, she 
hungrily attacked the soft, slippery gash with her mouth and 
tongue. 

Probing the wet softness, Tracey heard Hermione gasp and 
felt her jump as her tongue found Hermione's protruding 
little marbled clitoris. 

“OH, Tracey, that feels so good," Hermione mumbled, 
reveling in the feel of Tracey's rough tongue flicking back 
and forth across her tingling clitoris. 



Reveling in the wicked new novelty, Tracey moved away 
from Hermione's bulging clitoris and sucked as much of 
Hermione's soft, fleshy vaginal lips into her mouth as she 
could. Sucking and nibbling on the succulent, bloated lips, 
she ran her tongue up and down the dripping furrow of 
Hermione's cunt searching for the opening to her hidden 
secrecy. Finally she felt her tongue ease down into the hot, 
wet hole. Forcing her tongue up into the hot wetness of 
Hermione's ripe little slit, she tongue-fucked Hermione 
causing her to cry out with pleasure once again. 

Tonguing Hermione, Tracey moved her hands up to her big, 
pendant breasts where she found Harry's mouth still glued 
to one of the big, pink mountains. Taking the other one in 
both of her hands, she began to squeeze and mash it 
roughly, letting her fingers twist and twirl the hard rubbery 
nipple. 

With her hands busy with Hermione's breast and her mouth 
busily working on the girl's pussy, Tracey realized she was 
staring up at Hermione's tight little anus. Dragging her 
juice-drenched tongue out of Hermione's tight little cunt, 
she found the hard, bulging roundness of her clitoris with 
her tongue. As she teased Hermione's clitoris, Tracey 
watched the tense little prune clench and tighten every time 
she flicked her tongue across Hermione's clitoris. 

“Merlin, Trace," Hermione groaned, “I'm going to come in 
your mouth if you keep that up." 

While Tracey eagerly lapped at Hermione's pouting clit, 

Harry shifted his ass into a higher gear drilling Tracey's 
hungry pussy faster and faster. 


Being battered by Harry's massive cock, Tracey drove 
Hermione toward a climax with her tongue. But even as she 



urged Hermione toward the finish line, Tracey felt the 
tingling onset of her own orgasm. Then, as she slipped closer 
and closer to the dark, pleasure-filled abyss, she felt Harry's 
giant cock balloon out. 

Tracey could feel Harry thrusting deeper and deeper into her 
pulpy cunt as she frantically squeezed and mashed 
Hermione's big mammaries. Her tongue viciously slashed 
back and forth across Hermione's throbbing clitoris, trying to 
bring Hermione to the point of no return. 

Suddenly, Tracey heard Hermione gasp as sheshoved her 
pussy down on Tracey's hungry mouth. Tracey listened to 
Hermione jabbering mindless gibberish as the girl's gushing 
pussy bounced and flitted all over her face, cloaking it with 
the juices flowing from her climaxing pussy. 

Then, as if triggered by Hermione's noisy outburst, Harry's 
big cock bulged out and began to spew its hot sap deep into 
Tracey's gulping cunt. 

Tracey felt like a geyser had erupted inside her as Harry's 
penis filled her pussy with his hot cream. 

Then, deep inside of her own pussy, she felt the sparks erupt 
into a full-blown conflagration of pleasure. As she orgasmed 
around the huge, exploding cock buried deep inside her, she 
could hear Harry grunting and groaning out his own 
gratification. 

Tracey gloated in the pure animalistic satisfaction that was 
coursing through her body as she thrust herself back at him. 

All three bodies met and were welded together by the 
searing heat pouring from where they touched. The wicked 
sounds of their incestuous debacle echoed off the walls of 
the bedroom as their mouths spewed out lewd obscenities. 



The cacophony of sounds grew fainter and fainter as they 
writhed through the pleasurable anguish until one by one, 
they collapsed. 

They all lay motionless for several minutes as they caught 
their breath. 

“Wasn't it great?" Hermione finally asked Tracey as she lifted 
her head and rested it on her hand. "Doesn't Harry have a 
wonderful cock?" 

"Yes, he does," Tracey smiled back at her as Harry's rapidly 
shrinking penis was slithering out of her cum-drenched cunt. 

"If you two don't wear it out," Harry grunted, backing away 
from Tracey. 

Then as his cock slipped out of Tracey, a gush of cum came 
pouring out after it. 

"I don't think you can wear a cock out," Hermione giggled. 
"Do you, Tracey?" 

"I don't think so. Especially one as big as this one," Tracey 
mewed, scooting down toward the object of their 
conversation. 

Lifting the thick, bloated cock in her hand, she smiled and 
ran her tongue around her lips. 

"It looks good enough to eat. Don't you think, Hermione?" 

"Yes, I do," Hermione said, slowly moving down by Tracey. 
"It's fun to tease it and make it come in your mouth, too." 

"I'm sure it is," Tracey grinned, flicking her tongue out and 
running it down Harry's cum-cloaked cock. 



“Would you like Harry to cum in your mouth?” 


“If he has any left,” Tracey smiled, kissing Harry's bloated, 
purple cockhead, “after that last explosion.” 

“Oh, he can always make more,” Hermione gurgled. “Can't 
you, Harry?” 

“I don't know,” he groaned, “but I'll try. Just for the two of 
you. But take it easy on him for a little bit. He's still a little 
touchy.” 

The witches began exploring his flaccid prick with soft, 
gentle touches. 

Basking in the witches's attention, he smiled to himself, 
turning from one side to the other to admire the two fleshy 
cunts that were only inches from his face. 

Soon, he felt his cock begin to stir as the witches lovingly 
coaxed life back into it. 

Not content to remain idle, Harry reached over to Hermione 
and gently rolled her over onto her side with her stomach 
facing him. Taking one long, lovely leg, he lifted it enough to 
slide his face down between her legs. Now her beautiful little 
cunt was brushing up against his lips. Easing his tongue out, 
he began to worry and tease her clit. As he toyed with the 
slippery, little knob, he could feel the hot wetness of their 
mouths on his growing manhood. Reveling in the feel of 
their sucking mouths and tickling tongues, he could feel 
them licking and lapping on his cock from his balls to its big 
throbbing head. 

As he teased Hermione's spit-polished clitoris with his 
tongue, he could feel her gently hunching her pussy into his 



face. He could feel her excitement growing as his penis 
ripened and grew under their loving care. 

Unbelievably, he was beginning to distinguish the subtle 
differences of each witch's mouth as they lapped and 
sucked on his cock. Just as he was consuming her lovely 
pussy, Hermione was sucking on him, sliding her mouth up 
and down his big, thick cock in time with his lapping tongue. 

Wishing that he could keep it up and bring her to another 
orgasm, he didn't want Tracey to feel left out either. 
Reluctantly, he finally eased his head out from between 
Hermione's legs and turned to face Tracey's soft, rounded, 
hair-covered mons. 

Reaching down between Tracey's long, shapely legs, he 
quickly spread them and slid his face between them. Staring 
down at the fleshy slit, he saw that his semen was still 
oozing out of the meaty gash. Flicking out his tongue, he 
probed the soft, mushy lips until he found the round 
hardness of her clit. 

Roughly attacking the slippery marble, he felt Tracey wrest 
control of his swollen penis away from Hermione. Now as he 
tongued Tracey's ripe, bulging clitoris, she attacked his cock 
with a vengeance. 

Thrusting herself into Harry's hungry mouth, Tracey sucked 
his cock into her mouth. Gnawing and sucking on the 
column of stiff, hard cock, she felt herself being whisked 
along toward the inevitable. 

As he assaulted Tracey's wiggley clit, he could feel 
Hermione's hot, wet snatch pattering against the back of his 
head. Wanting to please them both, he began to turn back 
and forth alternately attacking the hunching pussies. As he 



worked on one clit, the other pussy continued to hunch 
against him. 

Now both witches were hunching themselves up against him 
as he alternately assaulted one clit and then the other. 
Flicking and licking the lovely little buttons, he could feel 
the witches change on his cock every time he changed clits. 
But now it was the one who wasn't being eaten who was 
sucking on him, leaving the other one to totally concentrate 
on the pleasure pouring up from their pussies. The lurching 
hips of the witches were moving faster and faster as he 
alternated between them. 

As he continued to work back and forth, the witches's 
mouths grew more and more insistent on his fully-hardened 
cock. Strangely, he found himself rapidly conceding to the 
intermittent sucking pressure on his cock. He had come only 
minutes before, but the wickedness of what they were doing 
was bringing his cum to a boil. 

Feeling that Tracey was the nearest to finishing, he 
concentrated on her, savagely attacking her clit and 
ravaging the little ball of nerves mercilessly. He could feel 
the little ball quiver and jerk with excitement as she 
humped her way toward orgasm. 

Tracey couldn't believe it. It was coming on her so fast. Then, 
abruptly she was there. As the ball of pure pleasure 
exploded inside her hot, throbbing cunt, she slapped her 
legs together, trapping Harry's head between them, as she 
roughly ground her pubis into his face. She felt like someone 
had shoved an electric wire up her pussy as the jolts of pure 
pleasure shot up her spine and erupted in her brain. She 
reveled in the exquisite, but short-lived joy that was over 
within seconds. 



Gasping for breath, Tracey realized that she still held Harry's 
face trapped between her legs. Groaning, she lifted one leg 
and freed Harry, who immediately turned and attacked 
Hermione's waiting womanhood. 

Quickly fastening his lips down around Hermione's tiny 
clitoris, he began to tease and torment it. 

Thrilled by watching her bestfriend bring Tracey to a climax, 
it took only seconds of her bestfriend's attention to bring her 
to fulfillment. 

Then, just as had been with Tracey, Harry found himself 
trapped between Hermione's legs. He could feel the 
contractions of her orgasm spasming through her body as he 
kept his mouth locked around her womanhood. Teasing and 
tickling Hermione's little joy-button, he let her grovel 
through her orgasmic convulsion. 

Basking in the fuzzy afterglow of her orgasm, Tracey 
groggily watched Hermione disintegrate into a pile of 
quivering flesh as her bestfriend consumed her pussy. 

Poor Harry, she thought. He took care of us, and he's still 
hard and ready. We've been so carried away by our own 
pleasure, we've forgotten all about him. 

Seeking to remedy that situation, she quickly leaned over 
and sucked him into her mouth. Sucking as hard as she 
could, she scraped her tongue around the giant cockhead 
again and again until she felt his cock bulging out, 
threatening to explode any second. Sensing that he 
wouldn't last much longer, Tracey pushed her mouth down 
on him as hard as she could, forcing his big cockhead up 
against the opening of her throat and then popping up into 
her throat. 



Fighting back a gag and finding the giant cock blocking all 
air from her lung, she held him buried in her throat. Quickly, 
she began to swallow, letting throat muscles jack him off as 
she waited for the imminent explosion of thick, creamy 
semen into her throat. 

At last, a growl escaped Harry's mouth as she felt a torrent of 
creamy cum rip up out of his cock and gush out into her 
throat. She could hear Harry whimpering out his pleasure as 
his cock bucked over and over again, sending gusher after 
gusher of thick, hot semen into her throat. 

Fighting against the urge to breathe, she thought he would 
never stop shooting off. Finally, with one final quiver, his 
cock stopped spitting out its toxic load and she quickly 
jerked her head up. Gasping for breath, she let his shrinking 
cock pop out of her throat and mouth. She quickly drew in 
several deep breaths of wonderful air into her air-starved 
lungs. This need satisfied, she gently nibbled and toyed with 
his cockhead, lovingly sucking every last drop of his cum out 
of it before she stopped. 

"You witches are going to kill me," Harry finally gasped, 
when he could talk again. "I need to take a nap." 

"I think he deserves a break after that," Tracey grinned. 
"Don't you?" 

"I think so," Hermione yawned. "I could use one, too." 

Both witches snuggled up against him and within moments 
all of them were asleep... 


Chapter 3 - Coming Back (Harry/Daphne) 




She slipped her fingertips inside the elastic waistband of 
Harry's shorts and began peeling them slowly down. First his 
cock-hair was exposed, then the base of Harry's beautiful 
cockshaft. Pulling the shorts lower still, Daphne purred softly 
as his huge cock was finally set free. 

“Amazing! You're absolutely amazing!" Daphne cooed 
sultrily. His cock was standing almost straight out from 
Harry's slender body. As Daphne spoke, her warm breath was 
a caress against his taut, large prick-tip. “Your cock excites 
me. Just looking at it makes me horny!" 

With trembling hands. Daphne wrapped her fingers around 
the meaty shaft of her boyfriend's cock. She felt his hard 
cock-meat jerk slightly when she touched it. Moving to the 
side, she looked at his balls and was shocked at how far 
below his crotch his balls hung in their hairy sack. 

Daphne twisted her hand around the shaft of his cock at the 
same time she began moving her tiny fist back and forth 
over it. She squeezed tightly on his cock, testing its 
hardness. 

Sighing softly, she leaned closer to Harry's prick. She 
wanted to kiss the massive, mushroom-shaped head of his 
cock, to lick it and suck it deep into her mouth, maybe even 
take Harry's delicious cock as deep into her throat as she 
was able. Very carefully Daphne pushed one of Harry's balls 
between her lips. She swirled her tongue around his ball, 
licking it, basting it in warm saliva. 

He gasped loudly when he felt his girlfriend suck his ball 
into the hot, moist recesses of her mouth. Her lips tightened 
around his ball sac her tongue curled around his ball. The 
sensation was exhilarating, shocking, making the wizard's 
entire body twitch and quiver with building sexual tension. 



“Mm mm mm!” Daphne moaned, nibbling tenderly on her 
boyfriend's balls, sucking one cum-churning ball into her 
mouth, then the other. 

Mouthing Harry's balls was really getting to Daphne. Her 
cunt was seething with pussy-juice, getting hotter and more 
tingly with each passing second. As she sucked passionately 
on Harry's balls, her right hand moved slowly to and fro over 
the bone-hard length of his enormously long cock. 

"That's it! Ohhhhh! Nobody's ever sucked my balls like 
that!” Harry managed to say through gritted teeth, urging 
his beautiful girlfriend on as she tantalized his cock and 
balls. 

Opening her mouth as wide as possible. Daphne very 
carefully tucked both of her boyfriend's balls between her 
lips. She tightened her lips and groaned with pleasure, 
feeling the heat of her boyfriend's hard cock against her 
bulging cheek. 

"Ohhhhh! Yessss! That's it! That's it!” Harry managed to 
hiss. 

Daphne's right hand rolled back and forth over his cock. She 
held her boyfriend's prick-tip in her palm, squeezing it 
softly, pleased with the way the bulbous tip of his cock 
throbbed in her hand. She ran the flat part of her thumb 
over the slitted end of his cock-head and felt a sticky drop of 
pre-cum ooze out. 

"Mmmmmmm!” she cooed lovingly, smoothing the pre-cum 
around the head of Harry's fiery prick. 

Daphne's jaws began to ache from being forced to remain 
open so wide for so long, but she wasn't going to free her 
boyfriend's balls. Not yet, anyway. Not until she could feel 



them jerking about between her lips as his spurting jets of 
cum detonated from them. 

Gritting his teeth, Harry looked down. The beautiful, erotic 
sight that waited for him was breathtaking. His girlfriend, 
with all that gorgeous blonde hair, had her face turned 
sideways, pressed against his crotch. Her shimmering eyes 
were glazed with lust. Daphne's right hand moved slowly 
back and forth over his cock as her tongue slithered around 
his hairy, large balls. 

“This is such a turn-on," Harry said softly, his eyes squinting 
as he struggled to hold the cum in his balls. 

Daphne moaned as she sucked on her boyfriend's balls. Her 
right hand continued to move back and forth over his 
enormous prick. As she stroked Harry's cock. Daphne could 
feel the hot throbs coming from it get stronger, more 
powerful. She knew he couldn't take much more of the 
pleasure she was providing without blowing his wad of cum 
out in a torrent. 

Harry worked his hips to and fro. He was losing control of 
himself, losing the grip he held over his emotion. His 
girlfriend's hot, wet mouth and pistoning hand were quickly 
driving him wild. 

“Ohhhh! Oh, noooo!" Harry hissed, the sound ripping from 
his constricted throat. 

Daphne could smell Harry's body as she jerked his cock and 
wantonly mouthed his balls. Her face was pressed between 
his legs and his cock was hot and hard against her cheek 
when he started cumming. His thick, white, salty jets of cum 
raced through his cock and gushed into the air. 



“Awwwwww!” Harry growled as his burning spurts of cum 
splattered against the far wall of the bath, behind Daphne. 

“Mmmmmm!” Daphne purred, sucking a little more lightly 
on Harry's balls as she felt them jumping around inside her 
mouth. 

Daphne ran her hand toward the head of her boyfriend's 
cock. She squeezed his prick-tip lightly in her fist and felt 
several rich, gooey blasts of cum gush against her fingers. 
White, sticky cum trickled between her fingers and down her 
palm and wrist as she gently nibbled on the wizard's balls 
and jerked his cock until his balls were completely dry. 

Not until she was certain that Harry had completely spent 
himself did Daphne allow his balls to slip out of her mouth. 
She sighed contentedly and looked at the cum sticking to 
her fingers and running in rivers down her wrist. 

"My, my, my," Daphne chuckled, finding it embarrassing to 
look at her boyfriend. "You certainly did have a cum-load, 
didn't you?" 

There were several blasts of cum on the tiled toilet wall 
behind Daphne. She giggled when she saw them. 

Daphne turned slowly and her jaw dropped open when she 
saw that Harry's cock was just as big and hard as it ever had 
been. It was standing out strong and hard, pointing toward 
Daphne, making her feel all queasy inside. 

A soft purr came from Daphne's throat as she realized with a 
mixture of happiness and displeasure that she was a long 
way from being finished with her boyfriend's lust. 


"You're not... not finished yet?" Daphne asked, her eyes 
dancing up and down from her boyfriend's elongated prick 



to his face, then back down to his rigid cock. “Harry, you're 
absolutely amazing!" 

Chuckling softly, Harry walked slowly toward his girlfriend, 
his cock leading the way. He reached out and very lightly 
placed his hands on Daphne's slender, naked shoulders. He 
looked into her green eyes. They stood motionless for a 
minute, then his hands traveled down her body until he 
cupped her sweet, young, firm tits. His fingers toyed with 
her excited tit-flesh, playing with her nipples. 

“Ohhhhh!" Daphne moaned, closing her eyes as she felt a 
new warmth started in her nipples, moving through her body 
to make her tingle all over. “That feels so nice when you 
touch me that way!" 

His hands continued to roam over Daphne's tits. She 
shivered softly, making no move to push her boyfriend's 
hands from her naked body. When Harry slipped a hand 
down from her tit, his fingertips following the line of her ribs. 
Daphne unconsciously spread her legs just a couple inches 
wider apart. At the first touch of Harry's fingers to the moist 
lips of Daphne's tight pussy, she flinched as though she had 
been jolted. She didn't want her boyfriend to stop not in a 
million years. That was the last thing in the world she 
wanted. She could not deny to herself, nor to Harry, that she 
needed to get fucked. Even more than that, she wanted to 
feel her boyfriend's cock fucking deep into her body, 
spreading her cunt-lips wide apart, driving into her hot, juicy 
pussy until she was satisfied. 

“Fuck me, Harry! Damn you, fuck me now!" The words came 
out of Daphne's mouth in a rush. She hadn't even thought 
she'd spoken the words - merely thought them - until Harry 
pushed her so that her back was against the toilet stool 
enclosure door. With strong hands, he pushed her thighs 



apart and leaned closer to Daphne. As the young man thrust 
his middle finger into Daphne's tight cunt, the throbbing 
head of his cock pressed against her stomach. 

“Oh, yessss!" Daphne gasped. 

She curled her fingers once again around the broad shaft of 
Harry's prick. His finger driving into her cunt made her 
pussy-juice flow more freely to her cunt-lips. Daphne 
shivered, spreading her feet wider apart, making her pussy 
ready and available for Harry, no matter how he wanted to 
fuck her. 

“Harry, you turn me on so much! Damn you. I'm helpless?" 
Daphne gasped breathlessly, pumping on her boyfriend's 
rigid prick as he finger-fucked her. 

Daphne sighed when Harry's chest pressed against her 
chest. Kissing his chest briefly. Daphne flicked her tongue 
out, loving the taste of his skin. Harry's cock-head, rubbing 
against her stomach, felt like it was superheated, burning 
her flesh, blinding her to everything but the need to feel 
that same pole of cock-meat fucking her cunt. 

“Fuck me now!" Daphne whispered, wrapping her left arm 
around Harry's neck. She leaned into him, pressing her 
delicate, tingling tits against his body, shivering as his rigid, 
manly cock bucked and pulsed demandingly in her fist. “I 
want to feel your cock inside me!" 

Their lips fucked together. Daphne parted her lips invitingly 
and Harry's tongue pushed into her mouth. Their tongues 
darted together and apart. The heat and moisture in 
Daphne's cunt pushed her on. Each time Harry rubbed her 
clit, more fuck-juice oozed to her cunt-lips. 



Pushing himself back a little, Harry had to bend his knees to 
get down low enough, and at the right angle, to fuck his 
fiery cock into his girlfriend's blonde-fringed pussy. Daphne, 
leaning back with her shoulders against the bathroom door, 
sighed softly, raising one knee, sliding her thigh against 
Harry's hip as he brought the inflamed head of his huge 
prick to the opening of her pussy. 

“Shove it in me!" Daphne said, shocked at her own lewd 
language. “Ram your cock in in..." 

The words were silenced when his cock-head forced 
Daphne's cunt-lips to spread apart. The long, rigid, 
unyielding pole of Harry's cock lanced into Daphne's cunt, 
filling her tingling pussy, gliding against her red-hot, erect 
clit. 

“Ohhhhh! You're so hot inside!" Harry said, fucking almost 
all of his prick into Daphne's pussy on the first lunge. He felt 
his girlfriend's cuntlips tighten around the shaft of his prick 
and paused, not wanting to hurt her, knowing from 
experience that some girls found it difficult to take the full 
length of his oversized, pulsating cock into their pussies. 

Daphne balanced precariously on one foot. To feel her own 
boyfriend's cock spreading her tingling cunt-lips far apart, 
moving to and fro in her pussy, was more exhilarating that 
anything she had anticipated. She laced her fingers 
together at the back of Harry's neck, waiting for the fuck- 
thrusts that she knew would drive her to the heights of 
ecstasy. To cum around her own boyfriend's cock seemed so 
utterly erotic! 

Harry pulled back, withdrawing his cock from Daphne's cunt, 
taking his prick from her until even the rubbery rim of his 
cock-head slipped out from between her cuntlips. He spread 



his feet a little wider apart, then fucked his girlfriend's pussy 
once again. This time, as Harry fucked his rigid, red-hot cock 
into her, he didn't stop until her cunt-lips were tightly 
encircling the very root of his prick. 

“Awwwww!" Daphne gasped. She felt her hipbones pound 
against the hard wooden door, but the pain of that was 
nothing compared to the thrill she felt at taking the entire 
length of her boyfriend's prick into her pussy. 

Daphne kicked Harry's naked ass with the heel of her foot, 
urging him to sink his cock even deeper into her pussy even 
though she knew that he had already given her all the cock 
he had to give. This has been the longest cock she had 
fucked. Harry's cock was filling her up, bucking and 
pulsating inside her pussy, making her feel like her insides 
were melting from the heat of her excitement. 

The lusty blonde pulled her boyfriend's face down to her 
own. She pressed her lips demandingly against his and 
thrust her tongue into his mouth. The taste of Harry's mouth 
was a turn-on for Daphne, as was the feel of his tongue 
slithering against her own. 

Harry sucked his girlfriend's tongue deep into his mouth as 
he filled her sweet pussy with his prick. His hands explored 
her ass, and for a moment he wondered what it would be like 
to sink his cock up her ass. It was magnificent to ram his 
huge cock up Daphne's tight cunt, and Harry was certain 
that fucking her ass would be even tighter and more erotic. 

Daphne felt her orgasm approaching with all the force of a 
tidal wave. She kicked her boyfriend's pumping ass with the 
heel of her one raised foot, urging him to sink his cock into 
her pussy harder. Each time he fucked her seething cunt 
with his prick, the thick, smooth upper surface of his cock 



rubbed against Daphne's clit, spreading the flames of her 
passion, pushing her relentlessly closer to the climax she 
had waited so long for. 

“Kissssss! Kiss me!" Daphne hissed. 

She pulled Harry's face down to her own as he fucked his 
prick boldly into her pussy. Harry's cock-head fucked deep 
into Daphne's slender body, filling her cunt more than it 
ever had before. Shivering with lust. Daphne pressed her 
lips hungrily against her boyfriend's. She crammed her 
tongue into his mouth, wantonly French kissing. 

And that's exactly the way it worked for Daphne. She had 
Harry's tongue swirling around in her mouth, her lips 
pressing furiously against his, as her slick, clear girl-cum 
began streaming out of her overheated pussy. Daphne made 
high-pitched, squealing sounds as her cum trickled out 
between her cunt-lips and Harry's powerful, driving cock. 

Daphne's cuntlips squeezed tightly around the shaft of her 
boyfriend's driving cock as pussy-juice moistened his 
swinging, cum-filled balls. 

Harry fucked his cock hard and fast into Daphne's pussy, 
slamming her hard against the door, driving his cock into 
her with relentless fury. He could feel her cunt squeezing his 
cock as she came, and the added stimulation was more than 
he could take. 

Fucking Daphne one last time, Harry's balls exploded and he 
squirted a thick, salty stream of cum deep up her cunt. 

"Uhl Uhl Uhl" Harry grunted, pistoning his lean hips to allow 
Daphne's cunt-lips to work erotically against the shaft of his 
prick. He fucked his cock into her pussy and punctuated 
each fuck thrust with a spewing jet of cum. 



Daphne held tightly onto her boyfriend, her arms around his 
neck as he fucked her hard and fast. She could barely 
breathe as he continued to pound her against the door. The 
ecstasy and pleasure that she felt at being fucked by her 
own boyfriend was overpowering all other emotions and 
sensations. 

When the last of his cum had been squirted into Daphne's 
cunt, Harry sighed and leaned against his girlfriend, keeping 
her back against the door. She slipped her foot down from 
his waist, placing both feet on the floor now. Harry tenderly 
kissed her lips, his tongue slithering inside her mouth. 

Finaly, after a long intense kiss, the broke appart. His cock 
slipped out of her pussy. 

"Oh, Harry, I can't believe that we've just done it here," 
Daphne said, wrapping her arms around her boyfriend's 
slender waist. The sensation of having her own nipples 
rubbing against his warm body was exhilarating. There were 
thousands of little tingles exploding all over Daphne's skin 
from the orgasm that had just ripped through her body. "But 
you've got to leave now. This instant, Harry. You know that 
boys can't be in girls bathroom." 

"Yeah, yeah... meet you at the Ball!" he just grinned, put his 
invisibility cloak back on and slipped out of the girls 
bathroom from the second floor where he cornered her after 
she just arrived back to Hogwarts from her X-mas break. 

When Harry left. Daphne slipped back on the toilet stool, 
trembling like a leaf. That sure was an intense welcome back 
fuck. He had fucked her so good, and she had loved every 
minute of it. 

It was maybe half an hour later by the time Daphne got out 
of the bathroom to head toward the Great Hall for something 



to eat. She arranged her disaraied clothes, cleaned her self, 
applied a couple of scorgifies where was needed and left the 
bathroom still with a pussy full of Harry's cream. He sure 
came alot, because it was still running down her thighs like 
a river under her long black cloak. 

Looking out into the Great Hall, she saw her best male friend 
since they were in wizarding kindergarden, Blaise. She knew 
very well that he was a rather good-looking wizard. She has 
sure noticed Blaise looking at her with interest for some time 
now. Though he had tried to hide it. Daphne was fairly 
certain that Blaise had the hots for her. Pity, but she had a 
boyfriend now. 

“Hmmmmmmm," the girl murmured, watching him as he put 
some toast on his plate at slytherin table. She didn't see 
Tracey though. Where was she? She decided she should ask 
Blaise about her. Tracey was Daphne's best friend and 
roommate. Some 

Daphne suspected that Tracey was a little on the frigid side. 
Tracey said she enjoyed making out with boys and letting 
them feel her tits, but something inside her just refused to 
let them touch her pussy. She had flatly refused one of her 
ex boyfriends when he tried to put her hand between his 
legs. The thought of touching a cock, Tracey had said on 
that quiet evening she was alone with Daphne, was not one 
she found sexy or exciting at all. 

Daphne turned toward slytherin table. Her mind was 
spinning as she pondered the fate of her best friend and her 
boyfriends. It didn't make sense to Daphne that Tracey 
should deny herself all that pleasure. And knowing how a 
horny lover her Harry was. Daphne was certain that any boy 
that was datting Tracey was going out of his mind with 
frustration. 



“I wonder what I can do to get Tracey to loosen up some,” 
Daphne muttered to her self as she stepped more close to 
slytherin table. 'There's got to be something I can do for 
her...” she said, giggling softly as the memory of taking her 
boyfriend's incredibly long cock into her pussy came back to 
her. 

Blaise watched Daphne walking toward him. The tingling in 
his balls told him he was getting turned on by her, just as he 
did every time she was around him. Sometimes Blaise was 
so tempted to sneak into Daphne and Tracey's bedroom in 
the dead of night, spread Daphne's slender thighs as she 
slept, and fuck his cock hard and fast into her cunt. 

"Hey Blaise,” Daphne said, smiling brightly as she stepped 
up to Blaise. 

"Hey, Daph,” Blaise replied, trying not to notice how lovely 
his bestfriend was. "How are you?” 

"just fine.” Daphne put her hands on her hips and flashed 
Blaise a dazzling, toothy smile. She knew the impact she 
was having on him. "And your? How do you feel on this 
wonderfull sunny winter day?” 

Is she teasing me? Blaise wondered. He tried to keep his 
eyes from straying down to Daphne's tits, but failed. The 
nipples that capped Daphne's tits were making dents in the 
sheer fabric of her blouse, and Blaise felt his cock give a 
little jump when he noticed she wasn't wearing a bra. There 
was nothing unusual in that, though. Daphne, Blaise had 
noticed, very rarely wore a bra. 

Daphne waited for Blaise to say something. She could feel 
the heat of his gaze on her tits and it excited her. Her 
nipples tingled with anticipation. The whole notion of 
fucking her own boyfriend, and then fucking her male best 



friend, all on the same day seemed utterly and terribly, 
blissfully, tantalizingly erotic. 

“Well, I've come to recharge my batteries after that long 
train ride..." Daphne said. 

“On the Potter express?" Blaise grinned. 

“What? How do you know?" she asked surprised. 

“Your dreamy, your nipples are hard, and you went to the 
bathroom an hour ago. Oh, yeah... and Potter was not here 
asking for you." 

“You don't miss much... do you?" she grinned back. 

“What can I say..." 

“So... where is Trace?" she asked, trying to change the 
subject from her love life. 

As Daphne walked toward slytherin house dorm, she could 
again feel the burning heat of Blaise's stare as he devoured 
her ass with his eyes. She wished she had the courage to 
come right out and ask Blaise if he wanted to fuck her, but 
she didn't have that kind of courage. Not with him. He knew 
him for years and she didn't want to lose him as friend if 
things go bad. And she still had a boyfriend. Nevertheless, 
as Daphne walked slowly toward the house, taking her time 
so Blaise could at least have a good, long look at her body, 
she was already plotting ways of seducing him. 

Daphne found Tracey in their room. Tracey was on her back 
on the bed, her eyes closed, taking an afternoon nap. 
Daphne smiled. She'd never known anyone who could sleep 
as much as Tracey. 



standing at the side of the bed, Daphne looked at her friend. 
Tracey's rather oval-shaped face was cute, passive, innocent. 
Daphne wondered what it would be like to touch her lips to 
Tracey's, to taste her friend's mouth and caress her silken 
flesh. The thoughts that filtered through Daphne's mind 
made her cunt and clit tingle a little, and she could feel 
pussy-juice moistening the lips of her cunt. 

She put her cloak on her bed and changed her attire into 
something more simple. Then moved back into the common 
room. 

When Blaise noticed Daphne coming down from her room, a 
flutter of excitement zipped up his spine. Blaise wanted her 
and Daphne knew it... and that made her want him. She 
smiled at Blaise, her supple, sensual lips red with lip gloss, 
her eyelashes darkened by mascara, her eyes highlighted 
with pale green shadow that enhanced the beauty of her 
jade eyes. 

For the longest time the two of them stood facing each 
other, looking at each other, knowing how horny they both 
were yet unwilling or unable to do anything about their 
feelings. Then, at last, it was Daphne who broke the walls 
between them. She allowed the tip of her tongue to play 
very slowly, very erotically around her mouth. She licked her 
lips, making them glisten and shine. 

Hot damn! Blaise thought, his eyes wide with shock as he 
watched the teen witch's lewd, enticing conduct. She wants 
to suck me! The little tramp wants to give me a blow-job! 

The thought that Daphne might just be a little teaser, a 
teenager who tantalizes men then doesn't follow through 
with her hints, came to Blaise. He hoped like hell Daphne 
wasn't a cock-teaser. 



Taking slow, deliberate steps, Blaise walked to where 
Daphne stood. He glanced into the room and saw that other 
slytherins were around, but they were talking to each other 
or reading a book or whatever. 

“Not in the house," Blaise whispered, his eyes burning into 
Daphne's. “I don't want someone to catch us." 

“Then where?" Daphne asked. The sound of her own voice 
was shocking to her. 

To know she was actually seducing her male best friend was 
frightening. “What are we going to do?" 

Blaise gave Daphne a wolf's grin. “In the third room from 
Mcgonagall's classroom in fifthteen minutes..." 

“In here!" Blaise hissed, taking Daphne's hand and pulling 
her into the shadows of the classroom with him. 

Daphne gasped when Blaise jerked her against his body. His 
arms wound around her, crushing her to him. Her tits 
flattened against his body and hot, tingling sensations came 
from her nipples. 

He kissed her brutally, bruisingly, forcing his tongue 
between her lips. Daphne melted in Blaise's arms. When his 
hands moved from the small of her back down to her ass, 
she moaned. He pulled her hips toward himself, forcing 
Daphne's pussy to press against his thigh, sending the 
inferno of lust burning out of control in Daphne's passion- 
hungry body. 

“Get down, damn you!" Blaise hissed through clenched 
teeth, his eyes burning into Daphne's. 



He pushed on and through the satiny hair at the nape of 
Daphne's neck and bunched the tresses in his fist. He jerked 
on the hair, snapping Daphne's head back, forcing her 
mouth to open. “Get down on your knees and you'd damn 
well better give me the best blow-job of my life or you're in 
big trouble, witch!" 

The shocking behavior turned Daphne on. She played the 
situation like an actress, moaning softly, pretending that he 
was hurting her more than he really was. He forced her to 
her knees and Daphne pretended to be struggling against 
him, though the truth was Daphne could hardly wait to take 
her best friend cock deep into her hot, juicy mouth. 

“Please don't be so mean," Daphne whispered, purring as 
she felt the cool floor against her bare knees. 

The bulge in the front of Blaise's pants was thick, manly, 
exciting to look at Blaise kept his fingers twisted into 
Daphne's hair and she enjoyed the pleasure pain that it 
caused. 

“Take my cock out," Blaise said, his voice a low growl that 
said he wouldn't allow Daphne to deny him anything. 

“Yes, sir," Daphne replied obediently. 

She unbuckled his belt, then unsnapped his pants and 
pulled his zipper out. With a trembling hand she reached 
inside his underwear and curled her fingers around the 
thick, semi-hard shaft of Blaise's prick. The heat of it burned 
through her veins, and fresh pussy-juice made the blonde 
teenager's pussy even more ready to be split by a hard cock. 

Keeping her right hand squeezed tightly around Blaise's 
cock. Daphne used her left hand to lower his pants and 
shorts just enough to get his hairy balls out. 



'Tell me you love my cock," Blaise said, enjoying this game 
he was playing with his bestfriend. "Tell me you love my 
cock and will do anything for me." 

Daphne kissed the tip of Blaise's cock-head. "Yes, I love your 
cock," she whispered, feeling helpless against the wild lust 
that flowed in her veins. "I love your cock and I'll do 
anything you want me to do. Just let me suck your cock. 
Please? Please let me suck your big cock!" 

Daphne looked at Blaise's cock. It wasn't as long as her 
boyfriend's enormous prick, but then Daphne doubted there 
was another cock in the whole school as long as Harry's. But 
Blaise's cock was of considerable length, and it was straight 
and hard and exciting to look at and feel. 

When Blaise pulled Daphne's face to his cockhead again, 
she made soft sounds as though she did not like what he 
was doing to her. The moment her soft, glimmering lips 
touched Blaise's prick-tip. Daphne flicked her tongue out 
and licked his piss-hole. 

"Awwwww!" Blaise gasped, shocked at how erotic it felt to 
have her slick tongue playing over his cock-head. 

Daphne kept her hand around the base of Blaise's prick as 
she worked her tongue around his cock-head. She licked his 
piss-hole, and played her tongue in circles against the 
underside of his bulbous cock-head. Once the blonde beauty 
had the entire head of Blaise's cock glistening with saliva, 
she allowed him to fuck his prick between her lips, filling her 
mouth with his swollen, lusty cock. 

"Mmmmmm!" Daphne moaned as the shaft of his prick 
rolled between her lips. His cockhead rubbed against the 
roof of her mouth, filling her mouth until she couldn't take 
another bite of the cock without deep-throating him. 



Looking down, Blaise was stunned beyond words to see 
Daphne's beautiful face at his waist with his cock buried 
deep in her mouth. He groaned softly, keeping his hold on 
her hair, shivering with lust as he felt the teenager's tongue 
gliding down the underside of his fiery prick. 

“Suck me," Blaise hissed through clenched teeth. “Suck my 
cock, baby!" 

Daphne allowed her friend to push and pull her head, forcing 
her to suck his prick at the tempo he dictated. She nibbled 
softly on the slick, hard shaft of his cock, swirling her tongue 
around his cock at the same time. Each time Blaise pulled 
her toward his body. Daphne was forced to take his prick 
into her mouth until her lips were pressing tightly against 
the edge of her fist, which was still wrapped around the root 
of his cock. 

“Mmmmmmmm!'' Daphne slurped, chewing erotically oh the 
thickly veined shaft of Blaise's cock. 

As she sucked cock, allowing herself to be face-fucked. 
Daphne's tits jiggled inside her shimmering blouse. Her 
nipples were burning buds of raw flesh, hungry and ready 
for Blaise to fondle them. As she moved to and fro on her 
knees. Daphne could feel pussy-juice making her panties 
stick wetly to the tingling lips of her cunt. 

Blaise finally released his grip on Daphne's hair. There was 
really no reason to be cruel to her, since it was glaringly 
obvious that Daphne loved giving Blaise the blow-job as 
much as he loved getting it. 

When Daphne felt the pressure against her scalp lessen, 
then end entirely, she knew that Blaise's initial excitement 
had abated somewhat. She raised her left hand and tenderly 
cupped his hairy balls in her palm. Blaise had very large 



balls, larger even than Harry's, and Daphne was certain that 
he would cum a real gusher when she had finally sucked him 
into that state of excitement. 

"Mmmmmmm!" Daphne purred, making sure she did it 
loudly enough so that Blaise would hear her and know how 
turned-on she was getting at sucking his prick. 

Daphne was like a sucking machine as her slender body 
pitched back and forth. She worked her right hand around 
the root of the cock while using her lips, teeth and tongue 
on the end of his prick. She continuously squeezed and 
caressed Blaise's throbbing balls, sometimes pushing them 
up so they rubbed against his own body, other times just 
squeezing them to add to the other sensations that she was 
providing for him. 

The witch pulled back, dragging her lips over the ridge of 
Blaise's cock-head, until she held just the tip of his prick 
between her lips. Daphne flicked her tongue from side to 
side across his piss-hole. Blaise's whole body flinched when 
she did this, letting Daphne know that he really enjoyed 
what she was doing and how she was doing it. 

Blaise placed his hands on his hips, trying to remain at least 
reasonably calm while this beautiful, sensual young witch 
lewdly mouthed his prick. To watch Daphne's beautiful face 
moving back and forth, to see his own cock sliding between 
her lips to fill his mouth, was the most stimulating thing 
Blaise had ever seen in his life. 

"Damn it, Daph, you're incredible!" Blaise whispered. "I've 
wanted to be with you like this for so long!" 

If Daphne hadn't had Blaise's cock stuffing her mouth, she 
would have smiled. The tone of his voice and the way he was 
treating her now was entirely different. He spoke to her as 



though she was the most special girl in the whole world, and 
Daphne loved him for it. 

“Mmmmmm!” Daphne cooed softly, turning her face to the 
side to allow Blaise's throbbing cock-head to nib against the 
inside of her cheek. When she did this, the side of her face 
swelled out massively, lewdly, and she turned enough so 
that Blaise could see as well as feel what she was doing with 
his cock. 

Daphne released Blaise's balls. She brought her hand 
between her legs and touched her pussy. Through her silk 
jogging shorts and her panties, the heat of her pussy was 
readily apparent. 

Tightening her lips around the shaft of her friend's prick. 
Daphne moaned loudly and filled her mouth with his cock. 
She nibbled down his turgid shaft of cock-meat until her lips 
touched the edge of her fist. Holding his cock in her mouth. 
Daphne could feel his prick-tip throbbing hotly against her 
slithering tongue. 

As she gave the blow-job, slowly and erotically bringing her 
lips to and fro over Blaise's fiery prick. Daphne rubbed her 
pussy-lips and clit. 

Though she wasn't touching herself directly, having to rub 
her pussy through her jogging shorts and panties, touching 
herself was considerably more exciting with Blaise's cock 
filling her mouth and making her senses spin. 

Tilting her head back on her shoulders. Daphne looked up 
into Blaise's face. To see his passion, to see the excitement 
he felt showing in his eyes, was all that Daphne really 
wanted. She curled her tongue around his cock-head and 
licked off a salty drop of pre-cum from his pisshole. The taste 
of his pre-cum tingled on Daphne's tongue, turning her on. 



adding to all the other heavenly sensations that were 
already going through her. 

“Mmmmmmm!” Daphne moaned. 

As she gave the blow-job Daphne wondered if she could ever 
tell Tracey about this encounter. Daphne wondered how 
Tracey would react to the knowledge that her best friend had 
given a blow-job to their other best friend. 

Deciding that Tracey wasn't liberal-minded enough to accept 
such a reality, Daphne dismissed all thoughts from her mind 
except how much she loved giving Blaise a blow-job. 

“Ohhhhh! Take it deeper, baby!" Blaise urged, beginning to 
pump his hips to fuck his cock into her mouth. "Take more of 
my cock into your mouth if you can!" 

Daphne flicked her tongue against Blaise's pisshole and 
licked off another drop of pre-cum. Taking her right hand 
from the base of his prick, she cooed softly, glad that she 
was about to show Blaise what she was really capable of. 

Taking his cock from her mouth. Daphne smacked her lips 
against his prick-tip a couple of times, then looked up into 
Blaise's eyes. 

"Am I doing well so far?" 

"Yes! Hell, yes! You're doing great, baby!" 

"Does that mean you'll cum for me? Will you cum in my 
mouth and make me swallow your cum?" 

Daphne saw the reaction her words drew from Blaise. He 
liked it when she talked that way to him. His prick raised up 
slightly, his cock-head becoming momentarily larger. 



“I want to suck you off,” Daphne purred, her warm breath 
passing over Blaise's cock-head. "That's what I want more 
than anything else in the world.” 

Daphne placed her hands on either side of his cock, holding 
the very base of Blaise's prick in the crook of her thumbs. 
She stuck her tongue far out of her mouth and licked the 
slitted tip of Blaise's cock, cooing softly as she tasted the 
salty flavor of pre-cum. 

"Ohhhhh! Damn you. Daphne! Don't tease me like this! Suck 
me, damn it!” 

Blaise was going out of his mind with lust as he watched and 
felt the lusty young girl licking the head of his swollen, 
throbbing prick. When Daphne opened her lips wide and 
prepared to take him into her mouth again, Blaise groaned 
and closed his eyes. He couldn't watch the erotic things she 
was doing to him a moment longer without cumming, and 
he didn't want to do that just yet. To prolong the pleasure 
she was giving him was his most ardent wish, even though 
he couldn't wait for the sweet ecstasy of shooting his wad of 
cum straight dawn the lovely teenager's throat. 

Daphne squeezed her lips around the shaft of Blaise's prick, 
holding just his cock-head in her mouth. As she consciously 
relaxed the muscles in her mouth, she rolled her tongue in a 
circular motion against the sensitive underside of Blaise's 
cock-head. 

"Mmmmmmm!” Daphne moaned, nibbling slowly down the 
throbbing, pulsating shaft of her friend's prick. 

His cock-head literally vibrated against Daphne's tongue as 
she nibbled and gnawed erotically on his cock-shaft. She 
could feel Blaise's prick-tip rubbing against the roof of her 



mouth, flattening her slithering tongue down as more and 
more of his hard cock filled her mouth. 

When Blaise's cock-head was rubbing against Daphne's 
tonsils, nearly driving down her throat she knew she could 
take all of him. Daphne could not swallow all of her 
boyfriend's enormous cock, but she could deep-throat 
Blaise's prick. 

Very slowly, feeling the rubbery head of Blaise's cock 
stretching her throat. Daphne took the prick deeper into her 
mouth. Her neck swelled out as his cock pushed past the 
back of her mouth and entered her tight, squeezing throat. 

“Awwwwwww!" Blaise groaned, his eyes squeezed tightly 
shut as he felt his prick sinking down the teenager's 
experienced throat. 

Daphne chewed with her lips on the shaft of Blaise's cock as 
his prick-tip slipped down her throat. When her lips 
encircled the very root of his cock and she could feel all of 
Blaise's prick throbbing and jerking in her throat, she cooed 
with a sense of triumph. 

“Damn! Hot damn! I never thought you could do it!" Blaise 
said, afraid to look down. To see Daphne deep-throating him 
would likely push him over the edge of ecstasy, and Blaise 
was still struggling to contain his excitement. 

Daphne's neck was bulging out with the circumference of 
her friend's prick filling her throat. Her nose pressed into the 
curly thatch of hair that sprouted above his prick, and she 
could feel his balls against her chin. She groaned softly, the 
sound grumbling out of her chest as she held his cock in her 
mouth and throat. 



It wasn't until Daphne had to breathe that she finally pulled 
back, allowing his cock to slide out of her neck a fraction of 
an inch at a time. When she held just his cock-head in her 
mouth again, she licked at the end of his prick and tasted 
yet another drop of pre-cum. It was very salty, and Daphne 
could tell that Blaise was moving rapidly toward the point of 
no return, to such ecstasy that he couldn't prevent himself 
from shooting spurts of cum straight down her throat. 

"Mmmmmm!" Daphne moaned happily, revolving her face 
around the end of Blaise's prick, fucking it with her tongue. 

“Baby... oh, baby, you're really getting to me!" Blaise said, 
his throat feeling incredibly tight from the sexual tension. 
“Damn it, baby! You're making me feel like a king!" 

If Daphne hadn't had her mouth full of his cock, she once 
again would have chuckled. It seemed odd to her that 
Blaise, who only a few minutes earlier had talked so tough 
and acted so cruel, could now be completely and totally 
helpless against her and the charms she could share with 
him or deny him, depending on how she felt. Daphne 
realized that she was the one controlling the situation. 

Daphne practically threw her face at Blaise's body. When his 
prick-tip pounded against the back of her mouth, her 
forward progress was halted for only a moment before it bore 
straight down her throat once again. As her neck bulged out 
with the big cock stuffing it. Daphne cooed her contentment. 

Though he had tried to keep himself from doing it, Blaise 
started pumping his hips once again, pushing his prick at 
Daphne as she moved toward him. Each time his big 
cockhead struck the back of her mouth, then fucked her 
tight throat, hot tingles passed through his body. His balls 



were throbbing with pent-up cum, swinging freely between 
his tensed, knotted thighs. 

Daphne was doing her best to take the throat-searing 
invasions of Blaise's cock-meat. Then, suddenly, her 
shoulders heaved and her throat protested the brutal 
invasion. She threw her head back, uncorking his bone-hard 
cock from her throat. At that very instant, the moment her 
lips left Blaise's cock-head, a creamy geyser of cum jetted 
from his piss-hole. 

“Uh!" Daphne gasped in surprise when his gooey white fuck- 
cream splashed against her neck. 

Without a moment's hesitation. Daphne wrapped the 
trembling fingers of her right hand around the shaft of 
Blaise's cock and started pounding furiously on it. She sat 
on the backs of her heels and watched with total fascination 
as spewing squirts of cum gushed from the man's balls, then 
sailed through the air and landed on her blouse. 

“Awwwwww!" Blaise groaned, his entire body jerking and 
twitching as Daphne jerked him off. 

His eyes were wide as saucers as he watched his cum 
spewing through the air and striking the front of Daphne's 
body. 

Several strong eruptions of cum hit Daphne's shirt. She 
could feel the heat of the cum through the sheer blouse. 
When his bullets of fuck-cream slowed down, the cum just 
rolled out of Blaise's piss-hole. The white blabs of cum 
trickled down Daphne's wrist as she nursed the last couple 
droplets of cum from Blaise's aching balls. 

“Damn... oh, damn it girl, you're really something!" Blaise 
hissed with exhaustion, gently taking Daphne's hand away 



from his prick. 


Looking down, Daphne giggled as she saw the white streams 
of cum that were clinging to the fabric of her shirt. 

“Look at the mess you've made of my blouse!" she 
complained grinning wide. "Now I have to take my blouse 
off! Thanks alot!" and with a fast move, she pulled the 
blouse over her had an trew it over his head, hiding his eyes 
under it. 

She just looked at Blaise, her big, green eyes wide and 
burning with passion. She had her hands crossed over her 
chest, hiding her luscious titties when he removed her 
blouse from his head and let it fall on the floor. 

Blaise cleared his throat. He'd never seen his bestfriend 
looking so delectable in his life. For some time Blaise had 
been aware that Daphne was a foxy witch that he would love 
to fuck. But now, seeing her so scantily clad, the pressure he 
felt building in his balls again was painful. 

Blaise smiled wolfishly at her. "The pleasure," be said slowly, 
"was all mine." 

This time Daphne had no doubts about what her friend had 
in mind. His tone was undeniably lusty. 

The classroom was dimly lighted and surprisingly clean, it 
was the usual unused classroom after all with a blackbord, 
teacher desk and all that. She took several steps away, 
putting some distance between herself and Blaise before 
turning to face him. 

Blaise moved closer to Daphne. Looking up and down the 
length of the young blonde standing in front of him caused 
his prick to begin swelling inside his slacks. His cock was 



coming to life, taking notice of the stunning young blonde 
girl again. Blaise finally had Daphne right where he wanted 
her, and almost exactly the way he wanted her. 

“You're a very lovely witch" Blaise said in a soft voice. His 
heart was thumping in his chest. Blaise tried to calm 
himself, but with such a devastatingly beautiful witch 
standing in front of him dressed as she was, it was an 
impossible task. The shiny jogging shorts showed off her 
trim hips. Daphne's stomach was flat, and Blaise thought it 
strangely erotic to see her navel, even though he had seen 
her in a string bikini that barely covered up her cuntbush, 
ass-cheeks and sexy little tits last summer when they've 
gone to the beach. 

When he looked at Daphne, with her shimmering blonde hai 
cascading over her narrow shoulders and that lust look on 
her face, he knew that he had to have her. He had to spread 
her thighs and drive his pulsating cock to the hilt into her 
magnificent body. Blaise cleared his throat. His cock was 
aching to be hurried again deep somewhere. 

"Move your hands," he said, his voice a low growl that 
rumbled out of his chest. "I'm, going to look at you." 

Daphne did as she was told. Her nipples were hard and 
erect, small, excited nubs that stood up proudly. Her pink 
areolas were flushed. She let her hands hang limply at her 
sides. She raised her face, but there was no challenge in her 
eyes when she met Blaise's gaze. 

"Take me," she purred sultrily. "I know you want to. Take me 
now!" 

Blaise did not respond with words. Instead, he took Daphne 
by the shoulders and almost savagely twisted her around. 
She gasped in surprise. She was bent over the teacher's 



desk. She grabbed onto the top of the teacher's chair with 
her left hand, her right hand was flush against the leather 
seat cushion. 

“What are you..." 

Daphne didn't even finish the question. There was no need 
for it. Her jogging shorts and panties were ripped down her 
trim legs, pulled down to her ankles. She knew full well what 
Blaise was doing to her, and what he intended to do next. 

“This is what you need!" Blaise hissed as he opened up his 
slacks and pulled out his fiery prick. His cock was already 
bone-hard and ready for action. He put a hand at the small 
of Daphne's back to keep her bent over, leaning into the 
sports car as he stood behind her. “This is exactly what you 
need. Daphne!" 

Daphne had thought that he was going to drive his cock 
between her cuntlips, to fuck her with long, hard fuck- 
strokes. There Harry's cream was still hot and deep in her 
cunt. But that wasn't the way it worked out. It wasn't what 
Blaise had in mind for the hot-blooded, beautiful blonde 
witch with the scrumptious body. 

“Oh, no!" Daphne hissed when she felt the blunt, spongy, 
flaring head of Blaise's cock push against the opening of her 
ass. 

“Yes! Yes, my sweet!" Blaise chuckled, leaning into Daphne, 
feeling her ass tighten against the impending invasion of his 
cock. 

Daphne had never, been ass-fucked before. Though she had 
thought about it several times, she had never actually 
allowed any of her stud boyfriends to fuck her there, not 
even Harry. He was damn to big to put it there. Curiosity had 



never gotten the better of her lust, for she was convinced 
that it would be as painful as it was pleasurable to take a big 
cock between her ass-cheeks. 

“Wait!” Daphne cried out, trying to squirm away from Blaise. 
Her jogging shorts and panties were around her ankles, 
preventing her from stepping away. Blaise had his hand on 
her back, forcing her to remain bent over the door of his 
sports car. “Please! Wait just a mo...” 

The words could no longer form in the teenager's throat 
when the pressure against her asshole became greater. 

Then, despite her resistance to it, she felt herself opening up 
and accepting - unwillingly - her friend's driving, skewering 
pole of cockmeat. 

“Awwwww!” Blaise groaned as he felt the young witch's ass 
squeezing tightly around the shaft of his cock, just behind 
the rim of his prick-tip. 

The force that Daphne exerted was a reflection of the pain 
she felt at taking a big, hard cock into her ass for the very 
first time. But the pain she felt was only equal to the pain 
that she gave to Blaise. 

His face set in a determined grimace, Blaise pushed down 
against Daphne's back, forcing her to bend so far forward 
and down that only the tips of her toes were still touching 
the concrete floor of the classroom. He battled with the pain 
he felt and leaned into the young witch, powering another 
couple inches of his turgid prick into her asshole. 

Daphne couldn't breathe. Blinding lights flashed in her brain 
as she writhed her slender, naked body. The cock pumped 
back and forth between her ass-cheeks, pushing a little 
deeper into her virgin orifice with each fuck-stroke. 



“Stop! Please! Stop!" Daphne gasped as his red-hot cock 
slipped a little deeper into her burning asshole. 

It was not an entirely enjoyable experience for Blaise, either. 
His face was a mask of pleasure and pain as he worked his 
prick back and forth in the tight cleavage of the witch's ass- 
cheeks. 

In his lust-fogged brain something clicked and Blaise 
suddenly uncorked his bone-hard but aching cock from 
Daphne's ass. 

“Ohhhhhh! Th-thank... you,'' Daphne said wearily, the fire in 
her ass still burning painfully. 

Then she felt his cock-head sliding up and down over her 
still-moist cunt-lips, she realized why she hadn't moved or 
tried in any way to get away from her horny friend. She still 
wanted him to fuck her! The reality of it was shocking to 
Daphne. She never thought that after undergoing something 
as painful as having her virgin asshole plundered by a hard 
cock, she could still be horny to have her cunt lips spread by 
a skewering prick. But she was horny! 

“Fuck me!" Daphne whispered. “That's where I want your 
cock! Right in my pussy! Fuck me! Fuck me!" 

The words burned in Daphne's mouth. She had never spoken 
so bluntly before. At least she could never remember talking 
that way, though there were times when, under sexual 
tension, she had said some pretty crazy things to Harry. 

Keeping one hand on the small of Daphne's back, Blaise 
spread his feet a little wider apart, straddling the girl's legs 
with his own. Then, placing his cock-head - which was now 
slick with Daphne's pussy-juice - against the entrance to her 



cunt, he fucked his prick into her in one long, cunt- 
stretching, breathtaking plunge. 

His cock fucked into Daphne, spreading her cunt-lips, filling 
her with the power, strength and virility of the wizard. She 
tossed her head up, fanning her silky blonde hair over her 
back and shoulders. 

“Yessss!” Daphne said in a breathy hiss, twitching her hips 
slightly as Blaise's crotch rubbed against her smooth, 
quivering ass-cheeks. “Fuck me! Fuck me with your big 
cock!" 

Daphne could tell how big Blaise's cock really was and she 
had the entire length of his prick buried in her cunt. She was 
so excited about fucking him that everything seemed 
distorted way out of proportion. 

With his hands on the her hips, Blaise started fucking his 
cock in and out of her pussy. He groaned softly, unable to 
believe how erotic it was to have Daphne bending over as he 
fucked her from behind. 

Pulling back, he watched the shaft of his prick sliding 
between her cunt-lips. Then, when he saw the thick ridge 
that separated his cockhead from his cock-shaft slide out 
from between her cunt-lips, he fucked into her again, 
fucking his cock to the hilt into the tight, warm, wet 
embrace of her pussy. 

This was exactly the way Daphne needed to get fucked. 

Hard and fast. A thick, throbbing cock pumping back and 
forth in her pussy, rubbing against her clit to send her 
senses spinning and her lust soaring. 


She gripped the headrest of the chair tightly, wishing the 
margin of the desk wasn't digging into the flesh of her 



stomach so much but not finding the pain anywhere near as 
uncomfortable as she found the cock driving into her pussy 
pleasurable. 

“Give it to me!" Daphne whispered, closing her eyes to 
concentrate only on the shaft of Blaise's cock as it rubbed 
against her fiery clit. “Fuck me! Yeah! You really know how to 
do it!" 

Blaise couldn't believe his own ears. If he had known that 
Daphne was this horny, he would have figured out some way 
to be alone with her long before this. What the fuck. Potter, 
can't you take care of business? he thought. Huffing and 
puffing with exertion, he tossed his hips at her, fucking his 
big cock into her pussy with all his might, slamming her 
against the desk. 

“Ohhhhhh!" Blaise sighed, feeling the young blonde girl's 
pussy tightening around his fucking prick. Between his 
tensed thighs, his balls were swinging to and fro, tingling as 
he felt the impending orgasm creeping up on him. 

Daphne tried to singe out the different sensations she felt. 
She could feel her friend's hands roaming freely over her 
ass-cheeks, and over her back as he caressed her velvety 
flesh. She could feel his hips striking against her ass cheeks 
each time he fucked all of his cock into her cunt. And, mot of 
all, she could feel his strong, hard prick rubbing against her 
clit, spreading the walls of her pussy, tugging against her 
cunt-lips as it worked back and forth. 

Daphne caught her lower lip between her teeth. She didn't 
want to say any more. She had already voiced her lusty 
nature too much all ready. 

The sound of Blaise's hips striking her asscheeks came to 
her ears and she smiled. Daphne loved everything about 



fucking. The sight of it, the sounds and smells and tastes. 
She loved it all! 


I love fucking, the girl thought. Damn! How I love fucking! 

Daphne tried to push herself back a little, just enough so 
that she wouldn't get slammed against the desk each time 
Blaise's cock fucked deep into her pussy. But she couldn't 
get any distance between herself and the desk at all 
because of the bent-over position she was in, and because 
Blaise was fucking her faster and faster. 

“Cum!" Daphne whispered, her voice suddenly sounding 
surprisingly calm. “I want you to cum inside me!" 

Blaise thrust his cock into Daphne, leaning back from the 
waist up at the same time. He saw how the witch's ass- 
cheeks were spread apart slightly from the thickness of his 
cock, and once again the urge to fuck her asshole became 
overpowering. He put his thumb to her ass and rubbed her 
there, trying to judge what was going through Daphne's 
mind as he fondled her ass. 

Almost as though she could read his thoughts. Daphne knew 
instinctively what Blaise wanted the most. 

I might as well do it now, thought the young, adventurous 
witch as the tip of Blaise's thumb probing just a little ways 
inside her ass. 

“Fuck my ass!" Daphne whispered. “I want you to fuck my 
ass!" 

“But it will hurt you!" 

“I don't care!" Daphne shot back. “Fuck my ass. Goddamn it, 
or I'll find someone who will!" 



A soft, tremulous sigh came from Daphne when she felt his 
cock slowly get withdrawn from her pussy. She tried to get 
her feet out of her panties and jogging shorts, but the 
garments had gotten rather tightly wrapped around her 
ankles and she failed. 

“Damn it!" Daphne hissed angrily, wanting to spread her 
feet. “I wish I could just - awwwwww!" 

This time Blaise's hard prick was slick and wet with 
Daphne's pussy-juice. Daphne gasped as his cock-head 
forced her ass to open up for him. Then, as his prick-tip 
pushed deeper and deeper into her ass, she felt herself 
loosening up to more easily accept him. The thick shaft of 
Blaise's cock wedged Daphne's ass-cheeks apart, pushing 
his prick-tip deeper and deeper into her succulent body. 

“Ohhh! Oh, yessss! Give me all you've got!'' Blaise fucked 
the lusty witch with nearly the full length of his prick. He 
pulled back a couple of inches, watching the shaft of his 
prick stretching her tight asshole, then pushed into her 
again. This time, however, he didn't stop until he had driven 
the full length of his lust-swollen, fiery prick into her 
asshole. 

“You're so tight!" the young wizard hissed through clenched 
teeth. 

With all of his cock buried inside Daphne's asshole, Blaise's 
balls were resting against the warm, wet lips of her cunt. He 
could feel the heat of her pussy, and knowing that he had 
just fucked her there and was now fucking her asshole was a 
powerful aphrodisiac. 

For Daphne, she felt like her body was burning big time. His 
cock fucking slowly into her asshole was no longer a source 
of pain. Rather, it was a strangely exciting experience for 



her. She tried to tell Blaise that it was incredibly exciting to 
finally have found the courage to have her asshole fucked. 
But Daphne couldn't make her throat formulate the words. 

“Uh! Uh! Uh!" Blaise grunted, punctuating each fuck-thrust 
of his cock as he reamed out Daphne's ass with his red-hot 
prick. "Tight fuckin' ass!" 

Daphne rocked back and forth, occasionally trying to push 
herself away from the car door. Her insides felt mushy. Being 
fucked in the ass for the very first time made her feel daring 
and adventurous. But the excitement of it, the sensations 
that having a cock in her asshole produced, were so 
powerful that she could hardly breathe. And even though it 
was amazingly stimulating to have a wizard's cock driving to 
and fro from between her ass-cheeks, filling her up with hard 
cock-meat. Daphne doubted that she would actually reach 
an orgasm from fucking this way. 

"Finger... finger my... finger my pussy!" 

It took all of the girl's will to speak the single sentence. But 
once she did, she realized right away that it was worth the 
effort. The moment Blaise reached around her hip and 
rubbed his fingertip against her clit, the hot, jagged bolts of 
raw passion that blasted through her veins let Daphne know 
that she would have a bonejarring, mind-boggling orgasm. 

Blaise uncorked his prick so that only the very tip of his cock 
was still fucking into her again. When he did, his hand got 
trapped between Daphne's hip and the car. 

"Ouch!" Blaise gasped, pulling his hand away, taking his 
fingertip out of Daphne's pussy. 

Daphne wanted Blaise to continue finger-fucking her, but 
she had felt what had happened to him so she understood 



why he had quit playing with her turgid clit. Still, her body 
ached for the release that only pumping out her girl-cum 
could give her. 

“Cum! Damn it, cum in me!” the teenager whimpered softly. 

Each fuck-thrust of Blaise's cock into her asshole slammed 
Daphne against the desk harder. As he fucked her. Daphne 
could actually feel this cock getting larger with each ass¬ 
stretching fuck-thrust. 

There was a fire in Blaise's balls as they jerked crazily back 
and forth between his legs. His jaw was set as he baffled 
with his senses to keep from cumming. Then, feeling 
Daphne's ass tightening even more securely around his 
prick's pistoning shaft, he tumbled headlong into a climax 
that left him screaming with pleasure. 

“Awwwww!" Blaise growled as the hot, spurting jets of cum 
raced from his balls and blasted from his cock-head. He 
fucked his cock brutally hard into Daphne's asshole, fucking 
his cock into her with the relentless fury of a man who had 
been driven crazy by lust. 

Daphne felt like she was being bludgeoned by Blaise's cock, 
stabbed by it. The throbbing pain in her ass had returned, 
though the overriding sensation that she felt was the thrill of 
having a good-looking wizard like Blaise so turned-on by her 
that, he couldn't control himself. 

“Cum in my ass! Fuck me in the ass! Fuck me! Fuck meeee!" 
Daphne screamed. 

It wasn't until Blaise's balls had been completely drained 
that he slumped over Daphne's back, his heaving chest 
touching her naked flesh, his cock still buried between her 
ass-cheeks. 



“You are the sexiest witch I've ever known in my entire life," 
Blaise whispered truthfully. “I can't remember when it ever 
felt like that!'' 

Daphne enjoyed hearing Blaise's words, but there was 
something bothering her. She had gotten extremely turned 
on by having her ass-cherry taken away, but she hadn't cum 
the way she wanted to. Though her body tingled all over and 
even smarted a little from taking a hard cock into her ass for 
the very first time, she was still terribly horny. 

Meanwhile under an invisibility cloak and silencing charm in 
a corner of the classroom, Hermione's ass swayed from side 
to side, and her flat belly rolled up and down. Her tits 
heaved up as her hips worked like pistons. 

Harry fell into the fuck-rhythm with her. 

He fucked violently up her fuckhole, shaking her pelvis, 
rattling her hipbones. His cockhead was surging to the 
depths of her pussy as the steely stalk of his cock worked in 
her pussy like a lever. 

Hermione felt spiked through and through, thinking that his 
cock must be plunging damned near up to the back of her 
skull, fucking her brains out. 

Harry dragged his glistening cock out, then slammed it back 
in. His balls pulsed against her crotch, splashing in the juice 
that oozed out of her pussy. 

Hermione reached down, feeling around the slippery 
coupling, fondling his balls and thumbing her taut clit. 

“Fuck - fuck - fuck!" she panted. 


Harry was shaking spasmodically. 



His cock was rock hard, and the rest of his body was flopping 
as if he had become disjointed from his hard-on. He knew 
now why they called a stand-up screwing a knee-trembler. 

His hands slid up her smooth flanks and slid around to cup 
her heavy tits and pluck at the swollen tips just like she was 
tugging at her clit. 

He hunched back and his cockhead pulled from her cunt and 
ballooned between her pussylips, then he plunged up and 
stabbed into the core of her cunt again. 

Hermione played around under her groin, fingering his 
sliding cockshaft, stroking hercuntlips, caressing her clit 
again. She squeezed his balls, finding them big and solid 
with jizz, feeling the thick stuff sloshing around inside the 
hairy bag. 

She whirled like a dervish, spinning around on his prick, 
dancing a wanton waltz, almost doing a bunny hop on his 
cock. 

Her pussy seemed to be melting, and his prick pulled out, 
drenched with her pussy goo. Preliminary seepage spilled 
from his pisshole and mingled with her juice. Creamy 
ribbons of pre-cum streaked her cunt nectar as the 
combined fluids poured down his pounding stalk. 

He fucked in, and Hermione shoved back to meet him. His 
nuts hit her groin like a blackjack. 

“Cum in me!" she gasped. 

“It's cummin', baby!" 


“Yeah-yeah! Spunk my cunt!" 



Harry snorted like a stallion and drove his cock in as his balls 
started to drain. The sex sap shot up his cock-stem and 
flooded herfuckhole. 

Hermione cried out in rapture when she felt his cum gushing 
into her cunt and her own cumming peaked. Her clit went off 
again and again as her pussy kept creaming. 

He pumped the spunk into her, pulled out, then rammed 
back in, driving his cock through the slimy sea of his own 
juice and her cunt-cream. When he stuffed her pussy full, 
globs of goo came oozing from her pussy-slot and ran down 
her inner thighs. A tide of pussy-cum poured out, laced with 
his jizz. 

Hermione could feel every sweet squirt of his cum. He was 
shooting up her cunt as plentifully as he had shot down her 
throat, and Hermione cherished every spurt. 

Harry gave her the last of his cock spine and clung to her 
hips, trembling and gasping in the aftermath of his dynamic 
release. 

Hermione kept riding up and down on his cock, working her 
craning off through the last spasms. 

Although Harry had finished cuming, his cock was still stiff 
and swollen as she rammed it up her cunt. 

She knew that there was a lot more action left in his loins 
and that she was in for more hot fun before this afternoon 
had ended. And there was more to see, as well. Never in her 
wildest dreams she thought that sneaking in this classroom 
would lead to this much fun. First, she and Harry just wanted 
a quick fuck this afternoon and entered the first unused 
classroom they could find. After the X-mas break was over 
and Harry's dorm mates came back, they couldn'go there for 



a hot fuck. But when they were interupted rigth when Harry 
buried his monster cock in her pussy, the only thing they 
could do was to throw the invisibility cloak over them. And 
then they've seen who it was and what would happen and 
from the position they were caught... they simply couldn't 
stand it any more and just continued what they started, also 
enjoying the show offered by that sneaky bitch. Daphne. 

Blaise's prick was no longer standing ironhard. The fat tube 
of his cock was looped out in a parabola over his belly when 
he practicly colapsed on his ass on the floor, the weighted 
cock-knob bobbing up and down. That fuck he threw into 
Daphne sure left him with out energy. Semi-hard, his cock 
was still an impressive-looking hunk of meat, and she knew 
that it would be no trouble to make it get fully erect for 
fucking. 

Daphne sprawled back on the desk and spread out. She was 
more horny then she thought possible after not creaming 
during her first ass fuck. "Eat me, Blaisey! Munch my muff 
now!" she ordered forcefully. 

Blaisey grinned. Gobbling her sweet cunt would be a 
pleasure and he knew he owed her some oral action, as well. 
He got up from the floor and leaned over her loins, his face 
close to her cunt-slot, his breath billowing over her steamy 
groin. 

Daphne tilted her cunt up and wriggled her hips invitingly, 
eager for his tongue. 

The wizard gazed at her open cunt-gash like a hungry kid 
admiring a cream-flied donut. His nostrils flared open as he 
breathed in the fumes wafting from her fuckhole. 


Daphne jerked her hips up higher, her trim little ass 
writhing. 



Blaise was hungry for her cunt, but he was in no hurry. He 
knew they had the whole afternoon to be naughty, and he 
was in an adventurous and experimental mood. 

He began to kiss her ass as she lifted up the solid, smooth 
cheeks of her ass. She squealed and jerked up higher. With 
her knees drawn up to her tits, her ass was turned up under 
his face, and Blaise could see the puckered bud of her tight 
brown shithole. 

He was fascinated. He had never had his tongue in an 
asshole, but Daphne's little slitter looked scrumptious and 
he figured that it would be a good place to start in on the 
tongue-fucking that she craved. 

He licked up through the musky cleft between her 
asscheeks. 

Daphne gasped with glee. She could see that her bestfriend 
was going to be attentive to all the details that made a 
head-job a treat. 

"Ooooh! Lick my ass!" she panted. Blaise slurped up her ass- 
cleft, then started to lick lightly at the ring of her shitter. 

"Yeah! Yeah! Suck my asshole! Eat my shiner, baby!" the 
blonde nymphette wailed. 

Even though he had only just begun, it was evident to 
Daphne - as well as the watchers in the corner - that the 
wizard was a skilled quit-lapper and ass-rimmer, his tongue 
talented and nimble and enthusiastic. 

Blaise's nose nudged into Daphne's asshole and nuzzled 
around, sniffing and snuffling in that fragrant slot like a pig 
at the trough. 



Daphne kicked her feet in the air and shoved her ass into his 
face. He began to stab his tongue into her asshole, causing 
her to squeal and wail. 

His tongue felt lovely in her ass-ring. After her deflowering in 
that hole, what he was doing now it was haven. Blaise licked 
at the rim of her shitter and then tongue-fucked up into her 
shit-chute. He began to suck on her shit-socket as his lapper 
slurped in. French-kissing her asshole, his tongue practicly 
swiming in the cream he just depozited there. 

He drooled into her sitter, then sucked his own saliva and 
cream back out and swallowed it, savoring the flavor from 
her delicate rear rut. 

The wizard was going suck-crazy on her sweetly scented 
shithole, eating her ass as an appetizer, with the main 
course of her cunt still ahead of him and getting steamier by 
the second. 

“Eat ass! Ohhhh! Rim me, baby! Ream me out!" Daphne 
wailed. 

Her asshole was sucking on his tongue as if she was trying 
to swallow it right up into her guts, and he was lapping in so 
deep that he wondered if his tongue was splashing in the 
cum that he had put there earlier. 

Her feet kicked and pawed and pedaled as she rolled her 
haunches against his face and he groveled down in the pit of 
her ass in a feeding frenzy. 

Daphne was in pure paradise as he snacked on her sensitive 
shitter, and Blaise was having a ball as he ate away. 


The scene was turning the voyeurs on boundlessly. 



Harry, naturally, envied the slytherin wizard for what he was 
doing to his girlfriend, but he couldn't stop watching Blaise 
taste sweet her ass and the scrumptious pussy she would 
serve him next. 

And Hermione was doubly aroused. She would have dearly 
loved to have the slytherin wizard's face clamped to her own 
ass and cunt but, equally as well, she wished she could take 
his place at the witch's groin. After what happened this last 
week between her, Tracey and Harry, she was game for 
everything just to have pleasure. And practicly she started 
not to care anymore where she was geting it from. 

Harry was still fucking Hermione from behind, and they 
began to slow-fuck, making it last. Slow-screwing was always 
nice. 

Blaise crammed his tongue into Daphne's tight asshole and 
nursed on the tart, tangy slot. His prick was as hard as a 
crowbar again, but he knew there would be plenty of time to 
get his rocks off in her cunt. For the moment, he was more 
interested in having her cream off in his mouth. 

As he ate her asshole, her pussy was pouring out scented 
streams that wafted up to his face, the fragrance of her 
fuckhole blending with the fumes coming from her fudge 
slot. He was savoring her back passage, but he could tell 
that she was going to cream off at any moment. 

Having her cum while he sucked her asshole would be nice, 
but it would be even nicer to have her sweet cunt melt in his 
mouth. 

He took a last slurp of her tight shitter ring, then began to 
lick back down her asscrack, bound for her cunt. 


He was heading for her pussy. 



Daphne spread out wide, ready to feed him her cunt. 

“Suck me off!" the witch cried. 

Those words thrilled Hermione. 

She only wished that they had been directed to her. 

Daphne jerked her cunt up, and Blaise flicked his tongue 
lightly at the soaking lips of her pussy, then slurped into her 
cunt-slot, spooning out the cunt-goo. 

He rested his forehead against her plump blonde cunt-bush 
and lapped at her taut clit, then he snaked his tongue as far 
up her cunt hole as it would go. 

He flailed and churned and lashed, and her pussy sucked on 
his tongue like a mouth being French-kissed. The hungry 
wizard alternated, first sucking on her swollen clit, then 
sucking on her unfurled cuntlips. 

He held her by the hips, twisting her groin around as he 
wallowed in her pussy. He stabbed in and ladled out a 
mouthful of cuntjuice. He tongued the goo out with his 
curled lapper and sucked more out with his mouth, working 
like a blowfish in her pussy. 

He pulled back for a moment, to gaze adoringly at what he 
was eating, letting some cream run around on his tongue. 

His tongue soaked it up like a sponge. Sucking her pussy 
was making Blaise so hot that his drool seemed to be 
sizzling as much as her cuntjuice. 

His parted lips were plastered to her pussy like a suction cup 
on a clogged drain, mouthing the hairy lips as his lapper 
shot up hercunthole. 



He was glugging and gurgling in her groin, adding sound 
effects that enhanced the pleasure for the peepers on the 
porch. 

The gryffindors were licking their chops as they slid together 
in a slow, sustained back-skuddle under the invisibility 
cloak. 

Hermione laid her head on his shoulder and whispered in his 
ear: “Do you wish you were doing that, love?" 

He grunted a passionate affirmative. 

“So do I!" Hermione moaned. “I wish you could watch me eat 
her cunt, love." 

Harry groaned at the thought. 

He loved to see his sexy bestfriend eat pussy as much as he 
loved to eat cunt - and maybe more so! 

They didn't really expect to get the chance. 

But still - on a “hot" winter afternoon like this one, who 
could say what might develop. 

Daphne was trying to hold back from cuming, loving his 
mouth on her cunt so much that she wanted to make it last 
for hours. But the witch was so hot and horny from having 
sucked him off that her climax was ready to crest. 

The spillage from her cunthole was getting hotter and 
thicker and richer as her cuntjuice flooded from her 
fuckhole. 


Blaise's tongue seemed to axe into her pussy. 



Her groin was so gooey by this time that it felt as if he were 
positioned face-down in a pool of quicksand. 

He came up for air. 

But her pussy kept on streaming and, not wanting to miss a 
single drop, he dove on her cunt again and began to wolf up 
the deluge. 

His face was coated with cuntjuice from his chin to his 
cheekbones. 

She mopped her pussy on his mouth, and he gulped like a 
glutton in her cunt-gash. 

“Juice me. Daphne! Cream me!" he panted. “Yeah - 
cumming!" she gasped. Her nubile body was shaking 
convulsively, vibrating with the joy of one orgasm that has 
been aborted to much time. Her blood was boiling in her 
veins as every nerve-ending registered her climax. Her ass 
churned and her hips pumped in a fucking movement. She 
mashed her pussy wildly into his face. 

Blaise raised her up by her ass. His mouth was filled with her 
fuck fluids. He swallowed as she fed him another mouthful, 
drenching his tongue, smearing his lips, cuntjuice pouring 
down his gullet. 

He was sucking her clit and cunt-slot together now, as she 
climaxed again and again. 

Her clit seemed to go off like a blasting cap, setting off 
another explosion in the core of her seething pussy. 

Daphne foamed off for a long time, and Blaise relished every 
scrumptious drop. 



He drained her pussy dry. 


Daphne moaned and sprawled back, moving jerkily now, as 
she worked off the last sweet spasms of her joy. 

His mouth stayed glued to her cunt for awhile, milking out 
the ebbing drops, sucking up the residue. Then he raised up, 
grinning like a glutton who had been well fed and was now 
sated. 

She gazed down at him with a dreamy smile. 

He raised up higher to show her how hard his prick was. 

His cock was so taut again that he could have used it to 
break into a safe, and his balls felt as full as inflated water 
wings. 

Daphne sighed. She had been well sucked, but she was as 
hot for a cuntful of hard cock as ever. 

Blaise started to mount her. 

She slid away. 

On a thrilling afternoon like this one, fucking in the 
missionary position seemed sort of tame to the horny little 
vixen. 

“Lie down on the desk, baby. I wanna sit on your prick and 
fuck myself silly!” she moaned. 

Blaise grinned and lay back along the desk, his cock 
standing up like a rocket. 

Daphne bent down and lapped his balls, then his cock-knob. 
She threw one knee across him and straddled his hips. 



His cock towered up in front of her tummy. With his balls 
jammed in her crotch, the head of his long prick was 
brushing against the under slopes of her tits. 

She looked down, seeing how high his cock reached up the 
outside of her torso and panting in anticipation of having his 
cock rammed up her cunt so deep. 

She rolled her belly against his cock, then began to rise up. 
His cock slid against her tummy as she lifted up. 

His cockhead was scraped by her cuntbush, spilling out 
some gooey pre-cum. 

Then she rose up another inch, and his cock snapped back 
into her crotch. 

Daphne had no idea that they were being observed as they 
prepared to fuck. But if she had, she could not have 
designed it better. 

If Blaise had mounted her, the gryffindors would have only 
seen his pounding ass and swinging balls, but with Daphne 
on top, they could see all the juicy details. 

The gryffindors were very appreciative. 

A sudden gust of winter wind battered the windows of the 
unused classroom, with drops of rain pouring through the 
chinks in the siding, but Harry and Hermione were paying no 
attention at all to the weather. 

They concentrated on watching the slytherin lovers begin to 
fuck for the second time. Daphne was squatting on the head 
of Blaise's prick like a flagpole sitter, squirming around and 
getting the meaty cock-knob seated comfortably in her cunt 
before she began to ride up and down on the stiff stalk. 



The watching gryffindors had a perfect view of the action. 
The slytherin witch's slim, supple back was toward them, 
and they could see beneath the half moon curves of her 
wriggling ass, to where Blaise's bulging cockhead was firmly 
seated in her wet pussy. 

Her coral-pink pussylips were pulling on the purple head of 
his prick as if her hungry cunt was going to swallow his meat 
in. 

Cunt-nectar streamed down his heavily veined cockshaft, 
making the shaft gleam. 

Harry was thinking about ramming his own cock into 
hisunfaithful girlfriend, and his bestfriend was wishing that 
she could tongue the juice from the slytherin's cock, getting 
a taste of cock and cunt at the same time. 

The gryffindors were screwing jerkily. Harry slammed into 
Hermione's cunt, then paused between strokes, not giving 
her any steady friction. 

Hermione twisted her ass and pound down on his prick, 
enjoying the sliding action but still more interested in 
watching the naughty slytherins at play. 

Then, to the delight of their voyeuristic eyes. Daphne began 
to shove her cunt down on Blaise's prick. 

She descended slowly, stuffing the hot meat into her pussy, 
bit by sweet bit. She had fucked half of the load, when she 
halted, with several inches of cock sticking out at the 
junction. 


Then she sank down and took it all. 



Blaise's balls were jammed against her crotch. Every inch of 
his prick had disappeared in her pussy. Her cunt-slot was 
glued to the hilt of his buried prick and she wriggled around 
on the full penetration. 

Blaise grasped her hips and began to haul her up and down, 
as if he were using her cunt to jerk himself off. He humped 
up as he pulled her down. 

Her cuntlips were stretched taut around his shaft as her cunt 
clung to him, damned near dragging her pussy inside out 
when his cock emerged. 

“Yeah - wild, Daph! Ride my cock!" the wizard wailed. “Fuck 
yourself to a frazzle!" She sank down and her cunt gripped 
the hilt of his cock, then she pulled up and her wet cunt hole 
squished as it sucked his sliding prick. 

Her fat tits flopped up and down. Her trim ass jolted and 
pumped. She moved her cunt so that his cock was rubbing 
over her clit as she fucked up and down on his prick. 

She leaned over to kiss him, as if to show him how grateful 
she was for the sweet screwing she was getting while sitting 
on his rampant prick. Then she arched back and her tits 
flopped near his face as her ass jerked back. 

Blaise's thick shaft came out drenched, covered with pussy- 
nectar as he plunged back up into her pussy. The trim 
cheeks of her ass quivered when she shoved down. Her groin 
was flooded with juice. 

Hermione gazed at the slytherins, yearning for a taste of 
that, cock and cunt. 

Harry watched Blaise's prick sliding in and out of his 
girlfriend - he sure as hell wanted a crack at the cunt again 



wright now. 

The wedded watchers were still slowly screwing. 

The slytherins were jolting together in a frantic fuck-action 
now. They surged toward another peak. 

Blaise rammed his cock up like a rocket blasting off, driving 
into the core of her cunt hole. 

Daphne's cunt was juicing, and his cockshaft drove through 
her pussy paste, stirring her swamp. 

His balls seemed to blow off on the upstroke. 

Cum spewed into her like a deluge from a bursting dam, 
flooding herfuckhole and hitting the depths of her pussy so 
hard that he damned near blew her off the end of his prick. 

The blonde slammed her cunt down furiously on his 
squirting cock. Her clit smoldered like a fuse as her loins 
turned to goo. 

"Arghhh!" Blaise grunted, pounding in. Each time his big 
plunger plugged her pussy, cunt-cum and jizz came out in a 
foaming white tide, running back over his balls. 

His balls kept blowing off and his jizz kept spurting out in 
geysers as he steadily fed his meat hose up herfuckhole. 

Daphne squealed with ecstasy as she creamed off and felt 
his fuckjuice pouring into her, loving to have him cum as 
much as she loved to cum, herself. 

It felt as if she had a fire extinguisher spraying a blast of 
foam into the inferno of herfuckhole, where the oily fire 
raged out of control. 



She rode his cock in a rapture, her clit and cunt climaxing 
constantly. 

His cock felt like a stick of exploding dynamite. 

Their simultaneous orgasms seemed endless. 

Blaise shot again and again, and Daphne bounced up and 
down on his prick as the waves ripped through her belly and 
shot like a high-voltage current through her rippling thighs. 

She fucked down firmly, then flopped about, limp with sated 
lust. 

Her head flew up and down, and her big tits surged like 
balloons. Her ass slid from side to sick as her fuckhole filled 
with jizz. 

Blaise moaned as the last of his jizz splashed into her cunt 
and his nuts stopped surging. 

He was drained. He slumped back along the desk, his chest 
heaving, his eyes looking glazed. 

But the greedy slytherin girl continued to whip her cunt up 
and down on his cock for a few minutes, whimpering and 
trembling as she fucked herself through the final sweet 
spasms of her blissful climax. 

Slowing the pace as her climax ebbed, then ended, she 
screwed down deliberately, holding her groin tucked back so 
that she was massaging her clit against his slimy shaft, 
working out the last tingling thrill. 


The waves of her orgasm gently diminished. 



Daphne slumped over him. His cock was still stuck up her 
pussy as she bent down and kissed him lovingly. They 
embraced, panting in the aftermath of their cumming. 

Blaise's cock was at long last beginning to diminish in her 
cunthole. His meat was softening, turning rubbery inside her 
cunt. Then it began to shrink and slowly came out of her 
pussy. The slimy stalk came looping out and his cock-knob 
was lodged in her pussy-slot momentarily, then it came out 
with a juicy slurp, followed by a lavish flood of their 
combined cum-cream. 

His prick fell limp along his hard, trembling thigh. Even limp, 
his big prick still was a big thingd. 

Daphne's cunt stayed open and the mingled slime kept 
oozing out. 

Hermione was gasping and drooling at the sight. 

The slytherin's cock was soft, but it was coated with cunt- 
cum and jizz, and it was still a mouth-watering prospect, 
nutty and gooey and gamey. 

“Ohhhh - I'm so hot!" Hermione gasped in her bestfriend's 
ear. 

"I know, Mione," Harry replied. 

They watched as Daphne dismounted from Blaise's loins, 
smiling contentedly. 

She twisted around and lowered her radiant face, sucking 
his slimy cock into her mouth. She nursed the nourishing 
nectar from his slack stalk, obviously hoping to suck him up 
to yet another erection. 



But Blaise, virile as he was, had spent his bolt, and his cock 
stayed limp. She wound her tongue around on his greasy 
cockhead and her lips pulled wistfully on the stalk, sliding it 
in and out. But no matter how hard she tried, it was not 
geting up. Finaly, giving up, she moved up and started to 
kiss him, their tongues dueling like their was no tomorrow. 

Then suddenly, a loud gong was heard around the castle. It 
was signaling the start of the Yule Ball. 

“Shit, shit, shit!" Daphne suddenly jumped from the desk, 
broking the kiss. 

“What?" asked Blaise, surprised. 

“Harry is gone kill me!" Daphne started to say. 

“What?" asked Blaise again. 

“The Yule Ball is starting and I promised Harry to meet him 
there!" said Daphne, starting to put her clothes back on. 

“Oh... Potter!" mumbled Blaise, geting down from the desk. 
“Are you still with that gryphindor now after what we did?" 

“Maybe..." grinned Daphne. “He has his ups and downs... 
but I don't want to lose him!" 

“Why? Then why did we did this if you don't want to brake 
up with him?" 

“Because is fun! And I like the variety!" 

“What about him? Does he like the variety?" 

“He did until now..." That was the last thing the two 
gryphindors heard from the conversation, because Daphne 
and Blaise got out of the classroom. 



Meanwhile, under the invisibility cloak, Harry and Hermione 
watched unmoving how the two slytherins left the 
classroom. 

“So... do you like variety, huh?" asked the hot witch, closing 
her pussy muscles hard around Harry's monster cock that 
was still pulsing deep in her cunt. “I'll show you variety?" 
she grinned mischievously... 


Chapter 4 - Yule Ball or Bust 

“Oh, hello," Daphne said uncertainly, opening her dorm- 
room door. She was already dressed and ready to go to the 
Yule Ball, when suddenly she heard a knock at the door. 
Tracey, her only roommate, has already left before she came 
back and she was in a very big hurry to go, Harry would be 
waiting for her. 

“Hi, Daph. Can we have a chat?" 

“Well, sure," Daphne said, although she couldn't imagine 
what they would talk about now. But, she figured that it was 
wise to be polite to Harry's bestfriend. “C'mon in, Hermione." 

As Hermione stepped past, her tit brushed against Daphne's 
arm. Daphne had been thinking a lot about cunt-lapping 
lately and she couldn't help but notice how sexy and nubile 
Hermione was, with her pert, thrusting tits and her shapely 
ass and hips. 

Daphne led her in, and Hermione, just as if she owned the 
place, practicly sprawled out nonchalantly on her bed. There 
was something exceedingly strange about this sudden visit, 
and the dark brown girl's whole attitude. Daphne thought, 
was puzzling and curious. 




“I'm in a hurry. Yule Ball, remember?" she said. 


"Oh, yeah. Don't wory. Won't take long." Hermione said, 
shrugging slightly, her sweet tits shifting under her cotton 
blouse with the motion. 

There was a mischievous gleam in Hermione's chocolate 
brown eyes. "Enjoy the afternoon?" she asked innocently. 

Uh-oh, thought Daphne, something in the very studied 
innocence of Hermione's tone warning her. "Oh, it was okay. 
It was kind of chilly to spend it with guys and girls you don't 
wanna snuggle up with." 

"Really? You seemed to be having fun," Hermione said. 

Daphne frowned, nervous and worried, and not at all liking 
the way this conversation was going. "What do you mean? I 
mean, how do you know I was..." 

"I was there, too," announced the saucy dark brown. 

"I didn't see you today," Daphne said, starting to get really 
concerned and worried now. 

"Yeah, but I saw you," Hermione giggled. 

"Saw me..." 

"I saw you fucking Blaise's prick!" Hermione blurted out. "I 
even saw his cum spurt all over your blouse!" 

"Oh, shit! Did you tell Harry?" Daphne wailed. 

"Naw," Hermione said quite truthfully, since Harry had been 
there to see it all for himself. Fucking the shit out of her. 



She slid the wand she was flicking between her fingers 
between her lips, sucking on it as if it were a cock, teasing 
Daphne by the simulation. She looked snug and impish, and 
sexy, as hell. As she shook her wand, there were some 
sudden sparks coming from the wand's tip straight into her 
mouth. 

“You... you gonna rat on me?" Daphne stammered. 

“Nope." 

“Gee, thanks, Hermione. It... it didn't mean nothing. He is 
just an old friend, and we were just fooling around... you 
know... it was nothing... it didn't mean nothing... we just 
wanted to find out how it was...is all..'' 

“Bullshit!" said Hermione sweetly. “I saw how much you 
loved sucking his prick and drinking his jism. Shit, you even 
let him fuck you in the ass... then you gave him a ride to the 
moon! But don't worry. I won't tell." 

“Thanks, Hermione," Daphne repeated, grateful to the girl 
for promising silence, but wondering why she had stopped 
by. “You're a real friend. No point in hurting Harry, right?" 

Hermione suddenly looked thoughtful and speculative. “I 
never sucked or fucked a cock, myself. I just wanted to ask 
you about it, Daph. Is it as great as it looked?" she asked, 
lying through her teeth. 

“Oh, yeah!" Daphne said, unable to conceal her enthusiasm. 
“Cock-meat is lovely, and cum is just fucking wonderful!" 

“I really wanna try it sometime," Hermione admitted. 


This bizarre conversation was making Daphne hot, and she 
thought that Hermione looked pretty horny, as well. The 



dark brown was wearing a very short skirt that had ridden 
even higher up her slim, shapely thighs as she sprawled 
casually along the bed. Her cotton blouse showed the twin 
peaks of her stiff vibrant tit-tips quite clearly. Daphne began 
to get same interesting ideas. Should she still go to the ball 
to meet Harry now that maybe something very “fun” was 
starting to happen with her boyfriend bestfriend? 

“It's real good when a guy - when someone sucks your cunt, 
too,” Daphne said, subtly turning the course of conversation. 
”1 just love to have a tongue flashing on my clit and sliding 
up my cunt-hole.” 

"Ooooh, I can imagine,” Hermione said, shiver at the very 
idea of having her pussy eaten out. 

“And... and guys love to do it, too, so I guess that cunt is just 
as delicious as cock,” Daphne added, looking quite openly at 
Hermione's naked thighs. 

Hermione was squirming, and the hem of her skirt had 
drawn up even higher. By tilting her head. Daphne could 
just see just a hint of white bikini panties which, she was 
overjoyed to see, had become moist and were being 
dragged up into Hermione's cunt. 

Afraid to be too obvious. Daphne added: “I wouldn't know, 
myself...” 

“Oh, it is!” Hermione blurted out. She blushed modestly. 
“When I frig myself, I lick my fingers, and I love the taste of 
cunt-juice. I wish we had someone here to suck us right 
now.” 

Hermione's eyelashes fluttered as she gazed meaningfully at 
Daphne. 



“We... we could suck each other, I guess,” Daphne 
whispered. 


Hermione, looking as demure and innocent as she could, 
smiled. 

”1 kind of thought you might suggest that, Daph.” 

Holy shit, thought Harry from under the invisibility cloak, 
with his blood pounding. This I gotta see! 

Daphne, trembling at the idea of her witch-on-witch 
encounter, the Yule Ball forgoten, slid closer to Hermione 
and put her arm around the little, nubile, dark brown girl. 
Hermione tilted her face up and they kissed, lips brushing 
lightly, then clamping together hard as their hot, wet 
tongues lashed back and forth in a passionate French kiss. 

Speaking right into Hermione's open mouth. Daphne 
whispered: "I've never sucked a pussy before, but I'm 
hungry for your cunt, Hermione. I just know I've gonna love 
it!” 


"Me, too!” Hermione squealed. 

Still kissing. Daphne began to open Hermione's blouse. 
Although she was yearning to get her tongue up that sweet 
pussy, she didn't want to rush things. She wanted to linger 
over the foreplay for awhile, figuring there was no need to 
hurry. 

Hermione arched her back and thrust her tits up as Daphne 
opened her blouse and bared those pert tits. Daphne slid 
down from Hermione's lips and began to lick at her stiff 
nipples, whimpering hungrily. She slurped at Hermione's 
cleavage and lapped at her tits, then sucked the tit-tips into 
her lips and nursed greedily on each. 



Hermione was moaning, and her nipples were explosive in 
Daphne's mouth. She held Daphne's dark head to her tits, 
squirming with joy. The juicy sounds of tit-sucking could be 
clearly heard at both doorways. 

Daphne, still sucking tit, slid a hand down Hermione's slim 
belly and slipped it under the elastic of her panties. With the 
heel of her hand resting on the witch's dark brown cunt- 
mound, she dipped her fingers into her pussy and began to 
fondle her cunt. 

“Oooooh... I love that!" Hermione moaned. "You'll love my 
fucking tongue more," Daphne promised, the words muffled 
on a mouthful of fat tit. 

Stretching the elastic, she tugged Hermione's panties down. 
Hermione hiked her ass up from the bed and wriggled her 
hips as the soaking panties slid down her thighs. She kicked 
them from her feet and they fluttered to the carpet like a 
moth with wet wings. Hermione arched her back, resting her 
head on the back of the bed and parting her slim thighs 
wide. Her ass was on the edge of the cushion, and her legs 
extended to the floor. Her head turned from side to side, face 
tilted upward, features contorted by lust. 

Greedily gobbling on Hermione's tits and nipples. Daphne 
slid three stiff fingers up Hermione's cunt-hole and wriggled 
them about in that tight, slippery tunnel. Cunt-cream 
gushed out and seeped down into the crack of Hermione's 
trim little ass. 

Hermione's pussy jerked upward suggestively. "Daphne," 
she whispered, her voice husky with desire, "if you want me 
to cream in your mouth, you better go down on me soon. 
Otherwise, I'll come on your hand!" 



“Ooooh!” Daphne moaned, as wildly excited now as she had 
ever been at the prospect of sucking a prick. 

Her fingers pulled out of Hermione's fuck-hole and stroked 
up her cunt-lips and over her clit. More cunt-juice poured 
from that steaming grotto, lathering aver the dark brown 
girl's pussy and running down her thighs. 

Daphne gave Hermione's tits a last, loving slurp, then slid 
down onto the floor, kneeling between Hermione's parted 
thighs. She pulled her skirt up above her waist, so that her 
own cunt was readily accessible. 

Both creamy cunts were exposed to the eager eyes of the 
observer, one pussy dark, and one light, complementing 
each other perfectly. Hermione's cunt was like a midnight 
jungle, with a sluggish river running through it, and 
Daphne's was like a sunlit forest around a swamp. 

That double delight caused Harry to tremble, and his prick 
thrust out like a heat-seaking missile. He whipped his zipper 
down and his rock-hard cock shot from his jeans like an 
arrow. His cock was dragging his ass and hips forward. 
Groaning, he sank to his knees, struggling against the urge 
to rush in and join in the action - wanting to watch the girls 
at play first. 

Daphne leaned over Hermione's cunt and stared at her 
pussy for a few moments, like a glutton savoring the 
prospect of a feast, or a hungry child peering through the 
window of a bakery filled with creamy buns. 

She was licking her lips lasciviously, and her mouth was 
watering for her first taste of this witch's cunt. She could feel 
the fiery heat of Hermione's pussy waiting up, flushing her 
face. Her tongue pushed out, running with slobber, flicking 
at the air as if it were warming up for the exercise ahead. 



Turning her golden head, Daphne ran her tongue up the 
inside of Hermione's smooth thigh, lapping up the cunt-juice 
that had seeped down the dark brown girl's leg, and 
swallowing it like an hors d'oeuvre, whetting her appetite for 
the main course. 

Turning, she licked up the other leg and, at the junction of 
thigh and torso, ran her tongue up the crease, licking 
parallel with Hermione's cunt-slot, but not making contact. 
She teased Hermione, and herself every bit as much. 

“Oh, my Merlin! Suck my pussy, Daph!" Hermione gasped. 

She was being driven wild by that tongue flashing so close 
to her smoldering cunt. She was so hot that she thought 
Daphne's tongue might melt when it slid into her cunt-hole. 
She jerked spasmodically, pussy-nectar bubbling from her 
gaping slot. 

Daphne smiled at Hermione's desperate desire, playing the 
cunt-teaser. But it was a strained smile. Her lips were already 
starting to make little sucking motions, limbering up for the 
contact, and her tongue was as hot as her clit had ever 
been. 

She used her fingertips to spread Hermione's pink cunt-lips 
wide open, exposing the dark, inner folds all streaked with 
juice. Her breath panted in Hermione's gaping fuck-hole as 
her radiant face drew closer. Her tongue slid out and 
touched lightly against Hermione's frenzied clit, and 
Hermione jerked like a puppet on a string. 

“Lap me, Daph! Lap my cunt!" the witch cried. 


Daphne ran her tongue up Hermione's sodden cunt, 
between her rippling cunt-lips and over her clit. 



“Oooooh! Your cunt is fucking delicious!” she moaned. 


With that very first taste, Daphne knew that she had become 
a devout and confined cunt-sucker. She would never 
abandon pricks, certainly, but she knew that from now on 
she was going to suck every pussy that she got a chance to. 
An awful lot of her girlfriends were going to get lucky. 

She lapped up that soaking cunt again, and whimpered with 
the joy of it. She discovered that a girl needed no practice or 
training or previous experience. She knew just how to eat 
out a cunt by instinct, her technique perfected by the first 
slurp. 

Tilting her head from side to side, she licked each pliable 
pussy-lip in turn, then shoved her tongue as far up into 
Hermione's fuck-tunnel as it would go. Hermione's cunt- 
muscles contracted, sucking and dragging on Daphne's 
buried tongue. 

Daphne tongue-fucked Hermione's cunt-hole with fervor, 
cunt-juice soaking her tongue and causing her taste buds to 
tingle wildly. Her tongue splashed in and sloshed around in 
that sweet cunt, slurping out mouthfuls of cream. Her blonde 
tresses tumbled about as she tuned her face from side to 
side, flashing in from all angles. 

Harry could see Daphne's tongue sliding and dripping into 
Hermione's fuck-slot, and the sight was driving him wild with 
lust. He was tempted to rush in and sink his cock into 
Daphne's cunt, doggy-fashion, as she gobbled merrily on 
Hermione's pussy. He was so fascinated by watching the 
witches that he made no move to join in. 

Daphne had been using only her tongue up to the moment. 
Now she parted her lips and clamped them over Hermione's 



smoldering cunt slot, French kissing her pussy as if it were a 
bearded mouth. 


“Ummmm... ahhhhhh...” Daphne moaned. Cunt-juice poured 
past her lips and riled her mouth. Her cheeks hollowed in as 
she sucked and her lips turned outward over Hermione's 
soaking cunt. She seemed to be trying to inhale Hermione's 
cunt-juice right down into her panting lungs. 

Pussy-nectar trickled down both sides of her jaw, and her 
tongue was awash with the sweet slime. She sucked and 
swallowed, adoring it. Her head shook back and forth, as she 
rubbed her whole face around in that lathered pussy, 
coating herself with pussy-juice from chin to forehead. 

She clamped her lips over Hermione's fuck-slot again, like a 
suction cup to a clogged drain. She didn't think she could 
have stopped sucking if she wanted to. Her lips were glued 
to Hermione's pussy by a paste of saliva and cunt-juice. She 
panted up into Hermione's cunt, then inhaled, filling her 
mouth with another flood of spicy cream. 

Hermione was thrashing about wildly, ass churning on the 
edge of the bed, belly pumping, hips jolting like pistons. Her 
thighs clamped around Daphne's head in a velvet vise, then 
flew wide open again, giving Daphne full reign in her pussy. 
Her knees bent, and her feet bicycled in the air behind the 
blonde-haired girl's back. She was mauling her own tits and 
pulling at her nipples, reaching down from time to time to 
caress the back of Daphne's bobbing head. 

"Suck... suck... suck!" she whined. "Oh, Daph! Oh, Merlin! 
You're sucking my cunt inside out!" 

Daphne whimpered and sucked even harder, feeling 
Hermione's clit pulse in her lips. She swept her tongue over 



Hermione's throbbing clit then shot her tongue up the dark 
brown girl's fuck-hole. 

Hermione gazed down the arched plane of her belly, seeing 
her lover's raven-dark head framed under her dark brown 
cunt-mound and between her wide-spread thighs. 

Daphne stopped sucking for a moment, and used her nimble 
tongue to slurp all the way up Hermione's crotch, starting in 
the crack of her ass and ending in her cunt-bush. Her tongue 
rustied through the dark brown curls. She clamped her lips 
over Hermione's cunt again. 

"Cum, Mione! Cream for me! I'm hungry for your cum-juice!" 
Daphne pleaded, the words bubbling out into Hermione's 
cunt. Cream spilled out and Hermione wailed with the rising 
thrill. 

Daphne slid her hands around and grasped Hermione by the 
hips, tilting her higher, as if her pussy were a goblet that she 
was draining to the dregs. She gulped and gurgled as cunt- 
juice spilled into her mouth and ran down her greedy gullet 
in thick streams. 

The overflow from Hermione's cunt was getting hotter and 
thicker and more creamy air the while, as her cunt-juice 
turned to girl-cum, and she soared toward the peak. 

Shaking violently, ass and hips dancing wildly, the dark 
brown nymphette cried. "I'm gonna cream!" 

Daphne gasped with joy and her tongue shot up Hermione's 
melting cunt-hole. Hermione was vibrating so much that 
Daphne felt as if she'd shoved her tongue into an electric 
socket. The thrill of Hermione's cuming transferred itself to 
Daphne's tongue and shot down through her body, sparking 



her clit. Hermione shuddered with a spasm, and it ran like an 
electric current from Daphne's tongue down to her cunt. 

"Cum, Mione! Feed me!" Daphne gasped. "Cum... cum... 
cumming!" wailed Hermione. 

Hermione's clit detonated and her girl-cum flooded into her 
fuck-hole and poured out into Daphne's ravenous mouth in a 
milky tide. The flow was so heavy. Daphne felt like she was 
swallowing a slimy rope. 

She gulped the sweet nectar down hungrily, and sucked for 
more. She could feel each separate spasm of Hermione's 
cumming register in her throbbing clit and each of those 
spasms was followed immediately by another mouthful, 
becoming a bellyful as Daphne swallowed it down. 

Harry watched, in awe, as Hermione's dark brown pussy 
spilled its creamy load into Daphne's greedy mouth. His 
tongue had swollen up so much that it filled his mouth, a 
throbbing, bloated tongue yearning for a cunt to lap, 
desperate to be dipped into a creaming cunt. And his prick 
was like a thunderbolt. Cum seeped from his piss-hole and 
dribbled down his cock. 

Hermione moaned as the final wave flashed through her 
loins. She sank back along the bed, panting. Daphne kept on 
licking and sucking for awhile draining that succulent cunt, 
then lapped up the overflow from Hermione's ass and thighs. 

"Merlin, that was delicious," she sighed, raising her cum- 
soaked face and smiling blissfully. "I adore your cum-cream, 
Hermione!" 

She gave Hermione a speculative look and Hermione 
grinned. 



'That's a meal you awe me," said the naughty, dark brown 
gryffindor. 

Harry's hard cock felt like a redwood, rooting him to the floor 
as he kneeled by Daphne's for poster bed. He longed to join 
the girls, yet yearned to watch them misbehave some more. 

It was quite obvious that the naughty nymphs were not 
finished yet. Cunt-lapping was a mutual obligation and 
delight, and having seen how much Daphne had enjoyed a 
snack of cunt, Hermione was keen to be fed. 

Hermione lay sprawled out along the bed, thighs parted, 
well-sucked pussy exposed and tit-tips still stiff. There was a 
dreamy smile of contentment on her face, but across the 
tilted lips of that smile, the tip of her hungry tongue slid in 
moist anticipation. 

"Feed me, Daph," she whispered huskily. Daphne gave a 
little squeal of delight at that request. She had been afraid 
that once Hermione had gotten her rocks off, she might lose 
interest in the other half of the feast. Now that her greedy 
mouth was satiated. Daphne's cunt was burning. 

Daphne rose up from her knees and settled onto the bed, 
throwing one knee across Hermione and straddling the 
reclining, dark brown girl. Her plump tits swung saucily, and 
Hermione reached up to cup them in her hands, massaging 
and kneading the fat tits and puffing lovingly on the stiff 
tips. 

Daphne lowered her pussy and began to hump, rubbing her 
waking cunt against Hermione's tits. Her taut clit brushed 
against the dark brown girl's stiff nipples and cunt-juice 
flowed out heavily, seeping all over the slopes of her nubile 
tits. 



Hermione moaned and arched, shoving her tits up against 
Daphne's wet crotch and wriggling sensually. She gazed up 
into Daphne's lust contorted face and slid her tongue out 
invitingly. 

"Sit on my face, Daph," she whispered, her voice tremulous 
with desire. "Squat on my fucking mouth..." 

Daphne moaned, softly, moving higher up Hermione's slim 
torso. Her cunt hovered above Hermione's eager face, like a 
hawk circling over its prey. 

Hermione stared up into Daphne's open fuckhole and 
whimpered in anticipation, her tongue pushing out and her 
dark brown head tilted back like a baby bird waiting to be 
fed. She was drooling, and saliva flecked her lips and ran 
down from the corners of her open mouth on both sides. 

The naughty gryffindor was about to suck this slytherin 
cunt. She knew full well, even before the initial taste, that it 
wasn't going to be the last cunt she gobbled. Nothing, 
except maybe her bestfriend's prick and balls and Trace's 
pussy, had ever looked as delicious as the bushy, blonde 
cunt that was poised over her face. 

Her hands slid down from Daphne's tits, and she held the 
blonde beauty by the hips, gently pulling her pussy down. 
Daphne's magnificent thighs rippled with sinew as she 
lowered her foaming cast onto Hermione's slobbering moth. 
Hermione craned her neck, lifting her eager head nip to 
meet that descending pussy. Her tongue shot and fucked at 
Daphne's clit then slid into her open crack. 

"Ahhhh!" Daphne sighed. 

"Ummmm," Hermione purred, happy to find that this 
soaking, steaming cunt was as succulent as she had hoped. 



She dragged Daphne's cunt tight to her mouth, lapping and 
sucking. “Fuck my face, Daph!" she whimpered. 


Daphne began to grind her ass and hips, and pump her belly 
in a fucking motion, working her cunt onto Hermione's eager 
lips and tongue. 

Hermione, like Daphne, discovered that cunt-lapping came 
naturally to a horny witch. No experience was necessary. She 
opened her mouth wide, slurping on the nil of Daphne's cunt 
and swallowing the musky cream that flowed into her 
hungry mouth. 

Daphne jerked and wriggled, squirmed and churned, 
saddled on that pretty dark brown face and riding it joyfully. 
The witches were gazing into each other's eyes adoringly, 
loving each other for the pleasure that they were giving and 
receiving. 

Hermione moved one hand around the firm cheek of 
Daphne's ass, and began to finger her asshole, nudging up 
into that tight slot. Her other hand slid down Daphne's slim 
belly and fingered her throbbing clit. Then she shoved three 
fingers up Daphne's cunt-hole and began to finger-fuck her 
as she sucked her clit. 

“Oh... ohhhhh!" Daphne wailed. “Suck my fucking cunt, 
Mione! Suck me off and drink my girl-cum!" 

Hermione's tongue felt heavy in Daphne's fuckhole. Daphne 
didn't know which she loved more, getting sucked by that 
sweet mouth or sucking the dark brown girl's pussy. 

Daphne was starting to get hungry for more cunt-juice 
again, insatiable in her appetite. She saw that this was 
going to be a problem. A pleasant problem, but still a 
problem. As soon as her mouth had been satisfied, her cunt 



was on fire. As that cunt was taken care of, her tongue got 
hot again, in a never-ending circle. But the solution was 
obvious. They would have to sixty-nine. 

Daphne began to turnaround, never removing her cunt from 
Hermione's face. She revolved through half-circle and came 
into the position of inverted oral fucking. 

She bent down, and Hermione eagerly tilted her frothy cunt 
up to meet that descending face. Daphne buried her blonde 
head between the girl's sleek thighs, and staffed to mouth 
her cunt with fervor. Her ass jerked up and her head ducked 
down. She was sucking her own saliva out of Hermione's 
cunt and slobbering more into the hot slot at the same time. 

Daphne's tongue was as stiff and as fiery as her clit, the two 
ends of her body interchangeable. Her cunt was sucking on 
Hermione's tongue just like a greedy mouth, and her mouth 
was rippling like a cunt as she slurped and lapped at the 
dark brown girl's tasty pussy. 

“I love your cunt! I love your tongue! Oh, sweet, fucking 
Merlin... it's so fucking good!" Hermione gurgled. 

Harry was frantic as he watched, eyes flashing. He watched 
her girlfriend's tongue slide into his bestfriend's pussy, then 
watched Hermione lapping away at that blonde pussy. His 
gaze shifted, fascinated as he saw those two hot witches 
suck and be sucked. Daphne's cunt was a steaming swamp, 
flooding Hermione's lips, and Hermione's pussy was 
pumping cunt-cream out in torrents. 

"Cream me! Cream my mouth!" Hermione gasped as she felt 
Daphne's cunt ripple and begin to melt. "Oh, shit! Cum, 
Daphne I'm gonna cream again... come with me!" 



“Yeah... yeah... yeah!" Daphne wailed, grinding her ass 
wildly as she worked her fuck-hole onto Hermione's 
upturned face. 

Hermione was almost at the crest, her flow of cunt-juice 
getting hotter and thicker. 

Daphne raised her face out of Hermione's cunt for a 
moment, not wanting to make her cum until she, too, was at 
the peak. She stared at the feast below her, seeing the juice 
pour out from her smoldering slot. 

Her own pussy began to melt, and she clamped her hungry 
mouth onto Hermione's cunt again, sucking voraciously, 
ravenously. Waves of joy rushed across Daphne's loins and 
shot up her thighs, and her flashing tongue rippled in a wild, 
oral orgasm. Her spit poured out as heavily as her cunt-juice, 
flooding Hermione's already-sodden cunt. 

They jerked together in an inverted fucking motion, tit to 
belly and mouth to cunt, both of them adoring each end of 
the coupling equally, sucking and being sucked together in 
a rapture of sensation. Hermione had never known a thrill 
like this, and Daphne, far more experienced, was having the 
time of her life! 

“Cum... cumming... cum..." Hermione gurgled. 

“Yeah, I'm creaming!" cried Daphne, surging to the blissful 
crest at the same time Hermione's cunt melted in her mouth. 

They shared the thrill that whipped through them like an 
electric current, bonding them together at mouth and cunt- 
hole, forging their two nubile bodies into one double¬ 
headed, self-devouring creature. As Daphne sucked and 
swallowed a mouthful of sweet girl-cum, it seemed as if the 
jism were rushing right through her body and pouring from 



her own cunt, as if she were feeding Hermione's own cunt- 
cream back to her. 

“Ohhhhh!” Hermione wailed, hiking her ass up from the bed 
as she reached the very crest. Her spicy cum gushed out, 
and Daphne gulped it down with joy and fed the dark brown 
girl an equal dose. 

Hermione was still finger-fucking Daphne while she sucked 
on her clit but now she pulled her hand away, wanting to 
finish the job with her tongue. She lapped up that 
overflowing pussy-crater and her lips pulled on the slot, 
working like a suction pump as she milked Daphne off. Her 
tongue splashed into Daphne's soaked fuck-hole, and her 
own cunt sucked on Daphne's tongue, dragging that nimble 
lapper deeply into her cunt. 

They gyrated wildly, peaking again and again, swallowing 
cum-cream and feeding it out simultaneously. At the highest 
crest, both girls cried out with ecstasy. Then they began to 
slow down, still flowing and still licking and sucking. 

Drained, they snuggled up together, embracing in the 
inverted position. Daphne was panting with bliss as she 
cradled Hermione's pussy to her face, nibbling gently at her 
clit and licking at her cunt-folds. Hermione's hands were on 
Daphne's ass, holding her cunt close to her face. She was 
drenched with pussy-juice, her whole face soaked, and her 
dark brown hair matted with slimy strands of milky girl-cum. 

“Oh, that was wonderful!" Hermione purred, glowing with 
contentment, radiant with satisfaction. 

“Let's do it again," Daphne suggested. 

“Ummm... let's do it forever," Hermione sighed. 



But Harry could bear it no longer. Groaning, he took the 
invisibility cloak off him and hauled his hard cock upon the 
scene. His cock was so huge and hard that it looked more 
like a weapon than a loving device - a battering ram to 
break down doors or a bar to pry open a safe. The swollen 
wedge of his cock-head was glowing like the beacon atop a 
lighthouse. 

He walked around the bed and stood over the sixty-nining 
girls, his prick looming out. Daphne felt the heat of his cock 
on her ass. She raised her blonde head, looking up over her 
shoulder, and gave a little gasp when she realized that her 
boyfriend was there. He knew what she and Hermione were 
doing. 

But Harry looked anything but shocked or angry. He was 
grinning fiendishly, and his cock and balls were enormous. 
Daphne gave him an uncertain smile, not knowing if she 
should stop sucking Hermione's cunt or carry right on 
feeding. 

Hermione, still unaware of her bestfriend's has tahen the 
cloak off, jerked her cunt upward impatiently, wondering 
why Daphne had stopped licking her, and wanting that oral 
fucking to continue. Daphne raised her eyebrows and Harry 
nodded. She lowered her face into Hermione's pussy again, 
lapping and sucking with gusto, even hotter now that Harry 
had joined them. 

Harry kneeled on the bed behind Daphne's churning ass, 
holding his cock by the root. He gazed down, seeing his 
bestfriend's dark brown head working around in that golden¬ 
haired cunt, and hearing the moist, juicy sounds she was 
making as she sucked. 



He levered his prick down and thrust his loins out, shoving 
his cock-head into Daphne's pussy. 

Hermione felt the flaring cock push against her lips and 
opened her eyes, startled. All she could see was a set of 
bloated balls hanging over her face. And she knew very well 
who those belong to. She reached up and grasped Harry's 
balls, puffing them to one side, then grinned as she'd seen 
him. 

“How's it hangin?" he rasped. “Put my cock in her cunt!" 

Hermione moaned with passion. She wanted so much to 
suck that big prick again since she came here with him 
under his cloak. Now it was right there by her mouth, 
smoking hot and hard as a rock. 

Hermione slid her hand up from his balls and grasped his 
cock. His purple cock-tip ballooned in Daphne's fuck-slot, 
and globs of preliminary cum oozed from his piss-hole. 
Hermione shot her tongue out and lapped at his slimy cock, 
lusting for her bestfriend's tasty prick. 

“Yeah! Suck my cock, Mione!" he grated, humping into her 
mouth. 

Hermione's lips collared his cock-shaft just behind the knob 
and she nursed hungrily on his hot, sibling cock. Cum 
dribbled onto her tongue and her taste buds went wild with 
the succulence of his jism. 

She slid her lips down his cock, swallowing half of his prick 
and gulping more slime as his piss-hole trickled into her 
throat. How she loved her bestfriend's cum! His cum was, if 
anything, even more delicious than Daphne's cunt-juice. 
Hermione moaned, gorging herself on dripping cockmeat. 



“Put his prick up my cunt, Hermione!" Daphne wailed. “Oh, 
shit! I need a cuntful of his sweet prick!" 

Hermione drew her lips back up Harry's cockshaft, sucked on 
his drooling cock-tip for a moment, then pulled his cock, 
from her mouth. She turned her wrist, angling his cock-head 
into Daphne's fuck-slot. 

Harry shoved his belly out and his cock went into that 
soaking cunt. Daphne cried out with joy, and her tight cunt- 
muscles began to ripple and flutter, dragging Harry's long, 
thick cock into the core of her cunt. He grasped her hips and 
hauled her ass back as he shoveled all of his cock into her. 
Her cunt-lips were plastered around the hairy root of his 
cock and his balls were jammed to her pussy. 

Hermione began to lick those hairy balls greedily. She kissed 
and sucked them, feeling his hard balls shift, knowing that 
he was full of cum. 

Harry held all of his cock in Daphne's fuck tunnel, making 
his cock-muscles pulse and throb as her pussy-walls clung to 
his contours. Then, he slowly withdrew his cock from her 
steaming cunt. His thick cock-shaft pulled out, dragging her 
cunt-lips outward. His cock was soaked with her cunt-juice, 
and Hermione slurped on every precious inch, greedily 
gulping cunt-juice and cock-cum from his pounding cock. 

Harry groaned, and fed his cock into Hermione's mouth 
again, fucking through Hermione's willing lips en route to 
his girlfriend's cunt. His cock went back into Daphne's cunt 
slathered with Hermione's saliva. Hermione was sucking and 
licking on his cock and, as he buried it, mouthing his cum- 
bloated balls. 

Harry was in ecstasy, driven wild by the double thrill of his 
unfaithful girlfriend's cunthole and his naughty bestfriend's 



mouth. For a moment he really wanted to break up with her 
in that classroom, but he had given up all thoughts of 
canning Daphne very soon, because practicly he was deep 
inside Hermione. Even if the bitch sucked and fucked other 
guys, he just couldn't break up with a witch who gave him 
such pleasure - and sucked Hermione's cunt in the bargain! 

Harry humped on steadily, trying to make it last, but 
knowing that he was going to be able to cum countless 
times under the circumstances. 

“Fuck me, Harry! Suck me, Hermione!" wailed Daphne, the 
words muffled on her dark brown lover's cunt. 

Hermione parted her lips and clamped her mouth over 
Daphne's fuck-slot again, sucking that sweet grotto as 
Harry's cock went in and out of Daphne's cunt. 

The threesome was a fucking oiled machine. Daphne's 
tongue flashed up Hermione's cunt, then Harry's big prick 
vanished up Daphne's cunt-hole, sliding through Hermione's 
greedy lips as his cock sank in. 

Harry jerked spasmodically, pulling back. His flaring cock- 
head slipped out of Daphne's pussy and Hermione gulped 
his cock into her mouth, feasting on his slimy prick, savoring 
cunt-juice and cum. He shoved his prick back into Daphne's 
cunt, then pulled it out and stuck his cock into Hermione's 
mouth again, alternating between them. 

Harry fucked Hermione's mouth as if it were a cunt and 
Daphne's cunt sucked on his cock as if it were a mouth. He 
pushed his cock into Daphne's cunt all slathered with saliva 
and then into Hermione's mouth all drenched with steaming 
cunt-cream. 

“Ahhhh!" Daphne moaned. 



Harry fed her a deep stroke, a long, under slung thrust that 
rippled across her clit. 

“Ummmmm!” Hermione purred as he gave her a mouthful of 
succulent wet cock. 

Frantic with desire, Harry pulled out of Hermione's face and 
jammed into his girlfriend's pussy, missing the mark in his 
urgency. His slippery prick slid up into the crack of Daphne's 
tight little ass. 

His purple cock-tip nudged into her asshole. 

"Yeah! Yeah!" Daphne panted. "Fuck my ass!" 

Why not? thought Harry. He knew that her mouth had been 
unfaithful to him, and that her pussy had done the same, 
but he never tryed her shit-chute. And after seeing that 
spectacle in the classroom, he sure need it to have it. 

Harry hiked up on trembling thighs, aiming the head of his 
cock into her slender asshole. His cock-head throbbed 
against the puckered bud of her shit-hole. Daphne squirmed 
back against him invitingly, welcoming his cock into her ass. 

For a moment, Harry didn't think that his cock was going to 
fit up that snug hole. He shoved hard. His cock was too stiff 
to bend and he merely pushed her away. But then her 
assmuscles rippled and relaxed, and the triangular head of 
his cock pushed into her asshole. His cock-head vanished 
and her asshole collared his cock. 

Hermione was hungrily lapping at Harry's balls as they 
dangled down into Daphne's pussy, and Harry grasped 
Daphne by the hip bones and pulled her ass back as he 
slowly levered his huge cock up into her asshole. 



His cock-tip was the fattest part of his long, thick prick, 
forging a passage into her back door domain, blazing a trail 
that his cock-shaft could follow into that never explored by 
him territory. 

Hermione pulled Daphne's cunt-lips wide open and stuffed 
her bestfriend's swollen balls into the wet cunt, then 
clamped her greedy mouth over both of them, sucking 
joyfully. Her eyes were wide open as she watched Harry's 
prick vanish, inch by inch, into Daphne's shit-chute. 

Daphne squirmed and wriggled, seething with urgency, 
adoring her asshole full of prick. Her tight, back passage was 
working on his cock, pulling and sucking. 

“More! Shove it all up my ass!" Daphne wailed. 

Harry jerked in, and his cock sunk into her ass to the hilt, 
stretching her tiny brown bud wide around his thick prick. 

He held the full penetration for a few moments, loving the 
sensation of having all of his cock buried in her snug 
asshole, and letting Daphne thrill to the joy of having her 
guts stuffed by throbbing cock-meat. 

His prick was so deep, much deeper than Blaise's, and the 
hot blonde thought it might come out of her mouth. His 
cock-head felt like a lump of smoldering iron deep in her 
belly, and his rock-hard cock was levering and prying at her 
shit-tunnel. 

Harry began to fuck in and out of her shit slot rhythmically. 
Daphne shoved her ass back to meet his thrusts and her 
dark passage clung to his sliding cock, sucking and fucking 
him in her bowels. 

Hermione craned her neck and pushed her face up, licking 
at her bestfriend's prick as it came pulling out of Daphne's 



shit-hole, all tangy and spicy with the delicious flavor of 
Daphne's ass. His cock-head slipped out and Hermione 
engulfed it with her lips, savoring the scrumptious 
combination of cum and cunt-juice and asshole, all blended 
into one. She nursed him until his cock was glowing and 
glistening, then slid his prick back into Daphne's asshole. 

As he drew back, he was almost turning her asshole inside 
out... cum dribbled out of his weeping piss-hole and trickled 
down the crack of her ass. Hermione slurped up his cum as it 
poured into Daphne's cunt-slot. 

Harry knew that he was going to shoot his wad on the next 
few strokes if he stuck to the steady rhythm. But he wanted 
to prolong the pleasure. He pulled his cock out of Daphne's 
ass, breaking the rhythm. He shoved his prick into 
Hermione's mouth for, a single stroke, then shoveled it up 
Daphne's cunt-hole. He began to alternate, one thrust into 
each of the openings, giving his prick a moment to recede 
from the crest as he switched. 

Hermione was creaming in Daphne's eager mouth, inspired 
by the delicious feast she was savoring. She sucked on 
sweet cock-meat flavored by cunt-juice, then mouthed that 
throbbing cock again, all tangy from Daphne's asshole. As 
Harry fucked Daphne's shit-chute, Hermione sucked 
Daphne's cunt and lapped his balls. Then his prick sank into 
her mouth again, the cock-tip throbbing right down her 
throat, dribbling more delicious jism into her belly as she 
gulped it down voraciously. 

Daphne began to cream again, as well. Her fuck-hole 
overflowed onto Harry's balls and into Hermione's open 
mouth. 



“Cum... cum... cum!" She wailed, desperate to feel Harry's 
jism squirt into her twining ass. “Shoot up my asshole, Harry 
spurt your fuck-juice up my cunt! Flood me!" 

Daphne's ass churned wildly. Her cum-cream poured out in a 
deluge. Hermione sucked and swallowed and whimpered, as 
eager for her bestfriend's creamy load as Daphne was. 

Harry, gritting his teeth, fed a stroke up Daphne's asshole, 
then pumped his prick into her cunt. He pulled out and 
Hermione swallowed his slimy cock to the root. 

“Here it comes!" he gasped. 

He slammed into Daphne's fuck-hole as the first great burst 
of cock-cum spurted from his cock-head. He yanked his prick 
out and spurted a creamy wad into Hermione's mouth, then 
rammed his cock into Daphne's ass as a third stream 
deluged her bowels. 

He finished up in her shit-chute, grinding his prick into her 
and filling her guts with his jism. The cum overflowed her 
ass hole as his fat cock pumped in and out. Hermione 
gobbled her bestfriend's cum as it flowed into Daphne's 
melting cunt-slot, her own pussy dissolving as her orgasm 
endured. 

Gasping and panting, Harry slumped over Daphne's 
haunches. She shuddered under him, her pussy still 
creaming, drinking cunt-juice as fast as her own cunt spilled 
it out into Hermione's hungry mouth. 

Hermione grasped Harry by the balls, and began to pull his 
prick out of Daphne's shit-hole. For a moment, she thought 
they were stuck together. But then his drained, but iron hard 
cock slipped free. Hermione greedily sucked his cock into 



her mouth, slurping and swallowing, drinking all the 
combined slime from her bestfriend's cock. 

Hermione polished him to a luster, then leaned up and 
clamped her frothy lips over Daphne's asshole, sucking the 
cum from her guts. Her tongue slithered up that tight, little 
asshole as her lips slurped the puckered bud. Then she slid 
back down and opened her mouth wide, draining all of the 
cum and cunt-juice greedily out of Daphne's flooded fuck- 
hole. 

“Ummmm... yummy!" she sighed. 

Daphne had sprawled out, belly down, along the bed, her 
knees bent and her feet up. 

Harry stooped down and began to tongue her creamy 
asshole while Hermione gobbled her cunt. Despite his 
abundant cumming, his potent prick was still hard as a stone 
and his balls were already beginning to recharge 
themselves. 

He turned and bent over. 

"Do my asshole, Mione," he urged. 

Hermione gave Daphne's cunt a last, loving a slurp and 
turned to her bestfriend willingly. She spread the tight 
cheeks of his ass apart with her hands and licked up the 
crack, then fluttered her tongue against his shit-hole. 

With her tongue jammed up his asshole, she reached 
through his crotch and massaged his balls, then slid her 
hand up and began to his fat cock slowly up and down. 

"Give it to me in the mouth, Harry," she pleaded. "Let me 
drink your next load of fuck juice." 



Groaning, he turned to face her, his prick looming out at an 
upward angle. Already knowing what his cum tasted like, 
Hermione was eager to swallow more of it right out of his 
cock and balls. She leaned in and licked his swelling balls, 
then began to lap his cock-shaft. She sucked the underside 
of his cock-tip, then tilted her face down and took his meaty 
cock between her lips. Harry cradled her dark brown head 
with both hands, fucking slowly into her mouth and staring 
down at her open lips, thrilled to the core by having 
Hermione suck his cock. His balls swung in and slapped her 
under the chin as he pumped almost all of his long cock 
down her throat. 

Daphne curled around, watching the gryffindors suck with 
interest, thrilled by being a party to so much fun. Tits 
bouncing, she slid over and began to lick around the rim of 
the blow-job, adding to Harry's pleasure. She lapped at his 
balls and tongued his cock as he pulled it out of Hermione's 
mouth, then licked Hermione's lips as they spread and 
pushed back dawn towards her bestfriend's ballooning tails. 

Hermione generously pulled her lips off Harry's cock-head 
and let Daphne suck on his flaring cock for a few delicious 
moments. She was his girlfriend, after all, and deserved a 
mouthful. But Hermione reckoned that being his bestfriend 
before Daphne took precedence to a girlfriend when it came 
to swallowing her bestfriends' joy-juice, and she leaned in 
again. 

Cheek to cheek with Daphne, golden tresses and dark brown 
curls tangling together, the cock hungry witches shared 
Harry's cock. He fucked into one mouth, then the other, 
giving each a solitary thrust and prolonging his cumming by 
not falling into the steady rhythm that would have spilled 
his rocks. 



A succulent hint of cum dribbled from his piss-hole and slid 
onto Hermione's tongue. She savored it, whimpering. 

Turning to Daphne, she French kissed the blonde-haired 
beauty, letting her suck Harry's cum from her tongue. 

Harry humped, stabbing his cock-head between their lips as 
they kissed and they shared his cock between them, sucking 
on his fat prick and licking it with their hot tongues. More 
jism flowed from his piss-hole, all frothy and thick, and each 
hungry witch lapped some of it up and swallowed it down 
with glee. 

Harry's cock was in Hermione's mouth again, plunging in 
deeply. Hermione gurgled and gulped. Her sweet lips pulled 
up his cock and streams of quick silvery cum ran down as his 
piss-hole continued to weep. Daphne used her slurping 
tongue to gather the cum while Hermione nursed on his fiery 
cock-head, coaxing more cum out. 

He switched across and fed Daphne a mouthful. Her lips slid 
down to the hilt of his cock, then drew back up, turning 
outward as she sucked at his thick cock-shaft. Hermione 
licked his balls, then ducked down, and sucked on Daphne's 
tit-tips for a moment. Cum ran down Daphne's chin as it 
overflowed from her lips, and a creamy cascade soaked into 
her cleavage. Hermione tongued it up from between 
Daphne's tits, then slid up to take her turn on Harry's cock 
again. 

Side by side, the naughty witches went fingering fucking 
cunt as they shared Harry's dripping cock. 

"Cum in our mouths," Hermione moaned. 

"Yeah, Mione! Milk me off!" he gasped, surging towards the 
crest. 



Harry placed a hand behind Hermione's dark brown head, 
holding her face to his cock, and began to hump steadily 
now. His cock-head clogged her throat and she gagged, then 
gurgled with joy as he withdrew his cock and she sucked 
through every lovely inch. 

Daphne knew that Harry was going to blow his wad into 
Hermione's mouth. Although she envied Hermione that 
succulent load, she was thrilled to think that the dark brown 
nymphette was about to swallow her own bestfriend's 
steaming fuck-juice. After all, it was only fair to her 
boyfriend to do the same thing with his bestfriend that she 
did with her bestfriend. Her tongue slurped on his cock and 
balls as he withdrew, then licked at Hermione's lips as she 
engulfed him to the root again. 

“Shoot in her fucking mouth!" Daphne urged. “Fuck your 
bestfriend's mouth just like a cunt-hole!" 

“Unghhh... umpfff..." Hermione gasped as Harry's smoking 
hot cock jammed down her gullet. 

“Oh! Now, Mione! Swallow my slime!" Harry wailed. 

Hermione whimpered and pushed her lips down his cock- 
shaft as he fucked in. His first spurt slammed into her throat, 
and she gulped it down with joy, drawing back up his cock 
so that his second creamy geyser skimmed over her tongue. 
She had the delight of tasting the succulent cum as well as 
swallowing it. As she sucked cum from his cock, creamy 
streams overflowed her pursed lips and ran down his prick, 
giving Daphne a chance to lap up her share greedily. 

Harry's potent prick was going off like a fire extinguisher, 
but the thick foam was doing anything but quenching the 
fire that raged in his horny bestfriend's mouth and pussy. 



The more cum Hermione drank, the more she wanted. She 
gorged herself on his cock-meat and gulped down the cock- 
cum voraciously. Her dark brown head bobbed up, and down 
frantically as she swallowed her bestfriendly ball-juice and 
coated him with her slobber. She whined and whimpered for 
more, and Harry fed her more, great torrents of thick jism 
pouring down her gullet. 

He gasped as the last squirt shot from his pisshole, followed 
by a few tiny trickles. Hermione tuned greedily on his cock- 
head, milking out every last nugget of cum. Daphne tongue 
up and down his cock and swallowed the overflow. 

Harry stopped humping and stood, shuddering, this cock 
still jammed till Hermiones mouth. His cock softened slightly 
and started to shrink, but Hermione continued to suck and 
lick. After a few moments, her bestfriend's prick began to 
swell and harden again, a new erection building up without 
ever having left her mouth. 

“Let me drink his next load, Hermione," Daphne rasped, her 
appetite whetted by the overflow she'd lapped up. 

But Hermione shook her head, twisting his cock from side to 
side as she did so. 

She sucked him until his cock was rock-hard again, then 
pulled her cum-soaked lips away from his cock-tip. She 
flattered her tongue against the underside of his cock-head 
and made in flare. 

“I wanna get fucked," she moaned, her eyes glowing, then 
rolled onto the bed, opened her thighs wide, and began to 
kick her feet about. She knew the joy of getting well fucked 
by him and the nubile witch craved that joy again. 



Cunt-juice was fairly spewing from her open pussy, and 
Harry leaned down to tongue-fuck her for a tasty moment as 
Hermione stroked the back of his head encouragingly. But, 
although his tongue was a wonderful device, the horny 
gryffindor witch wanted to get screwed now. 

“Give me some fucking prick!" she cried. Harry's head came 
up and his cock pushed out. Without any manual guidance, 
he aimed his cock at her cunt and pushed his cock-tip into 
her soaking pussy. He pumped his cock-muscles vigorously, 
and his fat cockhead throbbed in the entrance to her 
steaming fuck-hole. 

"Oh!" Hermione wailed. "Oooooh..." 

He rubbed his cock-head against her frenzied clit, up and 
down through her open slit, as her cunt-lips massaged his 
cock. 

"Shove that big fucker up me!" she panted. Harry groaned, 
and began to inch deeper up her suction cup of a cunt-hole. 
His cock-head it vanished and her hairy cunt-lips collared his 
cock, puffing and dragging him deeper. With half of his cock 
buried in her, Hermione felt hertunel yield - and wanted 
more! 

"Give me more, Harry... give me all of it!" she pleaded. 

His hands rasped her by the hips, fingers curling around the 
cheeks of her ass. Bracing his knees on the floor, he 
shoveled his prick in her cunt to the hilt. His balls were 
jammed to her ass and her cunt-lips were plastered around 
the hairy root of his cock. 

"Oh, Merlin! It's so good!" Hermione wailed, feeling her cunt 
stuffed again, and adoring it. Her eyelashes fluttered and 
her lips parted in a soft moan of bliss. 



Harry held his cock in her cunt and ground it about without 
starting the humping motion yet. He was thrilled by her 
fuck-hole. Hermione's pussy was tight, clinging to his cunt, 
and the naughty waitch knew very well how to use her cunt- 
muscles to suck on his prick. 

He bent down and lapped at her plump, saucy tits, sucking 
her nipples between his lips and nursing hungrily, adding a 
new dimension to the thrill that was raging through 
Hermione's body. 

Hermione arched, hooking her thighs around his flanks and 
locking her heels behind his ass. His cock-head flared deep 
in her guts and she cried out with joy, anticipating what it 
would be like when his fat cock began to flood her fuck-hole 
with jism as her own creamy climax gushed out. 

“Pump it in me!" she gasped. “Shovel your sweet cock into 
me and fill my cunt with your slime!" 

Harry groaned and drew out slowly, until his cock-head was 
in her cunt and slimy cock throbbed between them. Then he 
fed his cock up her cunt-hole again, sinking balls deep into 
her sibling cunt. 

Hermione gyrated and churned as the friction built up. She 
whipped her ass and hips about, matching her bestfriend's 
vigorous strokes, slamming down on his cock. 

“Fuck... fuck... fuck!" she panted as he pushed his prick into 
her with lusty thrusts. “Hammer my cunt, Harry! Oh, shit! 
Fuck my ass off, love! Fuck my cunt to jelly!" 

Harry rammed in furiously, his prick swelling with every 
stroke. He was happy that he'd already cum so many times 
today, so that he could prolong the joy of this steaming fuck 



before he reached the magic crest and pumped his cum into 
his wanton bestfriend. 

Although she yearned for his sweet scum load, Hermione 
was glad that Harry was not going to shoot prematurely - 
that her this fuck would be a long one. 

His balls swung in and slapped against her up thrust ass, 
splashing in the cunt-cream that had seeped down into her 
ass-crack. Her thighs tightened and relaxed, drawing him in, 
then letting him pull out, as she made a hallow cup of her 
belly and arched deeply under him. 

Her heels drummed on his ass, then slid down to rub against 
his balls. Their pubic thickets tangled together as he 
jammed tight to her pussy. Her soaked cunt hole was 
sucking on his cock so hungrily that he had to yank hard in 
order to withdraw, puffing her distended pussylips against 
his cock. 

Pearly cunt-juice seeped out around the rim of her fuck-slot 
as his cock stuffed her cunt. She began a prolonged 
cumming, wave after wave of pure ecstasy flashing through 
her pussy. 

“I'm creaming!" she wailed. 

Harry slammed his cock in faster and harder, pumping her 
cunt to the peak. 

Daphne was observing this coupling with fascination, belly 
down, chin cradled in her hands, eyes glowing. She wished 
that she was the one being fucked now. She slid closer, belly 
down, behind Harry's jerking ass. She began to flash her 
tongue against his balls as they swung back, embellishing 
the fuck as she licked around the edges. 



Meaty balls were dripping with pussy-juice as she lapped at 
them. She reached in and spread her hand over Hermione's 
cunt, feeling Harry's slippery cock pump in and out. She 
raised her head and drew her slurping tongue up through 
the crack of Harry's ass and dipped it into his shit-hole. 

“Unghhh! Daph's licking my asshole," he grunted, jerking 
his cock to Hermione and tightening his ass-muscles on 
Daphne's probing tongue. "Yeah! Shove your tongue right 
up my shit-chute!" 

"Ooooh... ream him out, Daph!" Hermione wailed 
encouragingly, loving all the naughty embellishments, 
adoring the fringe benefits of the threesome. 

Daphne whimpered, slobbering into Harry's shit-hole, then 
sucking her saliva back out. She slid down to lick his balls 
some more. His balls were rolling like bowling ball, solid with 
his heavy load, and sweet to her taste buds. 

"Shoot up me, love!" cried Hermione, her prolonged 
cumming driving her wild. She was at the very crest now, 
and yearned to feel his fuck-juice flood her melting cunt- 
hole. 

Harry was near the peak, as well, fired up by Daphne's 
nimble tongue, as well as Hermione's cunt. He jerked his 
cock into her violently, and Daphne felt his balls explode 
between her lips. 

"He's gonna cream!" she cried. 

"Yeah! Yeah, feed it to me!" Hermione gasped, heaving her 
ass up from the bed as his cockhead plunged into the very 
core of her cunt and he hosed her with his steaming hot win. 



“I love it! Love it...” the dark brown wailed, feeling his fuck- 
juice splash into her, and creaming again and again. 

Grinding into Hermione, Harry emptied his balls into her 
cunt in spurt after spurt, filling her so full that she felt like 
an inflatable doll being pumped up. His thick jism was 
slashing around in her belly, and pouring from her cunt each 
time he whipped his prick into her. 

Daphne licked and sucked on his balls as they slowly 
drained and shrank against her lips. She felt the last spurt 
shoots out from his rippling balls, and they collapsed. 

Harry moaned and slumped over Hermione, his head on her 
tits. Hermione continued to pump her pussy up and down on 
his prick. She ground out the last, sweet spasms of her juicy 
cumming, her girl-cum oozing into the sea of cum that Harry 
had flooded her with. 

”Ummm... fucking is wonderful!” she purred. 

Harry drew his cock slowly from her cunt. His cock had gone 
limp, and as his cock-tip pulled free, it bobbed up and down. 

Hermione's cunt-slot remained open in a wide oval, and 
foaming cream poured from her. As Harry rolled aside. 
Daphne leaned in and clamped her mouth on Hermione's 
well-creamed cunt and began to hungrily suck the mingled 
juices from her. 

Hermione was gazing wistfully at her bestfriend's spent 
prick and shriveled balls, enjoying Daphne's mouth, but 
wanting more prick. She was insatiable in her desire, now 
that she had started to screw. 


"I hope you can get it up again,” she sighed. 



“I ain't sure," he croaked, giving his cock a tentative hand- 
stroke and getting no reaction. "I already shot a gallon." 

"Ooooh... I need more fucking!" Hermione moaned. 

"So do I!" Daphne whimpered, envying Hermione's well- 
serviced cunt as she sucked the fuck-juice from Hermione's 
pussy. 

Then her eyes widened, and she raised her head and 
grinned. 

"I'll be right back," she promised, bouncing lithely of the 
four poster bed and walking quickly to her school trunk. 

Harry and Hermione exchanged a puzzled glance. 

"Maybe she's gonna call Blaise and invite him over," 
Hermione speculated, then with a naughty grin, she added: 
"Shit! Maybe she's gonna call all the slytherin house!" 

Harry scowled, not at all liking the idea of sharing Hermione 
and his girlfriend in a gangbang. He began to yank at his 
limp prick, trying his best to get his cock hard again. 

Hermione slid over, and sucked his soft cockhead between 
her lips, nursing lovingly as she tried to help his cock stiffen. 
His cock was delicious, flavored by her cunt-hole, but the 
wizard was drained so dry that even Hermione's mouth was 
having little effect on him. His prick rippled and twitched, 
but refused to rise. Why couldn't they have around a 
stamina potion? 

But soon Daphne came back to the bed, smiling - and 
Hermione gasped. 


Daphne was wearing a muggle rubber prick! 



Hermione thought it was tremendously erotic to see the 
nubile, sexy slytherin witch with a huge, rubber cock 
harnessed to her haunches and jutting up toward her plump 
tits. The androgynous girl-boy image caused her to grin 
lasciviously. But how had Daphne found that kind of dildo? 

The sultry beauty crossed the room, her tits bouncing, and 
the fat fuck-rod looming before her belly, swaying and 
jerking with her stride. Hermione was happy to have another 
stiff cock, and Harry was pleased that she hadn't summoned 
anyone else, not at all jealous of the dildo. 

Daphne stood before them and began to frig the rubber 
cock, her ass jerking as she fucked the dildo through her 
hand. She put on a little exhibition for Hermione and Harry, 
by simulating a jerk off. She brushed the cock-head against 
her tits and her pussy squirmed in the leather harness. 

“Gee, where'd you get that?" Hermione asked. 

“Oh... a very good friend in Hogsmeade," Daphne giggled. 

“Oh. Wow!" Hermione squealed, reaching out to fold her own 
hand around the hard, rubber cock. 

Hermione happily anticipated the aimless, but hot, friction- 
fuck that Daphne could throw into her with the dildo. She 
stroked down to the hilt, then cupped Daphne's cunt as the 
rubber cock-head loomed up before her radiant face. 

Daphne was shoving the dildo into Hermione's face, and 
Hermione took the cock-tip into her mouth and sucked. 

“Ummm, tastes nice," she purred. “You must have shoved it 
up your cunt before you strapped it on, huh?" 



Daphne nodded, grinning. Her trim, little ass humped, and 
she fucked deeper into Hermione's willing mouth, tilting the 
dark brown's head back. 

Hermione lapped down the long, thick, veined cock, giving 
Daphne's bushy cunt-mound a lick at the root. She slurped 
back up, then licked down again, and shot her nimble 
tongue out against Daphne's taut, vibrant clit. 

"Wanna fuck me. Daphne?" she asked. 

"Yeah, and then you can fuck me!" 

Harry's cock was reacting to this scene, starting to swell and 
stiffen again. But now he was in no hurry to get another 
hard-on, eager to watch bestfriend and girlfriend throwing 
rubber fucks into each other's steaming cunt. 

Hermione gave the fuck-rod another slurp, and then Daphne 
kneeled down between the dark brown nymphette's sleek 
thighs. Hermione slid to the edge of the bed and tilted her 
cunt upward eagerly. 

Daphne rubbed the rubber cock against Hermione's cunt- 
mound, then slid it up through her cleavage. She bent down 
to suck on Hermione's stiff tit-tip as she shoved the dildo 
into the hallow of Hermione's throat. 

Hermione was squirming in anticipation, knowing that 
although the dildo couldn't cream in her, she was damned 
well going to get her own racks off while sexy Daphne 
slammed the dildo into her. 

Daphne pulled down and fitted the fat tip of the false prick 
into Hermione's smoldering cunt. She began to inch the 
dildo into the dark brown witch's pussy. Her full round tits 



swung over Hermione's belly as she slowly fed that 
masculine cock into her. 

“Ohhh! It's fucking huge!" Hermione squealed, her slim hips 
pistoning as she humped under Daphne. 

"Rub your tits on mine!" Daphne whispered. Hermione 
arched up and the naughty witches began to grind their fat 
tits together, taut nipples brushing. They kissed each other 
on the lips, then took turns sucking tit, while the massive 
rubber cock was sliding deeper up Hermione's fuck-hole. 

It was buried to the hilt, and Hermione wailed, filled even 
fuller and deeper than her bestfriend had stuffed her. She 
felt as if she were losing a second, deeper cherry as the dildo 
probed the core of her cunt and stretched the tight tunnel 
around its bulk. 

"Fuck me. Daphne! Fuck me hard!" she cried. Daphne began 
to shovel the prick in and out fast and firmly, her sweet ass 
grinding. As she pumped in, the cheeks of her heart-shaped 
ass parted, revealing the bud of her shit-hole. Her streaming 
cunt was exposed as she humped. 

Harry's prick was hard by this time, and he was eyeing 
Daphne's back hole and cunt, wondering if he should fuck 
her asshole, give her a doggy-fuck while she screwed 
Hermione, or knee beside them and let them both suck his 
prick... 

Well, he finaly decided on all of them... 

Tracey came back to her dormroom after midnight. She 
wondered where Daphne has been. She knew her roommate 
has come back today, because has seen her cloak on her 
bed. Then, when she meet up with Blaise at the ball, her 
friend confirmed it. But, he was looking for her too. So where 



she was? She didn't see Harry too. Well, maybe, they were 
some where doing something. That could understand. She 
couldn't wait to meet her and have a very good long talk 
with her. 

She entered the dormroom and looked at Daphne's bed and 
saw that the drapes were drown. That usualy meant that her 
bestfriend went to sleep. Well, that talk could wait until 
morning. Humming, she started to undress and finaly went 
to bed, sleeping as fast as she touched the pilows. 

It was maybe a few hours later that a door opened on it's 
own and two disheveled and invisible gryffindors got out... 


Chapter 5 - Next Morning (Harry/Daphne, Harry/Hermione) 

“And since this is a day for new experiences..." Daphne 
purred, leaving the sentence teasingly unfinished for the 
moment. She leaned closer. Her nipples lightly touched the 
front of Tracey's blouse. The contact of tits against tits was 
electrifying for the lusty blonde witch. 

“Aaaaaaaaaaa... what?" Tracey hands hung limply at her 
sides. There was apprehension in her dark brown eyes and 
she was trembling softly. Daphne had never behaved like 
this before. Daphne, Tracey knew, was a wild, free-spirited 
witch, but she had never before acted quite this way. 

Daphne was frightened that her friend would reject her, but 
the desire for new experiences, the need to feel young, 
tender, feminine flesh against her own pushed her on. 

“I know you like my boyfriend a great deal." As Daphne 
spoke, her fingertips caressed Tracey's cheeks. Her lips 
nearly touched Tracey's. “And I know that you've been 
denying yourself the pleasure that you should share with 




him. But we're going to change that. We're best friends, and 
we're going to share something very special with each 
other." 

Daphne kissed Tracey's narrow mouth very softly. Tracey 
tried to back away, but the wall stopped her from moving 
very far. She raised her hands to push Daphne away, and 
when she did she inadvertently placed her hands over 
Daphne's tits. 

"Oh, yesss!" Daphne cooed sultrily, quickly placing her 
hands immediately over Tracey's to keep them on her fiery 
tits. "I want to feel your hands on me!" 

Daphne forced Tracey's fingers to press more deeply into her 
tits. The burning sensation coming from her throbbing 
nipples was very strong, much stronger than Daphne ever 
imagined it would be. 

"What are you doing?" Tracey asked. 

Tracey's voice trembled as she spoke. She could feel the 
heat and firmness of Daphne's tits against her palms. The 
nipples were hard and Tracey could tell that her friend was 
really turned-on. Tracey wanted to pull her hands away from 
Daphne's tits, but she couldn't force her hands to do what 
her mind commanded. 

"I'm going to fuck with you," Daphne replied softly. 

Sensing that she did not have much time, thinking that if 
she ever allowed Tracey to ponder what was happening she 
would try to stop it. Daphne pressed on. When she kissed 
Tracey's luscious, sensual mouth a second time, there was 
fire in the kiss. Daphne nibbled wildly on Tracey's lips, then 
forced her tongue between her lips and into Tracey's mouth. 



“Mmmmm!'' Daphne moaned, holding Tracey's face in her 
hands as she kissed her hungrily. 

Daphne's tongue pushed deep into the witch's mouth. Their 
tongues darted together, dancing with one another, tasting 
and touching, turning each other on. 

Tracey turned her face away from Daphne. "Stop it," the 
witch whispered breathlessly. "Please, Daphne, this isn't the 
type of friends that we are!" 

Daphne was undaunted. She was too lusty, too ready for a 
new experience to allow Tracey hesitation put her off. Her 
hands slipped down from Tracey's face until she tenderly 
curled her fingers around the luscious swell of her friend's 
tits. Daphne rubbed her palms against Tracey's nipples, and 
even through her friend's blouse and bra, she could feel her 
tit-tips were hard and swollen with excitement. 

"Don't," Tracey whispered. "Please don't!" Daphne kissed 
the smooth arch of Tracey's neck, letting the tip of her 
tongue play out briefly to taste the silky skin. The taste of 
Tracey inflamed her senses. Baring her teeth, she lightly 
nipped the skin, making Tracey squirm with building passion 
despite her hesitation. 

"Don't fight me on this," Daphne cooed softly, her hands 
roaming freely over Tracey's tits. "You need relief. You need 
satisfaction. You're no different than I am, Tracey, no matter 
how hard you try to convince yourself otherwise." 

Daphne pushed one hand up Tracey's blouse. When she 
touched a tit through the sheer bra, Tracey gasped loudly 
and her body flinched. Daphne placed her mouth over her 
friend's, kissing her deeply as her fingers played around and 
over her firm mounds of tit-flesh. 



“I never thought I'd ever be able to touch you like this," 
Daphne purred. 

She pinched Tracey's nipple through her bra and the 
redhead's body jerked again at the exciting sensations that 
jolted her. Daphne slipped her left arm around Tracey's neck, 
forcing her tingling tits to press against Tracey's. Daphne 
kissed Tracey's mouth demandingly. At the same time, her 
right hand went down from the firm tit that warmed her 
palm to the pleasantly rounded swell of her ass-cheek. 

"I want to lick your pussy," Daphne whispered, squeezing 
her friend's ass. "And I'm going to do that whether you want 
me to or not!" 

With her hands on Tracey's shoulders. Daphne sank down to 
her knees on the dormroom floor, pulling Tracey with her. 
When they were facing the other, both on their knees. 
Daphne gently but insistently pushed Tracey back. Daphne 
followed her friend's movement and in seconds her body 
was pressing down upon Tracey. 

"I've got to taste you," Tracey whispered. "I've got to taste 
every single part of you!" 

Daphne pushed Tracey's blouse above her tits, then 
unhooked the clasp of her friend's bra. Very slowly she 
peeled the bra's cups away from the round, hard-nippled 
tits. When she saw them. Daphne purred with excitement. 

"Lovely," Daphne cooed, then wrapped her lips around 
Tracey's left nipple. 

Daphne sucked hungrily on her friend's tits, leaving a moist 
trail of saliva from one nipple to the other. She enjoyed the 
fact that Tracey's tits were larger than her own, and that her 
areolas were larger and a darker shade of brown. 



As she sucked on the hard, tingling nipples. Daphne's hands 
were busy unsnapping Tracey's jeans and pulling the zipper 
down. When she had opened the pants sufficiently, she 
slipped to the side of Tracey's body and stuffed her hand 
inside her tight-fitting jeans. 

The heat of Tracey's pussy and the moisture of it were 
evidence of her lust. Feeling that her friend's cunt was hot 
and wet made Daphne's mind soar with excitement. She 
worked her fingers inside the elastic waistband of the 
panties Tracey had on, her fingertips pushing through the 
curly thatch of hair that surrounded her friend's pussy. 

"I knew you needed this," Daphne whispered triumphantly, 
squirming atop Tracey's body. "I've got to do this... Trace." 

Daphne kissed her friend's stomach. She traced the outline 
of her ribs with the tip of her tongue, then licked inside 
Tracey's navel. When she did this, Tracey sucked her 
stomach in. 

"I've got to taste you," Daphne repeated. 

Moving down Tracey's body. Daphne grabbed the witch's 
jeans and started tugging them past the swell of her hips. 
Daphne was surprised when Tracey raised her hips slightly 
to assist in the process. It was the first sign that Tracey 
wasn't entirely angry about what was happening. 

After pulling Tracey's jeans and panties down her legs. 
Daphne cast the garments across the room, as though they 
were somehow distasteful to her now. Then, sitting on the 
backs other toils, she took a moment to look down at 
Tracey's succulent, erotic body. 

"You're very beautiful," Daphne whispered. "I can see why 
my boyfriend would want to fuck you." 



“What?” Tracey said surprised, her eyes closed as she lay on 
her back. “When did he tell you that?” 

“Well... he never told me that... but the way he is looking at 
you sometimes...” 

“Daph... what has gotten in you?” 

“He did... last night... a lot of times...” 

“I knew you sneaked some place to fuck your brains out...” 

“I never sneaked... he did...” 

“What?” 

“He fucked me for hours on my bed... and Hermione was 
there to... did you knew that those two gryffindors were 
fucking?” 

Tracey didn't answer. 

“You knew? Trace you were suposed to be my bestfriend... 
what the fuck... since when you knew?” 

“Well... after you went home, Harry didn't come down to the 
Great Hall one morning and I kind of went to look for him 
and find out if something happened to him... and I kind of 
saw them... you know... I would have told you, but we never 
talked since you came back...” 

“Well... it was bound to happen... they were preaty close 
and bestfriends... after all, it did happen to me and Blaise... 
and me and him were bestfriends forever...” Daphne 
mumbled more to her self, but Tracey heard every thing. 


“What? When did that happen?” asked Tracey. 



“Oh... that? Yesterday..." 


“Ok, Daph... I don't understand anything... start from the 
begining..." 

“Yesterday, after I came back, Harry gave me a fuck in the 
second floor bathroom, but I kind of needed more and I 
caught Blaise looking at me in that way... you know, I told 
you about it... and we kind of sneaked in some unused 
classroom and we did IT... then, when I was getting ready to 
go to the ball, Hermione payed me a visit... and she told me 
she saw me fucking Blaise. At first I though she was the only 
one that saw me from some window or something, but the 
sneaky little bitch was there... under Harry's invisibility 
cloak... with him... fucking each other... when I was fucking 
Blaise... anyway, when Hermione came here and she didn't 
come alone... my cheating boyfriend came here under his 
invisibility cloak and saw me and Hermione in a sixtynine... 
well, what can I say... we were still fucking when you came 
back..." 

“Merlin's balls... did you caught up on a week of 
nofucking..." 

“Your telling me?" 

“So what got into you this morning that you practicly 
streaped me?" 

“Well... I knew you kind of have a thing for Harry..." 

“And now you want me fuck him or what?" 

“Well... do you?" 

“Well..." 



That was when Daphne stretched her slender body out over 
Tracey's again, not waiting for her bestfriend to tell her the 
rest. Their naked tits pressed together, and the heat of 
satiny skin against skin was thoroughly electrifying for the 
witches. 

They kissed with open mouths, tongues darting and probing, 
flashing back and forth as Daphne's hands explored her 
friend's body. Tracey, for her part, returned Daphne's 
passionate kisses but did not touch her with her hands, even 
though the contact of their tits pressing firmly against each 
others was as erotic as anything Tracey had ever felt. 

"Your body turns me on so much!" Daphne whispered, 
working her way slowly down the front of Tracey's body once 
again, pausing to lick and tease the aroused flesh with her 
tongue, lips and teeth. "Everything about you is exciting!" 

Daphne pushed Tracey's legs apart. She stretched out on the 
floor, her tits scraping against the carpet to send tingles 
through her body. Squirming a little, she wrapped her arms 
around Tracey's thighs, raising the witch's knees and 
spreading them to avail the pink-lipped pussy to her 
mouth's attention. 

Pausing a moment. Daphne took the time to look at Tracey's 
pussy. She saw, there at the top of her pussy between the 
delicate folds of her cunt-lips, her clit. To see Tracey's tiny 
clit pulsing was extremely exciting for Daphne. 

A low, almost animalistic purr came from Daphne. She 
brought her mouth to Tracey's pussy and without any 
formality at all stuffed her tongue between the witch's tight 
cunt-lips. 

"Awwwww!" Tracey gasped. 



Tracey arched her back, unconsciously forcing her pussy to 
mash more severely to her friend's mouth. Her narrow, 
sensual mouth opened wide but she remained silent as the 
most erotic feelings she had ever thought possible began 
bursting inside her. And all she could think about was the 
fact that her devilishly beautiful friend was licking her pussy 
and tongue-fucking her! 

Daphne moaned, her head pushed far back on her shoulders 
by Tracey's feverish, frantic movements. Sticking her tongue 
as deeply into Tracey's cunt as far as she could. Daphne felt 
her own cunt flexing, pulsing, contracting, getting hotter 
and more hungry for passion. 

The smell of Tracey's pussy was like an aphrodisiac for 
Daphne. She dragged her tongue through Tracey's cunt-lips, 
sucking lovingly on the feathery petals of her pussy, 
wanting to drink up every single drop of pussy-juice that 
oozed out. 

"Oh! Oh, yessss! Ohhh! Awwww!" Tracey moaned and 
gasped, her skin feeling like she was being shocked with 
electricity. Daphne's probing tongue was turning her on, 
making her feel more alive than she had ever felt before. 

Daphne pushed down on Tracey's hips, forcing her friend to 
lay flat on the floor once again. She pushed her right hand 
up Tracey's silky body until she felt the swell of one beautiful 
tit. Then, very softly, she began pinching and twisting the 
nipple, sometimes scraping her fingernails over the excited 
bud. 

"Mmmmmm!" Daphne moaned, slurping at Tracey's pussy. 

Daphne could feel pussy-juice on her lips and checks and 
nose. It surprised her how much she enjoyed licking pussy, 
how much it turned her on to be making it with another 



witch. And since that other witch was her best friend Tracey, 
that made the entire encounter that much more erotic for 
the slender blonde. 

Pressing her mouth against the lips of Tracey's pussy, 

Daphne stuffed her tongue into her tight cunt. She felt 
Tracey's cunt throbbing hotly against her nose. Almost 
giggling with childlike joy. Daphne shook her head a little, 
spreading her pussy-lips farther apart with her tongue, 
wanting to taste and feel Tracey spewing out her giricum. 

For Tracey, it was like someone had taken all the air out of 
the room. She found it almost impossible to breathe. 
Everything that Daphne did to her - from pinching and 
squeezing her tits to licking her pussy - was the most 
exhilarating thing she had ever felt in her life. Nothing had 
ever been quite like this before. Not kissing and making out 
with Harry in his bed, not kissing with Hermione. Tracey had 
burned with unknown desire, and now she was finally feeling 
the things she had dreamed of. What the fuck? Has she been 
inlove with her best friend? 

But what Tracey had never counted on was experiencing 
these sweet, lusty sensations with her friend Daphne. 

"Ahhhhh. I... I feel so..." 

"Shhhh!" Daphne hushed, taking her mouth away from 
Tracey's pussy for a moment. "You've got to be quiet or 
someone will hear us!" No chance of that. The dormrooms 
were soundproof from the others. 

Tracey could hear the words that Daphne had said, but it 
was like her friend was in another room. Nothing but the 
things that her body felt really registered solidly in her mind. 
When Daphne played her tongue over her clit again, 

Tracey's body flinched and she again arched her back. 



washing her burning, wet cunt-lips against Daphne's mouth, 
wanting Daphne's skewering tongue to fuck deeper into her 
passion-hungry pussy. 

Daphne slipped her hands around to Tracey's ass-cheeks, 
then pushed them up the backs of her thighs until she 
reached her knees. Then, very forcefully. Daphne peaked 
Tracey's knees up, apart, then down, spreading her legs, 
opening her friend up so that she could attack her wet, slick 
cunt-lips and clit. 

“Mmmmm!" Daphne moaned. She did not take her mouth 
away from Tracey's pussy as she spoke. “Your pussy tastes so 
wonderful. Ohhhh! Why did we wait so long to do this?" 

Daphne dragged her tongue from the top to the bottom of 
Tracey's tight cunt, enjoying the erotic flavor of pussy-juice. 
She circled her throbbing clit with the tip of her tongue 
teasingly, coming close to licking it but never quite doing it. 
Then, when she had decided that she'd teased Tracey long 
enough, she lapped thirstily at Tracey's cunt dragging her 
tongue over her clit. Both witches were so wrapped up in 
what they were doing that neither one of them heard the 
dormroom door quietly open. Neither heard the door close 
again, or the soft footsteps approach. 

Blaise was speechless as he stood in the semidark 
dormroom, looking down at his bestfriends, one who just 
yesterday had wantonly sank to her knees and sucked his 
prick, then let him fuck her. Daphne, she's a hot one all 
right! he thought as he looked down at the witch. 

He couldn't see Daphne's face, but he could imagine the 
expression in her eyes as she stuffed her tongue into 
Tracey's cunt. He had to believe that Daphne was the one 
responsible far what was happening in Tracey's dormroom. 



Blaise knew Tracey pretty well, and he just couldn't imagine 
her getting her cunt licked by another witch unless that 
other witch was Daphne. 

He watched Tracey playing with her own tits. Tracey, on her 
back, had her eyes closed so she didn't see Blaise looking 
down at her. She didn't see the folds of his schoolrobe 
opening up as his thick cock became hard. Tracey didn't see 
the lust in Blaise's eyes as he looked at her naked body. 

“Mmmmm!" Daphne purred lustily, keeping her hands at the 
backs of Tracey's knees, not allowing her friend to close her 
legs. Daphne wasn't going to let Tracey move until she had 
the chance to taste a cunt cumming for the first time from 
the redhead. 

Daphne pulled her knees under her so that she had more 
mobility. Sitting on the backs of her heels, she wished that 
she'd taken the time to strip off her panties and jogging 
shorts before forcing Tracey to the floor. Daphne wanted to 
finger-fuck her own pussy as she licked Tracey's hot cunt. 

“I can't... breathe," Tracey whispered, the words coming out 
choked with tension as she felt herself being licked and 
tongued. When Daphne sucked the tingling bud of her clit 
into her mouth, Tracey's trembling young body jerked 
powerfully. She couldn't control herself, her emotions, or her 
body when Daphne did such erotic things to her. 

Blaise tried to swallow and couldn't. He stood motionless, his 
eyes roaming over the young witches on the floor at his feet. 
He had never seen his Tracey's naked body, not to mention 
to watch her squeezing her own tits and pinching her 
nipples. This sure had a stronger impact on Blaise's senses 
than he thought was possible. 



“Mmmm!” Daphne moaned as she crammed her tongue 
between Tracey's cunt-lips to lick up the slick, clear giricum 
that oozed out. 

Blaise smiled, fighting against the blinding urges that were 
going through him. His cock was standing straight out from 
his body, his big balls tingling with anticipation. When he 
heard Tracey gasping and Daphne slurping, he knew that he 
wouldn't be able to leave the... until he had satisfied his 
raging lust with their nubile bodies. 

Daphne brought her left hand from the back of Tracey's knee 
to her pussy. Without any preliminaries, she slipped a finger 
into Tracey's cunt until her knuckles were pushing against 
Tracey's pussy-lips. Then Daphne fucked her tongue back 
and forth over Tracey's small but erect clit. 

"Awwwww!” Tracey gasped. 

Tracey found it impossible to breathe. She mauled her own 
tits, digging her fingers into her full tit-mounds, pinching 
and tugging on her brown, lust-throbbing nipples. Arching 
her back, raising her hips off the floor to mash her cunt-lips 
against Daphne's mouth, Tracey exploded with passion. 

The spurting giricum gushed out of Tracey's pussy, washing 
into Daphne's mouth. Tracey's curvaceous body shook. She 
was bent back, her back twisted like a taut bow, only her 
feet and shoulders on the floor as her pussy-juice exploded 
from her overheated cunt. 

Daphne felt the giricum splashed against her lips and 
tongue, trickling down her chin and neck. She had tried to 
keep her friend from twisting and jerking around too much, 
but the force of Tracey's orgasm had given the young 
redhead greater strength. Now, deciding that she should just 
try to suck up as much of the erotic, delicious pussy-juice as 



possible, Daphne held tightly onto Tracey's thighs, keeping 
her tongue stuffed between the erupting pink lips of her 
friend's pussy. 

“Mmmmm!" Daphne purred, sucking and slurping up pussy- 
juice as quickly as she possibly could. 

Daphne skimmed her tongue up and down the full length of 
Tracey's cunt, occasionally whipping the clit with her 
tongue. Her fingers kneaded and squeezed Tracey's ass- 
cheeks as she continued to suck hungrily, afraid to lose any 
more of the redhead's precious giricum. So into the tongue- 
fucking that she was giving Tracey, Daphne never noticed 
Blaise getting down on his knees behind her, his throbbing 
cock sticking out between the folds of his robe 
threateningly, ominously. 

It wasn't until Tracey had finally stopped cumming that 
Daphne allowed her to recline on the dormroom floor once 
again. With Tracey's body stretched out on the floor. Daphne 
continued to lick the rosy petals of her cunt tenderly. Her 
checks glistened with pussy-juice, as she skimmed the tip of 
her tongue very lightly over Tracey's pussy and clit. 

"That was so... so..." Tracey whispered breathlessly. She 
rested her forearm over her eyes, breathing deeply, her tits 
rising and falling with the deep gulps of air she took. 

Tracey's nubby brown nipples were still hard and distended 
as she tried to regain her composure. 

Daphne felt hands on her hips and fear exploded in her mind 
like a stick of dynamite. She pulled her mouth away from 
Tracey's pussy and looked over her shoulder and up into 
Blaise's face. He just smiled at her and put a finger to his 
lips to silence her. 



The smile on Blaise's handsome face told Daphne almost as 
much as his big cock pointing at her did. He was horny, and 
he was going to fuck her. And as far as Daphne was 
concerned, that was perfectly fine. 

Raising her trim hips. Daphne slipped her hands to the 
backs of Tracey's knees again, forcing the redhead's thighs 
to spread wide. Daphne cooed softly with pleasure when she 
saw the pink lips of Tracey's pussy open ever so slightly now 
that her legs were spread so wide. 

"I'm not finished with you yet," Daphne whispered, looking 
up Tracey's naked body. "You're going to cum again before 
I'm done." 

"I don't think... I can," Tracey replied, keeping her forehead 
over her eyes as she spoke quietly. 

"You can, my lovely friend. You can, you will... and I'm going 
to be the one to make you cum again." 

Daphne pulled her tongue through the lips of Tracey's cunt, 
dragging her tongue up and down from the witch's clit to 
the bottom of her cunt. Lapping up the residual giricum that 
still was warm and moist on Tracey's cunt-lips. Daphne 
cooed with contentment as she felt her jogging shorts and 
bikini panties being pulled past her slender hips and down 
her thighs. She rocked to assist Blaise as he took the 
garments past her knees, then removed them completely. 

What could be better? thought Daphne as she slipped her 
tongue a little deeper into Tracey's delicious pussy. I'm 
fucking my male best friend's cock for the second time while 
I lick my girl best friend's pussy! 

Blaise looked at Tracey's tits. He wanted to reach out and 
touch them, to suck on them, to feel her naked, voluptuous 



body squirming with passion against his as he drove his 
rock-hard prick to the hilt into her hot cunt. What kept him 
from acting on his impulses was the fear that she wouldn't 
go for his passion. 

Instead, knowing what kind of lusty wench Daphne was, he 
would satisfy his passion by fucking his cock hard and fast 
into the blonde's tight cunt. The way she had lustily fucked 
and sucked yesterday had cast aside any doubts Blaise 
might have had about Daphne's horniness. The blonde was a 
nympho. 

Taking his prick by the shaft, he rubbed the fiery knob of his 
cock up and down against Daphne's cunt-lips. Her pussy was 
wet, juicy hot. He watched the way her cunt-lips parted a 
little as he rubbed his piss-hole against the furrowed slit of 
her pussy. 

Blaise placed both hands on her ass-cheeks, then used his 
thumbs to pry her ass-cheeks apart a little more. Fighting to 
control the almost overpowering urge to fuck the horny 
young witch harshly with his cock, Blaise gently eased his 
prick into Daphne, watching his prick-tip forcing her cunt- 
lips to spread around the shaft of his cock. 

“Mmmmmm!" Daphne moaned, fucking her tongue into 
Tracey's pussy as far as she could get it, rubbing the witch's 
clit with her nose. 

It was ecstasy for Daphne. The throbbing, broad shaft of 
Blaise's cock rubbed against her fiery clit. As she got her 
passion-hungry pussy filled with Blaise's cock. Daphne was 
busy licking Tracey's sweet pussy. 

Tracey rolled her head from side to side on the floor. She 
couldn't believe how Daphne was treating her. After 
cumming on Daphne's mouth, she had thought that Daphne 



would leave her alone. But it wasn't to be that way. Daphne 
didn't leave her alone. She just kept on tonguefucking her 
pussy, sending her body into a maddening state of arousal 
once again. 

"Ahhhhh!" Tracey sighed with unabashed delightedly. "Eat 
me, Daph! Merlin, I love the way you lick my pussy!" 

Never before had Tracey used such coarse words. But never 
before had she felt anything that could compare to the 
things that she felt now with Daphne's devilishly tantalizing 
tongue pushing into her pussy, spreading her cunt-lips and 
gently massaging her red-hot clit. 

Tracey noticed that there was another sound in the room. A 
sound that didn't seem to have any connection with Daphne 
tongue-fucking her seething pussy. She took her forearm 
away from her eyes and looked straight into Blaise's face. 

"Oh, no!" Tracey gasped. 

"Hye Trace," Blaise said quickly, fucking his cock to the hilt 
into Daphne's cunt as he spoke to Tracey. "What's up?" 

Tracey was dumbfounded. She just stared at Blaise, knowing 
that his cock was fucking slowly back and forth between 
Daphne's cuntlips. Tracey had known that Daphne was really 
horny, but that did not prepare her for to find Blaise 
pumping his hips slowly to fuck his rigid cock into Daphne's 
pussy. 

Tracey covered her tits with her hands. This time she didn't 
fondle and caress her burning nipples. It was embarrassing 
and nothing more. She lay there, her knees spread far apart, 
her cunt getting stuffed with Daphne's tongue, watching the 
lust playing across Blaise's handsome features. 



With her hips raised high up and her cuntlips getting tugged 
at by the thickly veined shaft of Blaise's cock, Daphne cooed 
lustily as she sucked her tongue into Tracey's pussy. 
Whenever Blaise slipped all of his cock into her wet pussy, 
she could feel his balls slapping against the inside of one 
thigh or the other. The sound of Blaise's balls striking her 
thighs and his body smacking softly against her firm ass- 
checks pleased Daphne. 

"Mmmmm!" Daphne murmured, giving her hips a little 
wiggle to add to the pleasure she felt at taking Blaise's hard 
cock deep into her cunt. She curled her tongue inside 
Tracey's pussy and cooed softly at the taste that was 
unusual yet erotic to her. 

Blaise held tightly onto Daphne's hips as he fucked his prick 
in and out of her cunt. The velvety smoothness of Daphne's 
flesh was an assault on Blaise's senses that was so powerful 
it shocked Blaise. He fucked his cock to the base of his shaft 
into her cunt. 

“Baby, I can't believe you're so hot!" Blaise whispered, 
pounding his body against the witch's ass-checks, fucking 
his red-hot cock into her pussy with greater force. 

Tracey closed her eyes, wishing her clit wasn't steadily 
getting hotter and more sensitive with each passing second. 
Her hands, as though they had a will of their own, moved up 
her body slowly, playing along the line of her ribs until she 
once again held her own tits in her hands. She scraped her 
long, painted thumbnails over the nubs of her nipples and 
purred softly when the pleasure sizzled through her veins. 

“Ohhhhh!" Tracey sighed, unable to deny the lascivious 
things she felt. “Ohhhhh!" 



Daphne put the tip of her first two fingers against Tracey's 
cunt-lips and pushed. Her fingers easily spread her pink 
cunt-lips. She watched as the slick lips of Tracey's pussy 
tightened securely around her fingers. Then, when she had 
two fingers moving smoothly to and fro into the witch's cunt, 
Daphne put her tongue and lips to work on Tracey's fiery, 
tingling clit. 

“Mmmmm!" she moaned, lapping at her cunt, flicking her 
tongue against the clit to make Tracey squirm. 

Blaise knew that he wouldn't be able to hold his cum back 
for much longer. He fucked his cock into Daphne's hot pussy, 
pounding his body against her ass-cheeks until he forced 
her mouth to push hard against Tracey's cunt. When he 
fucked his cock deep into the blonde's cunt, he could feel 
her cunt-muscles tighten around the invading length of his 
rigid cock, squeezing and kneading his inflamed flesh, 
turning him on, making him lose the control he struggled 
without success to maintain. 

“So sexy," Blaise whispered, the tension he felt at trying to 
hold his cum back showing in the expression on his face. 

“You two are so very, very sexy." 

Tracey looked at Blaise. She was still uncomfortable getting 
her cunt lusciously tongue-fucked by Daphne while he was 
there watching her, but the intensity of her embarrassment 
had lessened greatly. She played with her nipples, rubbing 
the nub, squeezing and twisting them as Daphne worked on 
her cunt. 

It made no sense to deny that she was getting so aroused. 
Tracey knew that she couldn't deny to herself or to Blaise 
the blissful, erotic things that she was feeling. And though 
she did not fully understand why she felt this way, there was 



a strange, eerie sense of eroticism associated with having 
her pussy tongue-fucked by another witch while Blaise was 
there watching her. 

“I'm going to cum, Blaise!" Tracey whispered. The sound of 
her own words shocked her. She hadn't intended on 
speaking the words aloud. 

Blaise gave a strained smile to Tracey. He placed his hands 
on Daphne's hips holding her tightly, pulling her back to 
meet his hard thrust of cunt-stretching cock-meat. His balls 
were on fire with passion, cum simmering inside. 

With her mouth and the knuckles of her right hand pressed 
against Tracey's cunt-lips. Daphne sucked on her clit as she 
worked her fingers around inside the young redhead's wet, 
flaming pussy. She lashed at Tracey's turgid clit with her 
tougue, whipping the red bud, thirsty to receive Tracey's 
pussy-juice for a second time. Her cheeks were wet with 
pussy-juice. So was Daphne's chin. Pussy-juice oozed from 
Tracey's cunt, making Daphne's hand wet and slick as she 
finger-fucked her friend. 

"Uhl Uhl Uhl" Blaise grunted as he pistoned his hips with 
machine-like fury, fucking his prick as furiously into the 
blonde witch's cunt as he possibly could. 

In one orgasmic movement of carnal joy, Tracey, Blaise and 
Daphne came. Less than five seconds apart Tracey and 
Daphne spewed out their rich giricum as Blaise splattered 
his thick, creamy wad of cum deep inside Daphne's pussy. 

"Awwwwww!" Blaise groaned, holding so tightly onto 
Daphne's grim hips that his knuckles were turning white. He 
fucked his overheated cock to the hilt into Daphne's cunt 
and released a creamy eruption of cum that washed against 
the smooth inner walls of Daphne's pussy. 



Daphne rocked back and forth, trying to finger-fuck and 
tongue-fuck Tracey while her own giricum sluiced from her 
cunt. She sucked on Tracey's clit, fighting against the harsh 
pounding Blaise was giving her, trying to satisfy her friend's 
lust while enjoying her own supreme moment of ecstasy. 

“Awwwww! Ummmm," Daphne gasped, sucking at the lips of 
Tracey's pussy, cramming her tongue and fingers between 
the puffy cuntlips to slurp up the fuck-juices that flowed out. 

Tracey's deep, rich eyes were wide and unseeing as she was 
fingered and tongued into another orgasm. She shivered, 
her body going through a series of short, hard twitches as 
her giricum splattered against Daphne's probing tongue. 

When she could no longer find the strength to maintain her 
hands-and-knees position, after she and the others had 
stopped cumming. Daphne pushed Tracey's legs down, then 
lay partially atop her friend. She placed her cheek lightly on 
Tracey's lower abdomen, just above the triangular patch of 
curly cunt-hair. She felt Blaise's weight pressing down upon 
her, his warm body pleasing to the touch. 

“You two are wonderful," Daphne whispered very softly, 
feeling her body beginning to cool. She liked being 
somewhat sandwiched between Tracey and Blaise. It gave 
her a sense of being loved by two very special people to her, 
her best friends. “I love making it with both of you. There's 
nothing else like it in the whole, wide world!" 

“Damn, Daph... yesterday that, now this? What am I suppose 
to think? Your a nympho?" 

“Big time, Blaise!" 


“Let me asked you again then... what about Potter?" 



“I told you yesterday... he likes variety... and still does...” 


"What the fuck does variety mean?” 

"Damn, Blaise... but you are slow... he likes to fuck around... 
and I like him because he let's me fuck around... do you 
understand that?” 

"Ooooo...” 

"Now, how about geting that big cock of yours up again and 
start fucking Tracey... she needs a good morning fuck... or 
midday... or what ever...” 

"What?” asked a sleepy Tracey when she heard her name 
spoken by someone, looking up at Blaise who had his head 
up and his eyes wide. She and him needed only a few 
moments to have a conversation with their eyes before both 
grinned and... 

Daphne sure was content when a good plan was coming to 
fruition. Telling Blaise to pay her a visit in her dormroom 
around eleven was a stroke of genius... 


Chapter 6 - A Night on the Couch (Harry/Hermione) 

It was another evening after everyone in Gryffindor Tower 
has retreated from the common room. Everyone that is, 
except for Hermione and her bestfriend and lover, Harry. 
This was just another night that the two lovers had stayed 
up to study after everyone else had gone to bed, and they 
both knew very well what the other wanted and probably 
that it wouldn't be the last. 

Harry sat in an overstuffed chair across from Hermione who 
sat on the couch in front of the fireplace. He studied the hot 




bookworm as he had so many times recently, realizing all 
over again just how lucky he was to have such a gorgeous, 
sexy chick available to him to fuck anytime he had the urge. 
Hermione smiled seductively at her lover from the book she 
was reading. Her hair was like the dark night, tumbling down 
around her shoulders in gentle waves. She had “bedroom 
eyes" and her mouth was full and sensual. Her face was 
young and gorgeous but it was only the beginning of the 
rare beauty that made men's heads turn wherever she went. 
Hermione also had a body that wouldn't quit long, slender 
legs, a narrow waist, and full round tits that stood straight 
out from her chest. 

“I'm gonna go get a butterbeer," Hermione said, rising and 
moving towards the magical fridge in the corner that was 
always kept stocked with refreshments by the house elves. 
She let the school cloak she was wearing until then on the 
couch and Harry eyes almost popped out at what he saw. 

Harry rose, too, following his sexy lover. His eyes fixed on the 
perky sway of her little ass, which strained tightly against 
the denim cut-off shorts she wore, each ass cheek 
threatening to pop out from beneath the frayed edges of the 
fabric. The cut-offs were split up the side almost to the 
waistband, exposing a lot of the witch's pink, tempting 
thighs. And, from a steamy kiss in a broom shed a couple of 
hours earlier, Harry knew that the witch wasn't wearing any 
panties. She rarely did for after all, as she had told Harry one 
evening, she always wanted to be ready for a good fuck with 
him. 

When she senced him getting up, Hermione swung around 
to face Harry. Her arms wound around his strong neck and 
she pulled herself snugly against him. The huge mounds of 
her tits rolled over his chest and her mouth covered his. For 



long moments, the lovers tongue kissed each other, 
embracing tightly and moaning with excitement. 

“Mmmmmm,” Hermione sighed, easing back a little. “I've 
been wanting to kiss you like that all night!" 

“Yeah, me too, baby," the wizard muttered huskily. Then, her 
mouth was once more planted over his and her tongue 
darted into his mouth, twisting and turning and exciting him 
with lewd thrills that raced up and down his spine and made 
his big cock stiffen. 

“Come on," Hermione said, pulling away from him. “Let's go 
back on the couch and have a little fun. But let's get the 
butterbeers first. Fucking always makes me thirsty." 

Harry laughed softly and, opening the magical fridge, took 
out two butterbeers. He opened them and followed 
Hermione back in front of the fireplace. The witch's blouse 
was no longer buttoned. It was now tied in a large knot 
beneath the bulging mounds of her tits. And, her eyes 
glittered with excitement as she watched her lover take in 
the exciting curves of her partly exposed tits. “You're really 
sexy, you know that, Mone? The sexiest chick I've ever 
known!" Harry said, his voice filled with admiration. 

“Thanks, lover boy, but you know, you're really something 
yourself!" Hermione said, flashing him her warmest smile. 
Back in front of the fireplace, Hermione took a deep drink of 
her butterbeer, but at the same time she ran one of her 
hands up the wizard's thigh in a deliberate teasing motion 
as they sat side by side on the large couch. When her hand 
stopped, her fingers moved to the crotch of his jeans and 
rested on the growing hard on there. 

Harry moaned and reached out, pulling the witch against 
him. Their lips met again and their tongues flicked hotly 



against each other. Then he thrust deeply, driving toward 
the back of her throat. Hermione moaned around his 
taunting tongue, turning on even more. As they continued 
to tongue kiss passionately, Hermione rubbed her lover's 
crotch greedily. The huge cock still concealed in his pants 
strained painfully against the fabric, trying to free itself as 
Hermione caressed it. While she continued to stroke her 
lover's prick, Hermione's lips and tongue clamped down 
around his tongue. She held his tongue firmly and the 
wizard realized that she wouldn't let go until she was good 
and ready. Then she sucked. Hard and fiercely, she tugged 
on his tongue, as if she wanted to pull it out at the root. Her 
own tongue whipped and twisted around his, while her 
rubbing hand increased the pressure of its strokes. Harry's 
hands slid from Hermione's back, inching toward her bulging 
tits. 

“Mmmmmm," the hot witch moaned into her lover's mouth 
as he rubbed her big tits. Suddenly Hermione's mouth 
released Harry's tongue and her hand grasped his wrists. A 
glowing fire of lust burned deeply within her beautiful eyes 
as she gazed up at her handsome lover. "Just relax, honey. 
I've got something special planned for you," she murmured 
huskily. 

The wizard grinned and offered no objections as the witch 
eased him back on the sofa, her fingers working to unbutton 
his shirt. Pulling his shirt open to expose his chest, she 
leaned down and licked and sucked his chest flesh 
meanwhile, her hands continued downward. 

First, the snap to his jeans popped, and then there was a 
slight hissing sound as she eased his zipper down. Her 
fingers climbed back to his waist and slipped between the 
top of his pants and the elastic band of his jockey shorts. 

She tugged down a bit, trying to drag them down, but she 



needed his help. Harry lifted his ass from the couch and she 
pulled again. This time, his shorts and jeans slid down, 
bunching around his knees. 

Harry began to work the pants off with his toes. He was now 
completely naked and, watching him, the witch gasped with 
excitement. Her full, sensuous lips parted and she let her 
tongue slip out. Glistening wetly, the pink tongue tip slowly 
moved over her lips, slickening them. Then, quickly, with an 
impatient groan, the hot witch tore her own clothes off, 
revealing her lush nakedness to her lover's hungry, 
devouring eyes. 

He reached out and pulled his little lover to him once again. 
Her tongue stabbed into his mouth, locking with his tongue 
for a few moments before withdrawing. His tongue followed 
hers back into her mouth and she sucked on it just as she 
had done before. 

She burrowed against her lover, her heavy tits pressed 
excitingly over his broad chest. And her hands lovingly 
caressed the throbbing shaft of his cock that jutted out from 
his naked crotch. 

He palmed the underside of her ripe tits with both of his 
hands. He squeezed and fondled them, moaning with 
excitement. His thumbs inched up the slopes of her gigantic 
tit mounds and rubbed over the stiff buttons of her nips. She 
moaned with lust, finally releasing his tongue. 

"Just lean back, honey, and I'll do the rest," Hermione said, 
smiling up at her lover, her hand still stroking the rigid 
length of his prick. He swallowed hard, watching her slide 
from the sofa and kneel between his widely spread legs. She 
paused there a few seconds, her face turned to his. The 
moist pinkness of her tongue danced behind her parted lips. 



Then her eyes rolled down to the huge rod of cock meat 
throbbing upward toward her face. Tenderly, her finger 
moved along the pulsing length of his prick. As her 
fingertips reached the throbbing crown, they lightly teased 
over the sensitive surface. 

“Ohhh Hermione! What you're doin to me?" the wizard said 
with a groan as hot lust filled sensations shot through his 
loins. 

The horny witch gripped her lover's rock-hard cock at the 
base with one hand and pulled him forward a bit. Her head, 
bent down, her lips parted, and her moist tongue flicked out 
and touched the pulsing head of the blood engorged prick. 
"Ohhh, yesss, Hermione, yess!" Harry groaned. 

His cock pulsed and jerked lewdly in the witch's gripping 
fist. Her eyes widened with excitement as she saw a pearly 
white drop of pre cum ooze from the slit at the top of her 
lover's cock. Her eyes moved back to his for a brief moment, 
just to make sure that he was watching her every 
movement. Then, her gaze returned to his prick. Again, she 
cased forward, her tongue sticking out toward the knobby 
head of his cock. The tip of her tongue touched his prick 
head again, capturing the glistening drop of pre cum, and 
then curled back into her mouth. 

"Mmmmmmm, good stuff," she purred while her lover 
watched her in fascination. She savored the taste of the 
wizard's cum, just as always. For the third time her tongue 
licked out and this time it washed over the entire aching 
surface of the pulsing cock head. She bathed it in the moist 
warmth of her saliva, soaking it with her mouth juice. 

"Oh, Hermione, you're great," the wizard muttered, 
completely mesmerized by the big titted kneeling at his 



feet, her tongue lapping over the head of his hard cock. Her 
tongue slid down the swollen prick-shaft, then licked back 
up his length. 

And, once again, her tongue swirled over the aroused head 
of his cock. Now and then the teasing tip probed at the little 
cum-slit, as if she wanted to drill right into it. 

Her lips puckered. She leaned closer and tenderly kissed the 
throbbing cock meat. 

"God, Hermione, God!" he moaned. 

His hips jerked forward uncontrollably as he felt the witch's 
hot breath flowing down his cock, arousing him even more if 
that were possible. 

Her mouth opened wide and wider still. Her lips moved 
downward, slipping over the head of his prick, and then 
moving even lower. Her head stopped moving when a good 
half of the meaty cock-rod was inside her mouth. As she 
continued to suck her lover's prick, her tongue kept lashing 
around and around its thickness. As Hermione felt the huge 
prick jerking crazily inside her mouth, she knew that it was 
only a matter of seconds before he would come. 

As she continued to suck him off, Hermione cupped his balls 
and gently squeezed them, moaning with excitement when 
she felt them jerking slightly at her touch. 

"Ummmmfffff," she moaned, the sound of her pleasure 
muffled by the meaty cock in her mouth. 

"Ohhhh, yeah, baby, yeah! Keep it up! You're sucking it off 
soooo fuckin good!" Harry groaned. 



Her lips formed a tight ring around his cock as she began to 
suck him even harder. And, at the same time, her merciless 
tongue licked his hot cock-meat over and over again. 

Her head moved up and down aver the wet shining prick 
easing in and out of her mouth. Higher and higher her 
mouth rose, her checks hollowing deeply as she sucked at 
his prick with her mouth. And then she sucked her way back 
down, filling the wizard with more fuck-lust and pleasure 
than he had thought was possible. 

“Unnnhhhhh,” he groaned. 

Up and down, up and down, she ate him. She sucked and 
rode his swollen cock lustfully. In and out, in and out, she 
filled her face with her lover's throbbing, thick cock-stick. 
And, over anal over, she whipped her tongue around his 
prick, lashing against him, using her tongue as a whip. 

“Gonna come!" Harry cried only seconds later. 

Hermione sucked even harder, turned on beyond belief by 
her lover's words. As much as she loved sucking cock, this 
was the part she always loved the best when she felt his 
creamy, hot cum gushing into her mouth. She could hardly 
wait! 

Suddenly, gallons of hot white cream jetted from the crown 
of his prick and splashed obscenely into the witch's sucking 
mouth. 

“Yeaaaaah, commmiiinnnnggggg!'' Harry cried, trying to 
keep his voice down so that he wouldn't awaken his family. 

But it was hard to think straight at a time like this. His entire 
body was screaming out with joy and relief as he dumped 



his load into the witch's mouth. The witch was still sucking 
him hard. 

"Ummmmfffff," Hermione moaned happily as she felt her 
lover's thick cum sliding lewdly down her throat. She 
struggled to swallow each and every delicious drop of the 
wizard's goo. 

His entire body shuddered with abandoned pleasure as he 
emptied himself into the witch's hungry mouth. His cock 
jerked and twitched, banging against the inner walls of the 
witch's mouth, which was still clamped hungrily about the 
long shaft. 

Hermione's nostrils flared as she sucked harder, taking every 
bit of cum he had to offer. Then her hand made a tight, 
squeezing fist and slid up and down the fatness of his cock a 
few times. She milked his prick, getting all the remaining 
hot cream. 

Then, all of a sudden Hermione came. Her wet pussy 
spasmed with excitement and her entire body trembled as a 
thunderous orgasm rocketed through her. Her pussy hole 
jetted out thick streams of warm cunt-sauce that overflowed 
from between her bloated pussy's lips and trickled lewdly 
down her trembling thigh. 

The instant that her orgasm subsided, Hermione climbed up 
on the couch with her lover. He moved his hands to her tits, 
squeezing her nips and rolling them between his fingers. 
Then, he bent his head and sucked one large, hard nipple 
into his mouth, biting it gently with his teeth. 

“Ohhhh, yessss, Harry!" the witch groaned with excitement 
as she felt herself turning on all over again. Her cunt was 
slippery with pussy juice and her clit grew hard again with 
hot fuck lust. I her nips were so hard they felt as though they 



would burst as her lover continued to suck and bite on them. 
Her already huge tits seemed to expand and grow even 
larger as he expertly sucked them. Her lover was the best 
and the hot witch could not wait for him to fuck her! She 
reached out and ran her hands down the wizard's hairy 
chest. She moved her fingers on down to his hard, flat belly, 
lovingly stroking his warm, naked flesh. 

Harry turned Hermione to him and pressed her body tightly 
against his. She felt his still hard cock pressed wetly against 
her pussy and she moaned with excitement. That was 
another thing the wizard loved about making it with her big 
lover. No matter how many times he came, his cock rarely 
got soft. 

She wound her arms around his back and pulled him even 
closer to her as she raised her head for his hot tongue kiss. 
Hermione felt hypnotized. She loved and admired her lover's 
style. They both knew that they would soon be fucking 
wildly, yet he was taking his time with her and she savored 
every sexual move he made. She enjoyed quick, hot sex 
once in a while, too, but she usually preferred Harry's slow, 
deliberate pace. Her lover never failed to arouse her beyond 
belief. 

They kissed over and over, their tongues touching and 
probing into each other's mouth. Harry ran his hands 
through. The witch's thick, lustrous hair, then cupped her 
tits again. While he massaged her bursting tits, Hermione 
reached down and stroked his big cock, feeling it throb 
lewdly in her hands. 

Harry shifted his position and pushed the witch down onto 
her back. He lay next to her and, propping his head up on 
his elbow, he traced designs on. Her tits and belly with his 
fingers. 



As usual, the young wizard couldn't get enough of the 
witch's tits. They were the thing that had attracted him to 
her in the first place a long time ago. He had never seen 
such huge, tits, especially on such a hot witch, and he was 
still as captivated by them as he had been the first day she 
had let him see them naked. 

Harry caressed Hermione's stiff, throbbing nipples, thinking 
about all the times he had blasted his jism all over her huge 
tits, burying her tit flesh under his hot cum. Over and over 
he stroked the witch's massive tits, delighting in how round 
and firm they were. Her nips were huge, about the size of his 
thumb, and he bent forward again, sucking and stroking the 
rock-hard nubs with his tongue and lips. 

"Ohhhh, yessssssss," Hermione moaned. "Oh, yesssss, Harry! 
Suck my tits! Bite them! Your mouth feels so hot and good!" 

Her cunt was drooling and she felt her cunt twitching with 
excitement. Harry's tongue set her tits on fire and they 
hardened and flushed even more under his expert touch. 

Hermione felt her entire body tense and stiffen with a hard, 
cunt drooling jolt of pleasure as Harry sucked and bit her tits 
over and over. 

"You love it when I suck and play with your big tits, don't 
you, Hermione?" the wizard panted huskily. 

"Ohhhh, yessss, I love it, Harry!" she cried, not ashamed to 
admit it. 

Harry gripped her hard nips between his thumbs and 
forefingers and squeezed them hard, twisting her throbbing 
tit flesh. Hermione clenched her teeth tightly together, 
stiffening with the thrills of pleasure that shot through her 



horny young body. Her nips felt crushed and she thrilled to 
the obscene sensation. 

She reached down, searching once again for Harry's huge 
cock. It felt excitingly rock-hard to her lewd touch. And she 
stroked his cock gently, from his hairy balls to the large, 
glistening cock knob. The witch was rewarded by his erotic 
moans of pleasure. 

"Mmmmm, yesssss, Hermione! Rub my cock! That feels 
great!" Harry groaned. 

Hermione's entire body felt flushed and hot. She spread her 
legs as wide as possible, continuing to stroke her lover's 
huge cock rod, hoping that he would ram her cunt with it 
soon. She honestly didn't know how much longer she could 
wait. 

Her little cunt gushed out gallons of hot pussy juice. It 
overflowed her pussy and splashed down her thighs and 
onto the surface of the sofa. 

Harry inhaled deeply, savoring the fragrance of his little 
lover's hot cunt juice. He moved one hand down to her 
pussy, thrusting his fingers between her puffy cunt lips. He 
continued to suck and nibble her gigantic tits. His fingers 
slipped wetly over her juicy pussy as her pussy juice 
drenched his hand. Knowing that the hot witch was so hot 
for his big cock made him hornier than he had ever been 
before. He felt his prick stiffening and growing in her hot 
hands. 

As she stroked his bursting prick, Hermione arched her back, 
jamming her huge tits into his sucking mouth. She moaned, 
feeling a hot thrill tearing through her lusting body. She 
wriggled her shoulders, rubbing her swollen hips against her 
lover's teeth. 



Harry bit gently into her huge nip, biting gradually harder 
and harder as she seemed to want more and more from his 
mouth. She moaned loudly and tossed her head back and 
forth in the heat of her passion. 

Her pussy was so wet now that Harry's fingers kept slipping 
out of it. He knew that she was more than ready for his hard 
cock. But he somehow wanted this to be the hottest most 
fulfilling fuck of her life and he knew from experience that 
the longer he delayed it, the better Hermione would enjoy it. 
"Ohhhh, God, Harry," Hermione moaned, jerking her ass up 
off the couch and thrusting her pussy against his hand. 
"Please fuck me now, Harry!" Her voice was hoarse with lust. 
She couldn't remember ever being this turned on before and 
she could barely stand it. "I can't wait any longer, Harry! 
You're driving me mad! Please fuck meeeee!" 

Harry pulled his mouth away front her full, throbbing tits. He 
jabbed his tongue into her ear and she moaned with 
pleasure. Then he covered the witch's mouth with his own, 
thrusting his rigid tongue between her lips. 

Hermione opened her mouth wide and pressed her tongue 
against his. She sucked loudly and wetly on his hot tongue, 
pressing her sensuous lips harder and harder against his, 
mouth. 

Finally Harry shifted his position and climbed on top of his 
little lover's hot, willing body. He felt her huge tits pressed 
against his hairy chest and his cock grew even harder when 
he thought of the pleasure awaiting him. "Ohhhh, yesssss, 
Harry, do it! Fuck me!" the young witch cried wildly. 

She felt his large cockhead pressing against her and she 
spread her legs even wider, as wide as she could, as she 



wriggled her hips impatiently, she just couldn't wait for his 
cock to ram its way up her hot, wet cunt. 

“Yeah, I'm gonna fuck you all right, you horny little slut! Like 
you've never been fucked before!" the wizard yelled. 

Slowly and teasingly he fit his huge prick snugly into the 
wet slit of her tight cunt. Then he gave a hard, deep thrust 
which sent his large prick shaft shooting all the way into her 
sucking pussy. 

“Yessssss!" she hissed. Hermione thrust her ass high in the 
air and drove her tight, wet pussy hole all the way down the 
full length of Harry's throbbing cock. She pounded her 
pelvic bone against the wizard's firm, muscular body, feeling 
his balls mashing against the lower part of her small cunt. 

The hot witch had never been this hot before. As her lover 
began to slowly grind his hips, moving his ass in lewd circles 
above her, Hermione began to pump her cunt up and down 
on his huge cock, clenching and unclenching her tight curd 
walls as tightly as she could around his thick, hard prick. 

“Yeah, baby, yeah, that's it! Squeeze my prick with your 
pussy!" he groaned. 

Harry could feel the witch's huge tits pressing against his 
muscular chest and it turned him on even more as he 
continued to pump his cock deeply into her hot, grasping 
pussy. He had never known a chick who could squeeze her 
cunt-muscles so tightly around his prick. As always, it nearly 
drove him mad with lust. 

He tried to slow his fucking movements because he still 
wanted to fuck her slowly so she would enjoy it all more. But 
the witch wanted none of that. The way she was pumping 
her cunt up and down on his rigidly fucking cock pole, he 



had no choice but to keep pace with her. After all, he told 
himself, he could hold back only so much. 

Again and again, Harry stabbed his prick into her cunt, 
matching the fucking rhythm of Hermione's grinding pussy. 

It was as though the witch were fucking even raping her 
lover and he loved the lewd sensation. 

'All riiiight, baby! Go! Go! Shake that little ass of yours!" 
Harry hollered. 

With a groan of lust, Hermione pulled Harry's head down to 
her bursting tits and he sucked her tits again and again as 
his cock continued to pound its way in and out of her wildly 
humping pussy. 

Her ass shook under the impact of his prick. Her cunt walls 
burned and tightened with the hot wet pleasure she felt 
from his driving prick. He was ramming it in and out, in and 
out, deeper and harder with each forceful thrust into her 
pussy hole. 

"Ohhhhh, Harry, I'm commmmmiiinnngg!" the witch 
suddenly squealed, grabbing her lover tightly and pressing 
his hard body against her soft one. 

She moaned and tossed her young, teenaged body back and 
forth on the sofa, almost making her lover's prick slip out of 
her coming cunt. But beheld onto her, scooping his hands 
tinder her shaking ass and jerking her hips up toward his 
prick. He rammed her deeper and harder as she continued to 
come, clenching and unclenching her powerful cunt muscles 
around his steel hard, pleasure giving cockrod. 

"Ohhhhhhh, God, it feels soooooo fuckin' gooooood!" she 
cried, thrusting her hips up even higher, shuddering 



violently, and gasping desperately for air as her climax 
smashed through her again and again. 

“Ahhhhhh, Harry, commmiiinngg!” she moaned loud and 
long. Her hot body thrust and humped upward, driving 
higher and higher. Her tightly clenching cunt walls, sucked 
at the wizard's cock, trying desperately to milk it of his hot, 
thick jizz. 

She pumped her ass off the sofa, feeling her gigantic tits 
shaking and bouncing with her every lewd move. Her cunt 
walls spasmed and gushed out her hot pussy juice, filling 
her cent and trickling down her firm thighs and splashing 
onto the sofa between her legs. 

"Oh, Harry, fuck me, fuck meeeee!" she yelled. It was the 
most exciting orgasm of her life, long, hard, and shatteringly 
powerful. She didn't know how her lover could hold back his 
own cum, but she sensed that he was doing it for her sake, 
to make her orgasm all the better and it was working. As 
always she silently thanked him for his thoughtfulness. 

The hot witch's long, sharp fingernails clawed her lover's 
shoulders and back as she came and came, grinding her 
pulsating cunt up and down along the thick shaft of his hard 
prick. 

Harry was about ready to come as he felt the witch's orgasm 
finally easing off. He realized that he had just given her the 
most exciting climax she had ever had and now he had to 
get his own rocks off. 

He jammed his cock into her cunt, pumping her full of his 
thick, creamy cum. Burning jets of hot jism blasted into her 
pussy. She gasped aloud when she felt the hard hot spurts of 
cum shooting into her from his cock head. The creamy spunk 
burned deeply into her cunt hole and on into her churning 



guts. Her cunt walls spasmed violently as her pussy sucked 
his cum from his jerking prick. 

She grunted hard as he pounded into her cunt, pumping her 
full of his hot cum. She slammed her legs flat against the 
couch, her body flattening under the lewd assault of her 
lover's hammering prick. 

“Ahhhh, yesss, Harry, yessss! Fill me full of your cum! I love 
it! I can feel it! My little pussy's full of the stuff! More! I want 
more!" she yelled happily, tears of pleasure streaming down 
her lovely face. 

As the last of his cum load shot into Hermione's pussy, Harry 
dropped his head to her tits and once more nipped her 
nipples with the edges of his sharp teeth. She jerked at the 
sudden pain but she loved it and both she and her lover 
knew it. 

She held him tightly against her as he continued to thrust 
his cock deeply into her cunt. She felt completely filled with 
the wizard's cum and she loved the lewd sensations. 

"Ohhhh, such a good fuck, Harry," Hermione moaned 
delightedly. "You fucked me so good and hard! Keep on 
fucking me, Harry! Don't stop now!" And she came again 
and again, hard and violently as the wizard kept on 
thrusting his still hard prick in and out of her spasming cunt. 

His cock twitched and jerked deep in her pussy, which was 
now sopping wet with an obscene mixture of her pussy juice 
and the wizard's cum. 

Harry's cock was still hard, even after shooting off all that 
cum. He continued to pump his prick in and out of the 
witch's drenched pussy, but slower and more gently now. He 



fucked her slowly, rubbing the length of his prick up and 
down over her clit, which was still hard and rigid. 


He could feel her jerking against his cock meat and he knew 
that he could make her come again if he wanted to and he 
did want to. He continued to slowly pump his hard cock into 
Hermione's tight, little pussy hole, stabbing her clit over and 
over until she came again. 

“Commmmiiinnnnngg! Oh, Harry, you made me come again! 
I can't stand it! It feels sooooo fucking good!" Hermione 
wailed excitedly. 

Shudders of violent pleasure washed over her as she 
grabbed his handsome face and kissed him passionately on 
the lips, finding his hot tongue with hers. 

Finally, her fantastic orgasm passed over her and she rested, 
feeling the warm cum oozing from her trembling pussy lips, 
which still held her lover's cock. The night was still young 
and the silencing wards around the couch would be up for 
another couple of hours... 


Chapter 7 - Library Fun 

Hermione had been reading a sexy novel all afternoon as 
she sat at a desk in the library, pretending to make her 
homework. She could feel quivers between her legs and she 
rubbed her pussy tensely through her school skirt. When a 
shadow fell across her page and someone coughed to attract 
her attention, she scowled with annoyance. 

"Yes, what is it?" she snapped, looking up at the intruder for 
the first time. She immediately regretted her harsh tone. 
Standing before her desk was a strikingly handsome young 




wizard in a school uniform jacket. He had several books 
under his arm and was staring at her grinning. 

“I need some help, I'm afraid. I've been looking for a certain 
book for over an hour and I've had no luck at all. Will you 
help me out?" 

I'd love to help you out, Hermione said to herself, 
immediately blushing at her daring thoughts. "Of course, 
what is it you're looking for?" 

He told her, and together they went off to explore the 
shelves in a remote corner of the library. She found what he 
was looking for with no problem, but in order to reach it she 
had to climb up a short ladder. When she turned toward him 
to show him the book, he was gazing at her grinning. 

Hermione found herself examining him in return. He really 
was very attractive, with broad shoulders and wavy hair and 
a warm and sexy smile. His eyes were on a level with her 
crotch. When he reached up a hand to help her down, she 
grasped it tightly. Hermione herself was sure not surprised at 
what happened next. 

She took his hand and placed it squarely on her knee, just 
below where her skirt had risen on her thigh. She stared 
down at him strangely, her big brown eyes flashing. Then 
she moved one step down on the ladder, so that his palm 
moved several inches higher over her pantyhose. 

What was she doing! Just what in hell was she doing in the 
Hogwarts library! In her four years of school, she had been 
very respectfull with the books, until todays lunch hour with 
Daphne when the hot slytherin gave her this book to read. It 
must be that damn book! Yes, that damn sexy book has 
made her all hot and bothered and with this hunk of a 



wizard behind her... she was getting herself in trouble. But 
his hand felt so good! 

As if understanding her feelings, and without saying a word, 
the young wizard slid his hand slowly up Hermione's thigh, 
marveling at the smooth slender flesh. He kept his green 
eyes glued to hers and didn't move. The only visible motion 
between them was the wriggling of her school skirt as his 
hand explored beneath it. 

"Ohhh!" she gasped suddenly. His fingers had snaked 
between her legs and found the damp mound of her pussy. 
He was running his index finger up and down in the groove 
of her cunt, poking her through her panties and hose. 

“Thank you for the book," he said matter-of-factly, taking the 
book from her clenched fist and placing it on the shelf 
opposite him. “I would never have found it without you." 

“Oh, you'd have f-found it alrigth," she whispered, sitting 
down on a rung of the ladder and spreading her legs wide. 
The fingers on her cunt were driving her wild! She hadn't 
realized how horny she was! 

He took a step closer to her, slid his fingers up and under 
the elastic top of her panties and hose. His hand rustled 
through her growth of crotch hair and dug deeper, into the 
warm wet slice of her cunt. He separated the damp lips of 
her slit and delved inside with his middle finger, wriggling it 
far up inside her pussy with one deft movement. 

“Ohhh! Uhhh!" she groaned, her eyes closing with pleasure. 
She reached and encircled his shoulders, drawing him close 
to her and leaning most of her weight on him. Her legs 
spread wide under her school skirt. 



“You like that?" he whispered in her ear, his mouth nuzzling 
the side of her face. “You like my finger up your cunt?" 

“Yes! Ohhh, Merlin, yes!" she moaned, clinging tightly to 
him. “It feels so sweet! Go deeper! Shove it deeper! It feels 
so sweet!" 

He glanced at her quickly, surprised at her enthusiasm. He 
pried her cuntlips apart and thrust his finger far past the 
second knuckle into her wet cunt. How lucky it was for him 
to see a prim little bookworm acting this way! Her dark-blue 
skirt and white school blouse were so modest, in such good 
taste. Her dark hair was tied up tightly in a roll at the side of 
her head. She looked so proper, so shy, the absolute picture 
of an efficient student. 

Yet she was squatting low on the ladder, splaying her legs 
wide and welcoming his invading hand like a brazen whore. 
Her cunt was sucking at his finger, drawing him in, urging 
him deeper. A warm, syrupy juice was rolling down over his 
hand and forming a sticky pool in her panties. She was 
hungry and hot, there was no mistake. Who said bookworms 
had to be boring! He made a promise to keep up on his 
reading in the future. 

“Finger-fuck me! Finger-fuck me!" she pleaded, her voice 
hoarse with lust. “Dig your finger all the way up inside me! I 
love it! It feels so sweet!" 

He began to plunge his finger in and out of her swampy 
cunt, swirling it about and spreading the hole as wide as he 
could for what he was sure would follow. Well why not? Why 
couldn't he fuck her right here in the library? This is why he 
came here after all and this was a remote corner. He'd seen 
no one around here. Who would find them here? His cock 
began to stir in his pants. 



“Go deep! Go as deep as you can!" she grunted, closing her 
eyes . “Finger-fuck me deep! I love it!" 

In and out, he drove his slick finger. Her cunt was so deep! 
He'd never reach bottom with his finger! He'd have to drill 
something else in there to even hope to fill her up! Eight 
inches of hard cock, how about that? Would that be enough 
to satisfy the little nympho? 

“Two fingers! Try two fingers!" she begged, her tongue 
darting from one corner of her mouth to the other. “Shove 
two fingers up my cunt! I need more! I need more!" 

He smiled. She was hot! She was so fucking hot! If he didn't 
fuck her soon, she wouldn't let him out of the place alive! He 
snaked a second finger into her pussy, and for good 
measure, a third, plunging them back and forth in her 
sopping cunt. Her panties were slowly filling up with cunt 
slime. 

“Ohhh! Ohhh! Three of them! Three fucking fingers at the 
same time! I feel them! I feel them all! Ohhh, fuck!" she 
moaned, rolling her pretty head from side to side. She began 
to squirm crazily on the ladder, her legs jackknifing every 
which way over his pistoning fist. 

Her cunt seemed to be melting around his digging fingers. 
The flesh was warm and wet to start with, but now it was 
heating up, growing hot, damn near steaming. He'd never 
known a witch to get this excited in so short a time. This one 
was begging for a fuck in a matter of minutes! 

“Fist-fuck! Fist-fuck!" Hermione grunted, humping her ass up 
and down on his digging fingers. Merlin, how good it felt! He 
was driving her out of her mind! She didn't want it to end! 
She wanted it to last forever! 



“Want me to eat you?” he gasped suddenly, his arm growing 
tired from all the jacking back and forth. “Want me to rip off 
your panties and eat your sweet cunt?" 

Hermione thought for a moment. Eat her! That meant put his 
mouth down there and lick her pussy! Ohhh Merlin, how 
fantastic! Yes, she did! His hand was one thing, but just 
think of his mouth! It would feel unbelievable! She wouldn't 
be able to stand it! 

“Yes!" she wheezed. “Please! Eat me! Eat my cunt! I want 
you to! I love it! Eat my cunt!" 

His hand movements stopped suddenly and he was 
withdrawing his fingers. He grasped the tops of her hose and 
panties, tugged down roughly. There was a ripping sound 
and Hermione raised up her ass obligingly. Her panties and 
hose were quickly tangled in a tight roll around her thighs. 

“Yes, take off my panties!" she encouraged, watching as he 
wriggled her hose farther and farther down her legs. He soon 
had them past her knees and off one foot. 

He pushed up her school skirt, rolled it up over her waist. 
Then he paused to study the lovely bristling mound of her 
cunt. He planted his palms on her brown thighs, spread 
them apart, and stared at her pussy. Her wet twat had split 
in a wide gash, showing him a deep pit full of bright pink 
tissue. 

“Do you like it? Do you like my pussy?" she breathed, 
watching him nervously. She seemed genuinely curious as to 
his opinion. 

“It's fucking gorgeous! It's a stunning piece of cunt!" he 
praised, still staring. He leaned forward, dug his fingers into 



her outer cuntlips, tugged them wide apart. Clear syrup 
gushed forth. 

“Yes! Eat me! Eat my cunt!" she encouraged, glaring at him 
nervously. She clasped both hands to the crumpled roll of 
her skirt, her knuckles turning white with tension. 

“What a cunt! What a gorgeous fucking cunt!" he raved. 
Then he was dipping his head, moving his mouth between 
her splayed thighs, planting a wet kiss on the split slice of 
her beaver. He began to lick up and down her creamy cunt. 

“Ohhhh! Ohhhh!" she moaned, thrilling to the touch of his 
lips on her cunt. “So good! It feels so good! Lick it! Lick my 
cunt! Ohhhhh fuck!" 

His tongue traced around the edges of her puffy cuntlips, 
scraping over the hair-lined flaps tenderly. Then he poked 
inside, whirling his tongue this way and that between her 
wet lips, prying them wider and wider apart. Her thick sticky 
cunt juice continued to slop down onto his chin and mouth. 
Her pussy hairs were damp and glistening. 

“Ungh! I love it! Eat me! Eat me!" she whimpered softly. Her 
belly rippled with pleasure. 

Her cunt was opening wide for him, by degrees, allowing his 
tongue to go as deep as he wished. He drove his tongue 
inside, drilling it far into her hole. When he drew back, he 
searched out her clit and sucked it between his lips hungrily. 

“Oooooh fuck! Oooooh fuck!" she wailed, half out of her 
mind with lust. Her legs lifted up suddenly and wrapped 
around his head. Her ankles locked together over his 
shoulders. 



He pried her cuntlips wide with his fingers and sucked 
tightly on her swollen clit, driving the poor girl crazy. Her 
lower body was writhing, threatening to tip her off the 
ladder. He tried to anchor her in place with his mouth. 

“Your tongue feels so good! It's driving me mad! I love it! 
Ohhh fuck!" she grunted, holding the back of his neck and 
urging him onto her twitching pussy. Her eyes were clenched 
tight with lust. 

He grunted, doing his best to breathe in the heated wetness 
of her pussy. His face was shining with her cunt sap. He had 
to stop soon. He couldn't keep this up. He'd suffocate if he 
didn't quit. Besides, his cock was growing hard as a rock in 
his pants. It was becoming uncomfortable. 

“Eat my cunt! Eat my cunt!" she groaned, pulling him to her. 
“Stick that tongue all the way inside me! Ooooh fuck!" 

He lifted up from her, unable to continue. But before she 
could complain, he was fumbling at his belt, unzipping his 
fly, dropping his pants to the floor. He thrust his shorts down 
his thighs and let his aching prick swing free. Then he was 
gripping his cock, pumping it up and down, preparing it for 
her hot cunt. 

“Ohhhh! What are you doing! Ohhhh!" she complained, her 
brow furrowing. “Eat me! Eat my cunt! Please! Don't stop!" 

He grasped her ankles, lifted them up and out in a wide arc 
that had her legs spread in an outrageous V in front of him. 
He bent her legs up, so that she was jackknifed up against 
the ladder, her naked ass just caught on the one rung. Her 
cunt gleamed up at him invitingly. “I'm going to fuck you 
instead. I can't wait any longer. You've got me so excited my 
balls are quaking!" 



He slid forward with prick in hand, found the wet pit of her 
hole with his cockhead, pushed onwards slowly. Her pussy 
lips clung to his cock, squeezed lovingly over him, then 
wriggled shamelessly down along his shaft. One, two, three 
inches of steel-hard cock drove effortlessly into her cunt. Her 
pussy channel was soaking wet and warm. 

“Oooooh! You're inside me! I can feel your cock going inside 
me!" she wailed, glaring at him with a wild light in her eyes. 
"It feels so fine! Oooooh, fuck! Shove it all the way in! Ram 
that lovely cock all the way up my cunt!" 

He moved steadily forward. He drove more than half his 
prick up between her lush cuntlips. Then he clasped her 
tight ass cheeks and pulled her off the rung of the ladder. 

Her full weight was forced onto his soaring cock. His entire 
cock bulled into her willing twat. He pressed her back 
against the ladder, forcing her body into an obscene split. 

"Oooooh! Oooooh!" she grunted, sweat gleaming on her 
lovely face. 

For the first time they were up close and face to face. He 
marveled at how pretty she was. She had a pert, cute 
turned-up nose and the biggest brown eyes. Her cheekbones 
were high and delicate and her mouth full and suggestive. 
What little make-up she wore she already smeared and 
smudged under all the sweat. Her complexion was flawless. 

"So deep! You're so deep inside me! How big is that fucking 
cock of yours?" 

"About eight inches, Mione, remember?" he announced 
proudly, beginning a slow humping motion that drove his 
prick deep into her belly on every stroke. His balls swung 
between his legs, tapping occasionally at her ass cheeks. 



“Feels more like a fucking foot!" she murmured, her voice 
jerky with his pumping. “Such a fine piece of cock! So big! 

So big!" 

He groaned, the heavy weight of his cum swirling in his 
balls. She shouldn't talk like that. Didn't she realize she 
could have him shooting any minute? Didn't she want this to 
last? Well, maybe not. They were in the library after all, 
fucking like dogs in heat. What if someone were to come 
along? She'd probably be expelled. 

“Fuck me deep! Fuck me deep!" she encouraged, pumping 
her cunt at him and sucking him deep inside her at every 
thrust. “I'd love to suck you off. What a cock! Ohhh fuck!" 

He jerked his ass back and forth, feeding her long lengths of 
cock. His movements were steady and deep. He was carving 
her soggy cunt this way and that, spreading it wide enough 
for his fist. His prick bucked in her channel, sucked and 
basted by the warm wet heat of her cunt. 

“And I'd like to see those tits of yours sometime, too," he 
grunted. “They feel fucking huge. How can a slender little 
girl like you have such big tits?" Each time he drove forward, 
he mashed his chest into her tits. He could feel her stiffened 
nipples. 

“Okay it's a deal! You show me your cock. I'll show you my 
tits! Ohhhh! Ohhhh!" 

She began to writhe suddenly, her body a squirming mass 
on top of him. He gripped her ass, held her cheeks tightly. 

He didn't want to lose her. He couldn't afford to have her 
pop off his cock. Not at this stage. He could just imagine his 
cum jetting everywhere. 



“I think I'm coming! Ohhhh, fuck! I think I'm coming!" she 
snorted, her eyes glazing over. She clawed his lower back, 
tugging him to her hungrily. 

"Okay, okay," he tried to reassure her, pumping his cock 
again and again into her sucking cunt. He had to keep her 
under control. They were in such a weird position - one false 
move and they'd crash to the floor. 

In and out, in and out he fucked her, quickening his pace 
now so that he could come before they had an accident. He 
lifted her ankles onto his shoulders for extra support, 
hunched his chest in closer to her. Her satin thighs ran up 
the length of his torso, glued to him as he fucked her. 

"I've got to see those tits. I've just got to!" he muttered 
suddenly. With one hand he tore at the front of her pretty 
white school blouse, ripping off three buttons and spreading 
it wide before she could protest. Her tits were packed in a 
sheer white bra, but he could see her nut-brown nipples 
clearly through the fabric. He pushed her bra down and her 
huge tits flopped over the tops of her bra-cups. 

"Ohhhh! Ohhhh!" she groaned, too far gone in her climax to 
realize what was happening. She twitched her ass at him, 
pulling him deeper into her steaming cunt pit. Pussy oil was 
dripping from her hole to the floor. 

"Oh shit, what tits!" he panted, running his hands over them 
as best he could in his cramped position. "They're fucking 
huge! Mione, you've got a pair of the biggest tits I've ever 
seen!" 

He fucked and fucked in and out of her, his ass cheeks 
shimmying wildly. He pressed her tits to his chest, squeezed 
and mauled them, felt her nipples scrape his skin like hot 



coals. Her tits were mouth-watering. He wanted to suck 
them. 


“Ohhhh! Ohhhh!” she chanted, her head lolling from side to 
side. Sparks of pleasure shot up through her cunt channel 
deep into her belly. Her eyes rolled crazily. 

“Ohhh, Miione, you're the hottest little cunt!" he wheezed. "I 
could fuck you all day! But I've got to come! I can't help it! 
You're just too much!" 

He knifed his cock into her, pistoning his ass cheeks so fast 
they were a pale fuzzy glow beneath his shirt-tails. He was 
fucking her every which way, bending her cuntlips all out of 
shape and mashing her poor tortured cut. Obscene 
squishing noises rose up from their meshed sex parts. 

"Coming! Coming! Coming!" she whimpered, her mouth a 
ragged snarl of lust. "Your cock's so good! Your cock's so 
good in my cunt! Oooooh!" 

"I'm going to come inside you, Mione! How do you like that? 
You want me to come inside you? You want me to spray your 
hot insides with all my lovely cum? Huh? Do you?" 

"Yes! Ohhh Merlin, yes!" she moaned, biting her lip. "Come 
inside me! Please! Spunk inside me! Shoot all your lovely 
juice up my cunt! Spray me with your jizz! I want it! I want 
your jizz inside me!" 

He rammed her one, two, three times more, then scalding- 
hot wads of spunk were sloshing about inside her, fired off in 
quick succession from his dissolving balls. His cum squirted 
each time his prick lunged deep inside her, splattering the 
dark walls of her cunt with a million squirming seeds. His 
cock trembled and twitched, jetting cum. 



“Unggghhh! Unggghhh!” she wailed, wincing at the force of 
the jets inside her cunt. “I feel it! Ohhh, Merlin! I feel your 
stuff spurting out inside me! It's so hot! It's so fucking hot!" 

"Aaaagh! Aaaagh!" he grunted, fucking her again and again 
against the rung of the ladder. He glared into her face 
tensely, amazed that he could be pumping his spunk deep 
into the body of such a beautiful, prim-looking witch. And 
she knew him so well! She knew his name so well! Harry! 

Her best friend and lover, Harry! An nobody ever existed in 
their little world now! Only their pleasure! And she was 
letting him fuck her, letting him fill her full of jism, without a 
second thought! 

"Unggghhh! Uggghhh! It feels so good! Your jism up my 
cunt feels so good!" she croaked, ramming her ass back at 
him, the lips of her pussy gripping his invading prick. "Pump 
me full of it! Fill me up with jizz! I love it! I love cum! Don't 
stop! Don't ever stop!" 

He did his best not to, firing off bolt after bolt of steaming 
spunk far up her cunt. His prick fucked through all the 
squishing cream, plowing in deeper, and on each successive 
lunge his prick spat out another long rope of cum, coating 
her hot pussy walls. Her pussy hole was awash with the stuff, 
overflowing with a quart of scalding glue. 

"It's firing up your cunt! All my hot jism's firing off up your 
cunt, Mione!" he wheezed, fucking her as hard as ever. He 
felt as if he could go on shooting all day, jetting the warm 
spunk up inside her till she choked on it. He hadn't been laid 
for two days, and he was getting rid of all the backed-up jizz 
with a vengeance. 

"So much!" she raved. "So much stuff! You're still shooting! I 
can feel you still shooting off inside me! Gallons of it! 



Fucking gallons of it! Ohhh Merlin!” 

There was a low splattering sound as all the pent-up cum 
began to drool out from her hole and drip to the floor. It 
caught on the lower rungs of the ladder, looping over them 
like elastic bands of white, then slithered to the floor, 
forming a greasy pool between his legs. Each time his cock 
withdrew, it pulled out more strings of rubbery spunk, and 
they splashed to the tile floor noisily. 

"What a hot little slut you are, Mione,” he grunted, his voice 
finally showing some strain. 

Hermione was about to say yes. In her excitement she was 
about to agree with him. But it wasn't true. She'd never let 
this happen before. He was the only wizard that touched her 
like this. 

Well, it didn't much matter one way or the other, did it? She 
was getting fucked raw, that's all that mattered. She was 
having her ass fucked off and was experiencing one of the 
best climaxes of her life. 

"Ohhh fuck! Ohhh fuck! That's it! That's it!” he was 
moaning, his movements suddenly slowing. The last of his 
spunk had fired off inside her, and his hips were easing up in 
their frantic pumping. His cock sliced leisurely through all 
the cunt sap and cum sloshing about inside her pussy. 

"I love it! I love it!” she muttered, clinging to him. "I can feel 
it all washing about inside me! So much of it! So much 
fucking jizz!” 

He rammed his cock in and out of her with slower and slower 
movements. Then he unhooked her legs from around his 
shoulders, let her wrap them over his swaying haunches. He 



pawed her tits lazily, tweaking her stiffened nipples and 
leaving finger marks in the golden flesh. 

“Such tits! Such gorgeous fucking tits!" he mumbled, 
staring at them in wonder. 

Hermione was coming slowly to her senses, the waves of 
pleasure in her belly fading softly. Her eyes focused and she 
seemed to see him clearly for the first time. She found 
herself blushing hotly. She'd just fucked her lover and her 
bestfriend! And he'd pumped her full of jizz and she'd loved 
every minute of it! 

He seemed to become suddenly shy himself remembering 
where they were. With a slight movement of his hips, he was 
pulling his cock out of her, letting his wilting cock slip from 
her clogged cunt like a limp tube. His prick was coated in 
slime. As soon as his cock slopped from her hole, a warm 
stream of whitish scum flowed free, drooling down the 
insides of her thighs and splashing to the floor. 

“Well," he said self-consciously, suddenly aware of his 
nakedness. He reached down and drew up his pants, 
slipping his soft cock inside without worrying about the 
mess it made. “That was very nice. I enjoyed that." 

“Me too," she said softly, her legs finding the ladder again. 
She stepped to the floor, a little wobbly on her feet, then 
reached for her discarded panties and hose. They were too 
soggy to put back on. She let her rolled-up school skirt fall 
down, covering her wet cunt and slimy thighs. 

“Thanks for the help," he said grinning, reaching for the 
book on a nearby shelf. “I couldn't have done it without 
you." 


She smiled weakly. 



“You okay?" he inquired, embarrassed. He shifted from one 
foot to the other, anxious to be off. 

“Sure," she muttered, smoothing her skirt down over her 
bare legs. 

“I'll see you later," Harry whispered. 

Then he was gone, slipping out from between the narrow 
bookshelves and into the quiet of the Hogwarts library 
before she could say any more. 

Hermione crumpled her soiled pants into a tight ball and 
drew her wand to clean up the pool of cum left on the library 
floor. Her face was serious for a time, but then came a 
mischievous smile. She began to hum softly and happy to 
herself while she headed back to her desk. 


Chapter 8 - Broom closet fun. 

It was some time later, down the hall from the library when 
Hermione caught up with Harry. He was walking quickly, 
with his head down in a book, and he wouldn't have noticed 
her at all if she hadn't decided to block his way. 

“Harry, long time, no see... I really need to talk to you 
about... something," she announced, an idea half-formed in 
her racing brain. “Let's go some place private. It's quite 
important." 

He stared at her, understanding very well what they have to 
talk about. And it seems she was in the mood for some very 
big words with him. 


“In here," she said, glancing to the right and to the left, then 
tugging open the door of a cramped broom closet. “It'll only 




take a few minutes. In here's fine." 


"This is a broom closet!" he protested, glaring at her 
grinning. "Is this payback?" 

Hermione gave him a quick nudge and suddenly they were 
both inside the tiny cubicle, face to face, their bodies 
touching. She thrust her tits at him, mashed them against 
his chest. Her arms circled his shoulders as she drew his 
mouth down to hers. She tongued him wantonly. 

"Hermmmmmm!" he mumbled, his mouth suddenly full of 
her tongue. He dropped the book he was carrying as she 
crushed him harshly against the rear wall of the broom 
closet. Her tits crushed his chest. 

"I need you, Harry!" she hissed, breaking off their kiss and 
licking his chin lewdly. She slipped a hand between his legs 
and palmed the huge mass of his balls and cock through his 
pants. "I need you so bad! I want your cock! I want your 
cock inside me!" 

"You're crazy! You're absolutely crazy!" he muttered, his 
eyes wide. Then her mouth was on his again and he could 
say no more. Her tongue was snaking in and around his 
mouth, exploring, curling this way and that. 

"Mmmmm!" she moaned, rubbing up and down on the bulge 
of his cock. His cock felt so big! It felt so beautiful! She had 
to have it! She just had to! 

With a swift twist of her body she was backing off from him, 
leaving his mouth open and gasping. She was dropping to 
her knees in front of him, reaching for his belt and fly. And 
with several quick hand movements she had his fly down, 
his pants open, his shorts tugged down off his crotch. Her 
hand was between his legs. 



'This is insane! This can't be happening!" he complained. 
But he didn't struggle. He leaned against the wall quite 
passively and stared down at her dark-brown head. His heart 
was pounding hard. 

"Because you didn't fucked me enough and now you must 
pay the price for fucking me in the library..." Hermione 
whispered, curling her fingers around his prick. His cock 
dangled from the hair of his crotch, its mushroom head 
glowing in the soft light. 

She shucked her hand up and down on his prick half a dozen 
times, judging its weight and girth in her palm. Then she 
leaned over and licked its head quickly running her tongue 
up his cock and diddling his tiny piss-slit. Her lips came 
down over the cock crown and ducked forward, guiding it 
back over the velvet pad of her tongue till she had several 
inches of shaft inside. 

"Ohhh! You're sucking my cock here! You've got my cock in 
your mouth!" he marveled, glaring down at her. "Your crazy! 
What's the matter with you!" 

"Mmmfffhhh!" she commented, sweeping her tongue every 
which way on his helpless prick, bathing it with her hot 
saliva. Her cheeks hollowed then puffed out, spasming back 
and forth as she worked on his captured cock. 

His cock was growing steadily, inflating in her mouth, 
forcing her lips farther and farther apart. His cock was now 
seven or eight inches long, bumping the roof of her mouth. 

"Ohhh shit! Ohhh fuck!" he groaned, rolling his head back. 
His pants and shorts slipped lower on his legs till at last they 
fell in a tangled heap around his ankles. 



Hermione wrapped her fist around the slowly hardening 
base of his prick and began to jack it up and down. Her head 
started a series of gentle pumping motions, sinking down 
maybe four inches on the stiffening shaft then raising up till 
only the cockhead remained in her mouth, resting 
contentedly on her tongue. 

“Cocksucker! Cocksucker!” Harry began to babble. His hips 
humped gently back and forth, feeding her long lengths of 
cock. 

“Does not my mouth feel goad on your cock?” she asked 
suddenly, lifting off his prick and rolling her lovely eyes up 
to his lust-clouded face. She held his prick tight in her hand, 
pointed it at an angle toward her face. His cock seemed to 
be nearly eight inches long now. 

“Put it back in! Put it back in your mouth, love!" he growled, 
trying to spear her face with his looming erection. “Suck it! 
Suck my cock! Don't fucking stop!" 

Smiling, Hermione lowered her head and sucked his cock 
once more. She resumed her pumping on his prick, tugging 
him closer and closer to climax. She wanted him to fuck her. 
She wanted this gorgeous prick deep up her cunt. But there 
was no harm in warming him up first. Might as well get his 
cock good and hard before trying anything! 

She increased the speed of her movements. Her pretty dark 
brown hair began to bounce. Her free hand came up to cup 
his dangling balls, squeezed and caressed them wantonly. 
This was going to be a blowjob that stud Harry wouldn't ever 
forget! 

Harry jerked his hips back and forth steadily, drilling his 
cock through her fingers and into the lush wet oval of her 



sucking lips. Her lipstick had smudged off into his shaft, 
decorating it strangely. 

“Mmmfffhhh!” she groaned, inching his prick deeper and 
deeper into her throat. Her nostrils twitched as they sucked 
in air. 

His prick was now enormous, a great pulsing broom of flesh 
that shot out from his crotch strongly. His cock no longer 
needed any support from her hand. For a time she clamped 
both her palms onto his muscular thighs, sliding her mouth 
back and forth on his cock without touching it. But then his 
prick was tilting higher, growing even more, and she had to 
grip it in one hand to hold it straight and keep it aligned 
with her mouth. She continued to pump at its base. 

Hermione's mouth was crammed, clogged to capacity with 
his prick. His cock was jerking back and forth, stretching her 
lips as wide as they would go. His cock was pressing down 
her tongue and bloating out her cheeks. And it was 
burrowing far into her throat, as if it wanted to drill to her 
very stomach. 

“Mmmmmffff!” she snorted. With a dip of her head, she was 
breathing into his pubic hair, every last inch of his colossal 
prick embedded in her mouth. She held the position for 
several seconds, just to show she could do it, then backed 
off till only the pulsing head of his cock throbbed on her 
tongue. She drew in great gulps of air and her eyelids 
fluttered closed. 

“You sucked in all my cock!" he praised, gazing down at the 
spit-shiny column of his prick as it emerged from his 
bestfriend's mouth. Sexy smudges of her lipstick were 
smeared all the way up its length. 



She wasn't listening. With a quick head movement she was 
sucking in the shaft once more. Her fist pumped him 
harshly, without let-up. Weird squeaking noises came from 
her corkscrewing lips. Four, five and six inches of cock 
disappeared each time she dipped her head. 

“I'm going to come soon! If you don't stop. I'm going to 
come in your mouth!" he wheezed. A fine film of sweat was 
glistening on his brow. He was biting his lower lip tensely. 

“Do it now," she breathed, slipping her mouth off his cock. 
“Come in my mouth. Yeah, come in my mouth!" 

“Ohhhh!" he moaned, her words driving him mad. He fucked 
his prick back and forth in her fingers and let her siphon it 
back between her luscious lips. Her tongue wriggled lovingly 
around the bloated shaft. 

Up and down, up and down she pumped her pretty dark 
brown head, clutching the base of his cock in one hand and 
the swinging sac of his balls in the other. Her tits heaved 
inside her school shirt. And suddenly she was snorting, 
coughing and gagging at the same time, her mouth and 
throat plugged to capacity with steaming wads of hot spunk. 

“Ggggnnnn!" he strained, shooting the scalding jism up his 
cock stem and into her sucking mouth. He drove his ass 
cheeks back and forth, drilling her with six and seven inches 
of stiffened prick. 

Hermione gurgled, swallowing huge blobs of jism. It felt so 
weird going down! Like egg whites! It was so slimy and 
thick! 

“Eat it! Eat all my cum!" he ordered, glaring at her bobbing 
face as he humped her. “Suck it all down! Suck out every 
fucking drop of it!" 



Hermione tried. She swallowed jet after jet of cum. But she 
was still coughing, not yet recovered from the first blast that 
had surprised her so. She lifted her face up off his spurting 
prick, tugged it recklessly before her gasping face, stared at 
it as if she knew what was coming. 

A streamer of spunk shot out from his cockhead and laced 
itself across her face diagonally, from chin to temple. It shot 
across one cheek and over the bridge of her nose, 
splattering the her left temple and veering onto her 
forehead. Trails of white began to wriggle down onto her 
cheek. Her eyelashes were matted together with sticky 
paste. 

“In your mouth, you hot witch!" he yelled at her. "Suck it! 
Suck my fucking cock! Shit, I'm coming all over your face!" 

Hermione tilted the cock in her hand, nudging her chin with 
its still-spurting head. She opened her mouth. Her tongue 
stuck out. 

Another tracer of white jizz spat up the length of her face. 
This one rose up like a fountain in a long silver line, between 
her eyes and into her lovely hair. The cum clung to her nose 
and dripped into her panting mouth. She licked her lips and 
sucked the stuff inside, savoring its tangy taste. 

Her gagging finally ended. She pumped his cock strongly in 
her fist and seemed to aim the jetting spunk straight into 
her passive face. 

"In your mouth! In your fucking mouth, you filthy slut!" he 
groaned, watching as rope after rope of white jism spat out 
into her pretty face. He tried to reach for his cock, but she 
wouldn't let him have it. She grasped his cock tightly and 
refused to let him hold it. 



She held open her mouth inches from his spasming cock tip. 
A long jet of cream shot out onto her tongue. It disappeared 
into the depths of her mouth in a flash. She smacked her lips 
noisily and let the warm spunk ooze back into her throat. It 
drooled and dribbled messily over her chin and down the 
curve of her neck like thick milk. 

“I don't believe it! I don't believe it!" he chanted, letting her 
have her way. What a kinky bestfriend! She appeared to 
want the greasy cum to splatter her full in the face! 

And just when he thought he'd shot his last bolt, another 
steaming blast of white struck her eyebrow, plastered shut 
her one open eye, split into two streams that ran down her 
cheek thickly. She curled out her tongue to capture one 
drooling string and the other veered off down her face to her 
jawline. It dripped steadily to her shoulder. 

"Ohhh, fuck! You're all splattered with cum!" he groaned, 
leaning back against the wall. "It's all over your face! All my 
jism all over your fucking face!" 

Hermione smiled, tilting his prick this way and that in case 
he had any more to spurt. But he was finished. A syrupy 
drop of cum seeped out of the cockhead slowly, soiling her 
fingers, but there were no more long streamers. She jerked 
him off more slowly, licking his purple cockhead with her 
tongue. 

"You're all finished!" she pouted, apparently disappointed. 
"You don't have any cum left!" 

"Is it any fucking wonder?" he grunted, his balls aching. He 
couldn't remember when he'd come so fast or so hard. That 
sucking mouth of hers had him boiling in seconds. 



“Do I look pretty?" she asked him, tilting her spunk- 
splattered face up toward him teasingly. "Does Mione look 
real pretty with your jism spurted out all over her face?" 

Harry groaned. What was she trying to do to him? Get him 
expelled for having sex in a broom closet? Maybe because 
she hadn't come herself... she'd sucked him dry, but she 
hadn't gotten off herself yet. That was probably why she was 
still teasing him. 

"How about when I do this?" she wondered, poking his cock 
into her face and starting a series of circular motions on her 
cheeks with its head. "Do I look sexy when I smear your stuff 
around like this?" 

Harry groaned deeply. His bestfriend was out of her mind! 
What kind of witch was she, to let him come all over her 
face, then talk this way while she smeared spunk about all 
over herself? Was she kinky or what? Well, if he didn't knew 
her better... she was a nympho! 

"It feels so good! Your spunk feels so good on my face! Like 
jelly! So thick and sticky! I love it! I fucking love it!" 

She ran his cock everywhere on her face, plowing his jism 
into her eyes beneath the cum-smeared glasses. She tilted 
his prick up along the side of her nose, up her cheeks and 
across the sweep of her forehead. The oval of her pretty face 
shone like a white mark in the dim cubicle light. Curls of 
dark brown hair were stuck to her face with drying cum. 

"Please, enough!" he moaned, glaring at her in fascination 
as she decorated herself with his cream. "Do you really have 
to do that now? Can't you wait until we are somewhere 
else?" 



Hermione rubbed his cock against her face for several more 
seconds, making sure she had the jizz evenly spread on her 
lovely, ghost-like features. Then she turned her face up to 
him. 

“Maybe. But you fucked me in the library, and now is 
payback time... now... let's fuck!" she announced. 

Harry glared at her in disbelief, his cock still caught tightly 
in the circle of her fingers. She couldn't mean it, not after 
what she'd just done to him! How could he fuck in his 
condition? He felt drained, all his energy sucked out along 
with his cum. He just wanted to rest. 

“Fuck me till I can't stand up!" she exclaimed, letting go of 
his still-stiff cock and standing up shakily. She turned her 
back on him, pulled her school skirt up over her ass, and 
dug a hand into the tops of her panties and hose. She thrust 
down, forcing the tangled nylon down her thighs quickly. 
The undergarments were soon stretched like an elastic rope 
between her outspread calves. Her naked ass gleamed at 
him invitingly. 

“What an ass! What a fucking ass!" he raved, studying her 
lush ass and the taut muscles of her slender upper thighs. 
She'd spread her legs so wide he had a perfect view of her 
cuntlips. 

“Fuck me!" she pleaded, leaning forward and planting her 
hands on the far wall of the tiny cubicle. “Shove that big 
hard cock into me and fuck me till I can't take it any more!" 

Harry's cock was still hard, much to his surprise. He 
suddenly gave up all thoughts of resting. He took his thick 
prick in hand and stepped forward, directing the purple 
head under the inverted V of her rear. Her puffy damp cunt 



lips sucked at his cock hungrily as he planted the mushroom 
crown against them. 

“Oooooh, yes! Put it in! Ram that big beautiful cock deep up 
my twat, please! I need it! I need it so bad!” 

She reached beneath her and used two fingers to spread the 
hair-lined flaps of her cuntlips. Her ass cheeks slid back a 
fraction, and suddenly her pussy was wrapped over his 
cockhead, drawing it inside like a long-lost friend. Inch after 
inch of cock shaft followed, and in seconds her cunt was 
crammed with his huge prick, his pubic hair tickling the 
cheeks of her ass. 

"Ohhh shit! What a cunt! What a deep, sucking cunt!” he 
wailed. He began to thrust into her, driving his cock again 
and again into the wet soggy folds of her hungry snatch. His 
balls swung, jiggled back and forth by his harsh movements. 

"Feel my tits! Feel my tits!” she urged, tugging open her 
blouse. 

He reached beneath her, and together they freed her 
swollen tits from the tight harness of her ice-blue bra. He 
began to squeeze and caress her tits toughly. He tweaked 
her long nipples and dug his fingers into the plush, swaying 
flesh. Both tits hung out over the bra and blouse at an odd 
angle. They were jerked back and forth as he fucked her. 

”So deep! So fucking deep!” she mumbled, forcing her ass 
back against him. She was bent over at a sharp angle, 
making it easier for him to drill her deep. 

He squeezed her tits for emphasis. He rammed his hips 
against her satiny ass cheeks, driving his cock far into her 
cunt on each stroke. Her ass quivered and quaked as he 
fucked her. 



Hermione's body was rammed forward again and again into 
the cubicle wall. She supported herself with her hands, but 
his thrusts were so strong. Her tits swung back and forth 
even in the grip of his palms. Her face expressed both 
pleasure and pain. His cock was digging very deep. 

“I don't believe your ass! It's just fucking gorgeous! It's so 
tight and firm! Fuck, it's beautiful!" He released her tits and 
began to knead and spread her taut ass cheeks. He spread 
them wide, as far apart as he could get them, watching his 
slick prick plow in and out of her cunt below. 

"Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!" she groaned, her face forced 
closer and closer to the wall of the tiny cubicle. It felt as 
though someone was ramming a baseball bat in and out of 
her hungry snatch. 

"So you like this, huh? You like my cock up your cunt?" He 
pulled back till only the head of his slimy cock was lodged 
inside her creamy cunt, then he plunged back harshly, 
burying every inch of stone-hard shaft inside her. 

"So much! So much!" she crooned. "Your cock feels 
fantastic! I love it! I'll never get enough! I'll never get 
enough cock!" 

They lunged and bucked at each other in the cramped 
broom closet, half-naked and sweating. Their pace was slow 
and leisurely to start with, as if they were both recovering 
from the blowjob. But then it began to increase, and soon he 
was lunging at her like a man possessed, fucking his prick 
deep into her and ramming her into the wall. She met his 
every thrust with a jerk of her ass. 

"Ram it deep! Ooooooh, yeah! Ram that lovely cock as deep 
as it'll go!" she pleaded, her face twisted with pleasure. Her 



head was turned to one side now. She was shoved up 
against the wall, her cheek clinging to it tightly. 

“I'm gonna come! I'm gonna come again for sure!'' he 
wailed, his ass pumping back and forth. 

“Yes! Me too! I'm gonna come too!" she grunted, her eyes 
fluttering behind the cloudy-white glasses. “Come inside 
me! Shoot all your lovely jism deep up my cunt!" 

“Aaannnggghhh!" he strained, humping her with a series of 
fast, short lunges. “Gonna come up your sticky hot cunt!" 

He crammed her several more times with cock, and 
Hermione felt a delicious dissolving sensation between her 
legs. Then she was coming, her cunt quaking with hot little 
twitches. Her cunt was sucking him inside, her pussy walls 
molded tightly around his bucking prick. She clenched her 
eyes shut with lust and pleasure. 

“Nnnnnnnn! Nnnnnnnn!" she moaned. 

“Aaaaannnnggghhh!" he screamed, burying his cock one 
last time and feeling it explode deep inside her. The blowjob 
had left his prick a trifle numb, but his spunk still shot out of 
his cock and into the willing body of the horny witch. 

“You're coming! I can feel your jizz up my cunt! Oooooh, 
yes! Do it to me! Come all the way inside me! Fill me with 
spunk!" 

Again and again his cock contracted, spat out wave after 
wave of squirming hot jism. His prick writhed and wriggled 
up her hole, squishing along her pussy walls and far up into 
her insides. Cum seeped back along his cock, slithered out 
her cuntlips, bathed his pubic hair and balls. It ran down the 
inside of her thighs like wax. 



“Such a hot little cunt! Such a hot little whore!” he groaned, 
pouring out his third torrent of jism in half an hour. His prick 
sliced through all the cum and cunt juice, splitting her wet 
pussy lips wide. Jet after jet of creamy jizz fired off, painting 
her hole white and clogging her pussy to capacity. 

She felt wad after wad of heated cream spurt out inside her 
aching cunt. So much spunk! 

'Take it! Take it all!” he muttered, cramming his prick into 
her cunt again and feeling the last of his spunk flow out. 

"Take it all! Take every last ounce of jism!” he grunted. 

"Give it to me! Give me all you've got!” she answered, 
driving her cunt against his cock. Warm cum slithered and 
slopped from her hole to the floor... 

Twenty minutes later, after a few scourgifies, they were in 
the great hall, talking and wispering like lovers. 


Chapter 9 - Mrs. Granger 

It was a warm, august Saturday evening at the Granger's 
suburban house. Daniel, his wife, Emma, their daughter 
Hermione, and Hermione's best friend, Harry Potter were 
eating supper. 

Emma was watching the two teens eating as she wondered 
what chemistry had drawn her witch daughter and this 
young wizard to become such good friends. They were after 
all a fifthteen years old boy and a soon to be sixteen years 
old girl. But despite this, they were still the best of friends 
and nothing more. 




Watching the two eat, she saw that Hermione, as was 
daintily picking at her food, eating only selected items while 
Harry had already wolfed down everything on his plate like 
he hadn't eaten in weeks. 

Damn, Mrs. Granger is a good cook. Harry thought. I wish 
that my mom could cook as good as she does. Boy, I would 
like another helping. 

“Harry, would you like some more potatoes?" she asked him 
seeing that his plate was almost empty. 

“Sure thing, Mrs. Granger," Harry said, holding his plate out 
to her. 

Wow, can she read my mind or what? 

“Anything else," she asked him smiling as she ladled out a 
huge mound of potatoes into his plate. 

“Uh, another helping of everything, I guess," he grinned. “If 
that's okay?" 

I hope that she doesn't think that I'm a pig. 

“Anything you want," she laughed, filling his plate. 

Anything I want. Okay, how bout if I fuck you daughter right 
here on the table. Right in front of you and your husband. 
Damn, I'm getting a hard on just thinking about it. 

At last supper was over and Daniel pushed back from the 
table. 

“Thanks, hon, that was delicios," he said, getting up and 
tromping off toward the living room. 



Hermione frowned and groaned, but Harry quickly began to 
help clear the table. 

“Where do you want these dishes, Mrs. Granger?" he politely 
asked and she pointed over to the counter by the sink. 

And where would you like this boner I have all saved up? 

“Just stack them there by the sink," she smiled warmly at 
him as he smiled back and blushed. 

Why was he blushing, she wondered as she stood up and 
leaned over to pick up the leftover steak? Lifting the plate, 
she looked up and saw that Harry was blushing even 
brighter. Glancing down, she saw that her blouse had 
billowed out giving the boy a peek down inside her blouse. 

Oh, fucking Merlin, what a pair of tits. I wish she didn't have 
that damn brassiere on. I'd love to dive down between those 
beauties and never come out... 

Why, my goodness, the boy was looking down my blouse, 
she told herself. 

She should have felt angry that Harry was gawking down her 
blouse, but strangely, she didn't. Instead, she felt a perverse 
tickle down below her waist. Down there where she was 
feeling all warm and funny inside. She had always had an 
affectionate feeling toward Harry for some inexplicable 
reason ever since the first day Hermione had brought him 
home after her first year at that witchcraft school she was 
attending. He practically had spent a few days here every 
summer since then. And Hermione did the same at his home. 
Maybe that explained her puzzling lack of righteous 
indignation. 



In fact, she felt a bizarre sense of pride knowing that he 
found her attractive enough to risk taking a peek down her 
blouse. But why in the hell wouldn't he? She had a pretty 
face and a knockout body. Smiling, she bent down again and 
watched his eyes quickly dart down to her breasts as she 
dabbled with the other plates for a few seconds. 

What in the hell's going on? She saw me looking down her 
blouse and now she leaning down again so I can get another 
look. Oh, Jeez, they're beautiful. I'd give a million galleons 
just to reach out and touch them. 

Was she crazy? 

She was actually teasing him. Teasing her daughter's best 
friend. Teasing a boy. Teasing him and showing him off her 
tits like some two-bit slut. 

Finally, realizing that Hermione might see her and catch on 
to what she was doing, she stood up and carried the 
leftovers to the refrigerator. 

No, don't stand up. I haven't got my fill of your awesome tits 
yet. 

“Why don't you two go on and play somegame on the 
playstation," she smiled at them as she turned back from 
the fridge, “I can handle it from here." 

Game? I know a game I'd like to play with you, Mrs. Granger. 
It's called stick the wienie in the lady. And speaking of 
handling it, you can handle mine anytime you want. 

Seeing that Harry was still blushing as he stared at her, she 
self consciously ran her hand down over her breasts 
smoothing down her blouse. 



Look at that. She's smoothing down her blouse so I can see 
how big her tits are. I can't believe this. And, and look, you 
can see her big, hard nipples. And she's got a bra on, too. 

“Well, go on," she smiled, directing most of her attention at 
Harry. “Don't just stand there gawking at me." 

Gawking! If I had any guts, I'd walk over there and plant a 
kiss on your sweet lips and then I'd tear off your blouse so I 
could see those tits your so proud of. 

“Hey, come on Harry," Hermione yelped, turning and 
running out of the room. 

“Well, aren't you going, too?" she smirked. 

I could stand here all day long looking at you. 

“Huh? Oh, yeah, uh, bye, uh, Mrs. Granger." he muttered, 
blushing deeply. “Uh, thank you for supper, and, uh, uh, 
everything." 

Yeah, but thanks mostly for the great look at your tits. 

“You are quite welcome," she smiled at him as she ran her 
hand down over her breast again. 

She did it again. There's no mistaking it. She's flirting with 
me. Hermione's mom is flirting with me. 

She saw his eyes flick down to her breast for a second before 
he turned and fled out of the room. 

“You hussy," she fumed out loud. “You ought to be ashamed 
of yourself, teasing that boy like that." 

“What? What did you say," she heard her husband, Daniel 
ask from the living room. 



“Huh? Oh, nothing," she said. "I was just talking to myself." 


"Oh," he muttered, going back to whatever it was that he 
was doing. 

When she was finished, she flicked off the light in the 
kitchen and strolled into the living room smiling to herself. 
Sitting down by Daniel, she wondered if there was any 
chance of a little fun under the covers with him tonight. 

"What time do you and Hermione have to leave tomorrow 
morning," she asked as she suggestively ran her hand down 
his thigh. 

"All the events kick off around two," he yawned, "so I guess 
that we'd better be on the road by ten at least. Why?" 

"Just trying to figure out what to do with myself while you 
two are out gallivanting in the woods," she smiled back at 
him, squeezing his thigh. "And when do you think you'll get 
back on Sunday?" 

"I think the Closing ceremonies are at nine," he told her, "so 
I imagine around one or two." 

"You're going to leave me all alone by myself tomorrow 
night," she pouted, sticking out her lower lip. 

"I'm afraid so," he laughed, "But these father and daughter 
things only happen once a year." 

"I know," she smiled, "and I'll probably enjoy the peace and 
quiet once you guys are out of my hair." 

"Sure you will," he agreed. "It'll give you time to read that 
new book you've been wanting to read." 



'That's an idea," she said, running her hand up his thigh 
again. 


Daniel seemed oblivious to her suggestive behavior as he 
watched television and ignored her groping and squeezing 
his thigh. 

"Could I interest you in a little hanky-panky tonight?" she 
finally asked. 

"Uh, I, uh. I'm kinda tired," he yawned, "and uh, I got a long 
day tomorrow." 

"Oh, all right," she fumed, giving up and watching 
television. 

The longer she sat there, the more angry she became. 

"Well, why don't you go upstairs and go to bed?" She 
snapped, "if you're so tired." 

"I think I will," he grunted as he got up off the couch. 

While Daniel flopped down on the bed, Emma stepped into 
the bathroom and slipped off her blouse. Sometimes this 
was the best time of the day, she thought, unhitching her 
brassiere. The instant she released the catch on her bra, her 
large, heavy breasts sprang free. Flicking her bra aside, 
Emma took one big, heavy tit in each hand, roughly 
squeezing and kneading the warm, soft flesh. 

She usually went braless, but since Harry was visiting, she 
felt it might be a little risqu to go around bouncing all over 
the place. But I wonder what Hermione thinks when I go 
braless. She sure does it around that bestfriend of hers and 
he never seems to notice. 



By the way Harry had been ogling her breasts, she now 
wished she had gone without her bra, she thought wickedly. 
Smiling, she recalled catching him staring down her blouse 
as she cleaned off the table. What would he have done if she 
hadn't had her bra on and he had gotten an eyeful of her tits 
in all their naked glory? At least he had shown some interest 
in her. Unlike her hubby Daniel. 

At last, she reluctantly moved her hands away from her tits 
and bent down stripping off her shorts and panties. 

Standing back up, she admired her image in the mirror. Not 
bad for a thirty-eight year old, she thought as she let her 
eyes travel up her body. Following the arcing sweep of her 
calves to her beautifully proportioned thighs, she was 
pleased with the way her firm, tanned thighs gracefully 
curved out only to sweep back, ending at her long, sexy 
hips. Pausing momentarily at the swath of curly hairs 
spreading out over her lower belly, hiding her secret grotto 
from view, her eyes swept up over her flat, hard belly. Then 
veered out to encompass her big, full breasts with their 
jutting, ruby nipples sticking out and begging for attention. 
Finally her eyes moved up to her face. There was no doubt 
about it, she vainly thought, I am a very pretty woman. 
Reaching over to the door, she plucked her nightie from the 
hanger. Smiling at the image watching her, she raised the 
nightie above her head and let it drop down over her body. It 
was so sheer that it did little to hide her abundant charms, 
but in the dark it would be sufficient, she thought as she 
flicked the light off and stepped back into their bedroom. 

Glancing over at the bed, she saw that Daniel was already 
dozing off. She had, had one last glimmer of expectation, 
but when she saw him nodding off, she knew that by the 
time she got back from locking up, he would be asleep. 



Angrily, she stomped out of the room in her bare feet and 
made her way downstairs. As she walked, her big breasts 
hobbled and wriggled, rubbing her sensitive nipples against 
the sheer film of her nightie. It felt sexy to have her big tits 
bouncing freely as she walked around the dark house. The 
fact that Harry was in the house gave it even more spice. 
Maybe he might be up hiding somewhere watching her, she 
smiled to herself. I wish, she laughed, flicking the last latch 
shut. Satisfied that everything was battened down, she 
strode up the stairs and started back to her bedroom. 

On her way down the hall, she glanced down at the room 
Harry was using during his stay here and saw a faint glow of 
light coming from underneath his door. After all the times he 
stayed here she already knew that this usually indicated 
that he had gone to sleep with the television on. Being born 
in the wizarding world, he was fascinated by a television and 
when he was staying here, he practicly run the set raw 
watching all kinds of movies during the night, practicly 
going to sleep with the television on. And of course, she had 
to turn it off for him. Pausing for a moment, she wondered if 
she should check. Why not, she smiled smugly. 

Tip-toeing down the hall to his bedroom's door, she 
cautiously peeked into the room. It took several moments for 
her eyes to adjust to the faint light, but when she could 
finally see into the room, she saw that young wizard 
appeared to be asleep. 

Harry was lying on his side in front of the TV set and from 
where she stood, she could only see his back so she couldn't 
tell for certain if he was asleep or not. She stood watching 
him for a few moments and saw that his breathing was 
steady and even. 



Just the thought that he might still be awake had given her a 
surge of excitement as she slowly started over to where he 
lay. She crept toward the television as quietly as she could. 
Finally, she was near the set and had only to step around 
Harry to reach it. Standing there, naked except for her tiny 
nightie, she felt herself growing more excited as she 
deliberately stepped over him. A sudden and perverse thrill 
shot through her brain as she did, because she knew that if 
he was awake and looked up, he would be able to see 
straight up at her naked pussy. 

But as her foot touched the floor on the other side of him 
and she looked down, she saw that he was indeed asleep. 

His cute, hunky face the picture of youthful innocence. 
Disappointed for a moment that he hadn't been awake to 
take advantage of her lecherous display, she felt sudden 
rush of adrenaline squirt into her blood stream as her eyes 
found his young, virile penis jutting out through the opening 
in the front of his pajamas. In the murky light of the 
television, the sight of the boy's stiff, erect penis caught her 
by surprise. She hadn't been expecting anything like that. 
Stunned by the size of boy's cock, she stood transfixed, 
staring down at it, afraid to move for fear of waking him up. 

But why was he hard? Was he having a wet dream? Who was 
he dreaming about? Was he dreaming about her daughter 
who was just in the next bedroom? Or was he dreaming 
about her? Just the thought that he might be having a 
dream about her sent a jolt of electricity shooting down her 
spine and into her tingling pussy. 

Finally, after several moments of gawking at the boy's 
twitching organ, she was able to catch her breath. 

Then it occurred to her that Harry's potent manhood was 
definitely oversized for his age. Maybe it was just the light. 



she thought to herself as she timidly bent down to get a 
closer look at the swollen organ. Just as she did, the scene 
on the television changed bathing the room in brightness 
and she could see that the size of his cock was no figment of 
her overactive imagination. The boy's penis, jutting out hard 
and ripe was more than man size. 

Good Lord, the boy's huge, she thought as she stared at his 
jutting giant. How could a boy his age be so big? As she 
stared at Harry's monstrous peter, she realized that Harry, in 
his youth, was already considerably larger than her 
husband's impressive cock. It was all she could do to keep 
from reaching down and touching the erect column of meat. 

The sight of the boy's oversized penis evoked a strange 
feeling down inside of her. The itchy need between her legs 
that she had felt earlier suddenly returned with a 
vengeance. But what was wrong with her? This was a boy 
she was being upset by. Her daughter's best friend. Granted 
a boy with a man's penis, but still a boy. Yet, even as she 
chastised herself for her aberrant excitement, she couldn't 
calm the excitement she was feeling. 

Then, just as she was about to stand back up, Harry moved 
in his sleep. 

"Oh, Mrs. Granger," he groaned as his cock jerked up and 
down wildly. 

She nearly fainted right there on the spot. 

Gasping to catch her breath and not wanting to risk waking 
the teen wizard up, she left the television on and carefully 
made her way back toward the door without tripping over 
anything. Slightly giddy from the thrill she had just 
experienced, she stepped back out into the hallway and 
quietly closed the door. 



standing there, she leaned against the door and fanned 
herself to clear her head. This wasn't like her, she told 
herself. Why was she so upset by the sight of a boy's penis? 
Trying as hard as she could, she still couldn't erase the 
image of Harry's boy's perfectly shaped penis from her mind. 
It was as if the picture of his beautiful penis had been 
indelibly seared into her brain. What really shocked her 
though was the effect it was having on her. She was Emma 
Granger, the mother of a girl the same age as the boy she 
was having such lecherous thoughts about. So why was she 
so aroused by the accidental sight of Harry's erect penis? 

And then, when he had mouthed her name. Oh, Merlin. Was 
she going crazy? 

This was the first time she had felt anything like this. Harry 
was a teenage boy she suddenly realized she had the hots 
for him. 

At last, she pushed herself away from the wall and hesitantly 
took a step back down the hallway toward her bedroom. Her 
knees almost buckled but then the blood flow to her legs 
resumed and she slowly made her way back to her bedroom. 
Stopping at the door, she looked in and saw that Daniel was 
asleep already, just as she knew he would be. 

Too bad for you, she thought flipping off the light, because 
after her episode in the Harr's room, she was definitely in 
the mood for some serious fucking. 

Making her way over to the bed, she slipped off her nightie 
and dropped it onto the floor beside the bed. Still frustrated 
by Daniel's lack of interest, she flounced down on the bed 
hoping to wake him up, but he only snorted and rolled away 
from her. 



Frustrated, she spread her legs apart and slipped her hand 
down to her tingling clitoris. Her fingers quickly found the 
ripe pea-sized bundle of nerves sticking out and begging for 
attention. Surprised to find it so large and ripe, she began 
flicking it back and forth roughly, enjoying the trickle of 
excitement flowing up from it as her mind pored over the 
image of Harry's magnificent penis. 

But for some strange reason, she stopped fingering herself 
just short of an orgasm. Feeling slighted by her husband, 
she didn't want to bring herself to an orgasm with him lying 
beside her although it would serve him right. She would wait 
until tomorrow. Then tomorrow, when he was gone, she 
would have a party for herself. Tomorrow, she would do it 
when she was alone. Alone with her toys and movies. Too 
bad, though, that Harry would miss all that he had caused 
because tomorrow morning he would go home with the 
Knight Bus or whateer it was called. 

Finally, after lying awake for what seemed like hours, she 
drifted off into a restless sleep. 

It seemed like she had just fallen asleep when the clock 
radio went off, coaxing her back to wakefulness. Reaching 
over and turning it off, she lay in bed for a few moments 
trying to recall why she felt so drugged. She didn't 
remember drinking anything last night, but she felt groggy 
and tired. 

Suddenly a warm glowing feeling spread out from her pussy 
as the image of Harry's penis slowly formed in her mind. As 
the image fully formed, a trickle of electricity shot through 
her clitoris and the warm feeling spread over her whole 
body. Then, enveloped in the lurid heat, she found herself 
sweating. 



Easing out from under the covers, she hurriedly slipped out 
of bed and rushed into the bathroom, breasts flopping and 
hair flying. Closing the door behind her, she looked into the 
mirror and saw that her face was beet red. 

Quickly stepping into the shower, she slowly turned on the 
cold water and stepped underneath the icy spray. It was so 
cold she could barely stand it, but shivering, she endured 
the stinging spray of ice cold water for several seconds 
before she had to step out from under it. The freezing water 
drove the image of Harry's prick from her mind, momentarily 
but as soon as she stepped out from under the freezing 
water, the image returned. Stepping back under the watery 
cascade, she shivered and shook from the cold until her 
teeth began to chatter and she had to step out. Grabbing a 
towel, she quickly wrapped it around her, and began 
rubbing herself furiously, trying to get warm again. But now 
her nipples were swollen and sensitive from the cold water 
and the towel rasping across them quickly brought back the 
itchy feeling between her up her attempt to quiet the 
perverse desire smoldering inside her, she continued to 
towel herself until her teeth stopped chattering. Afraid to 
even touch her big, voluptuous breasts lest she set off 
another bout of craving, she hurriedly slipped back into the 
bedroom. Daniel was still asleep. He was snoring and 
apparently oblivious to her as she pulled on a pair of warm¬ 
ups. 

Hurrying downstairs, she quickly set about fixing breakfast. 
Scurrying around the kitchen, she first fried up a mound of 
bacon while the toaster browned half a loaf of bread. Piling 
the crisp, aromatic bacon on a plate, she broke nine eggs 
into the frying pan and scrambled all of them into a pile of 
yellow fluff, occasionally stirring them until were done. Once 
she had everything prepared, she stuck it all into the 
microwave and started a pot of coffee brewing. 



As it brewed, she walked back up the stairs. It's a good thing 
Harry isn't here to see this, she smirked to herself as she 
watched her tits flopping about unrestrained under her 
warm-up top. He would really be blushing. 

"You'd better hurry up and get dressed," she growled at her 
husband as she walked into the bedroom, "or You and 
Hermione will miss the opening ceremonies." 

"Huh," Daniel mumbled sleepily as he drug his arm out from 
under the covers and looked at his watch. 

"Wow, you're right," he blurted out. 

"When you get up," she told him, "go wake up them up." 

"Okay," he mumbled, sitting up and looking at her with 
sleep-filled eyes. 

"Breakfast is in the microwave," she told him as she started 
toward the door. "I'm going to work in the yard a while, so 
you go ahead and eat so you can hit the road." 

"All right," he yawned, seemingly unconcerned by her 
coolness. 

Hurriedly slipping back downstairs, she gathered up her 
gardening tools and carried them out behind the great oak 
tree in the corner of their yard. From this vantage spot, she 
could watch the house without being seen. She just didn't 
want to face Harry and re-ignite the smoldering memory of 
his pretty cock. 

Plopping down, she piddled around weeding the flowerbed 
for a few minutes. It was rather enjoyable sitting under the 
tree all by herself, she thought, if only the irksome little itch 
inside her pussy would go away. 



But when her husband and daughter were gone, she would 
take care of that, she smiled, rubbing herself through her 
sweat pants. 

Then suddenly the door leading out into the yard swung 
open and she nearly swooned when she saw Harry step 
outside. 

I wonder where she is? I'd like to get one more look at those 
gorgeous tits before I leave. 

"MRS. GRANGER?" she heard him shout, "Are You Out Here?" 

She didn't know whether to answer him or not. She knew 
she was already blushing again. 

"UH, YES, UH, OVER here," she finally stammered, not 
wanting him to think she was avoiding him. 

"Oh, there you are," he grinned, walking toward her with a 
big smile on his innocent face, "Uh, I just wanted to thank 
you for letting me stay over last night. I had a real good 
time." 

Oh, crap, she's wearing sweats. Can't see much through 
them. But even in sweats she looks great. 

"Oh, Well, uh, you're quite welcome," she said, stumbling 
over every word like a tongue-tied teenager on her first 
date, "you're welcome, to, uh, stay over, uh, anytime you, 
uh, want." 

Stay over anytime I want? Hey, how about tonight. Baby, 
while your hubby and Hermione are gone to the 
Scoutarama? Just you and me. We could fuck all night long. 



“Uh, Okay,” he smiled back at her as she saw his eyes dart 
down to the bulges jutting out under the front of her 
sweatshirt. "Well, I've got to run. Uh, thanks again.” 

"Well, come back to see, uh, us . . .” she stammered, trying 
to keep her eyes off his crotch, but failing, "anytime.” 

Holy fart! She just looked down at my wienie. And said for 
me to come back anytime. Maybe she really does want some 
of my wienie. I'll have to think about this. 

Why did she say that, she asked herself as she watched him 
turn and stride across the yard? She felt a breeze brush 
across her forehead and realized that she was sweating 
again. What was wrong with her? How could she be letting 
herself get so worked up about an fifthteen-year-old kid? 

Was she going bonkers? 

Finally, after a few moments, she had cooled back down to a 
controllable level and decided to risk going back inside, 
hoping that Harry was now gone. 

Just as she reached the door, her husband met her there and 
held it open for her. 

"We're just fixing to leave,” he grinned at her, "I was just 
coming out to tell you good bye.” 

"I hope that you two enjoy yourself,” she said, returning his 
smile and giving him a quick, little hug. "You both be careful 
and come back safe and sound.” 

"We will,” Daniel said, leaning down and giving her a little 
kiss. "We should be back by three or four o'clock tomorrow, 
if everything goes according to plan. I'll give you a call if 
there is any change, though.” 



“Hermione, you take care of your father out there in the 
woods, okay?” she laughed, giving her a little hug, too. 

"Okey dokey. Mom,” she grinned, hugging her back. 

”1 love you both,” she said as she walked with them to the 
garage. 

"Love You, Too,” they both said almost in unison. 

Watching them get into the car, she felt a little twinge of 
guilt that she was glad to see them go for once, but she did 
want some time to herself for a change. 

In no time they were backing down the drive and driving 
away. Waiting for a few moments, she reached over and 
flipped the switch and watched the garage door slowly slide 
downward until it closed her off from the rest of the world. 

"Ah, alone at last,” she said out loud to herself. 

Stepping over to the washer, Emma reached down and 
promptly peeled her sweatshirt off and dropped it into the 
washer. Then she tugged down her pants and tossed them in 
on top of the shirt. She now stood in front of the washing 
machine stark naked. 

"I'll bring you guys some friends later,” she laughed, feeling 
silly but kind of sexy as she strolled back into the house, her 
bare boobs hobbling and bouncing up and down merrily. 
Lifting the big mountains of soft pink flesh, she tried to 
restrain them as she started up the stairs. 

Slipping into a pair of soft, silky shorts, she thought she 
would fix her self a little lunch and then try to get rid of the 
bothersome little tingle in her pussy. Picking up a brassiere, 
she started to pull it on, and then decided against it, instead 



she pulled on a short little halter-top that just barely covered 
the swollen swell of her big breasts. Looking into the mirror, 
she could see the round, bulging bottoms of her breasts 
peeking of from the bottom of the halter anytime she moved 
her arms up in the least. 

Prancing down the stairs, she felt her frolicsome tits 
bouncing so wildly she had to keep pulling the halter down 
over them to keep them covered. Quickly fixing herself a 
sandwich, she sat down at the table and began to eat it 
when she heard the doorbell ring. 

“Oh, For Goodness sakes,” she complained, setting her 
sandwich down and getting up... 


Chapter 10 - Mrs. Granger (Part 2) 

Annoyed by the interruption, she gave her halter-top a hard 
tug, trying to pull it down over her mountainous breasts as 
she tramped over to the door. Peeking out the peephole, she 
was surprised to see Harry standing outside the door. 

Suddenly she found herself at a loss. What was she going to 
do now? She didn't know whether to answer the door or wait 
and see if he would go away. 

Hesitantly, she reached down and slowly turned the 
doorknob. Opening the door, she stood half hidden behind 
it. 

“Uh, hello, uh, Harry, is anything wrong?" she asked. 

"Uh, No, Uh, not really, Uh, Mrs. Granger. Uh, I'm sorry to 
bother you," he apologized nervously, "but I left my back¬ 
pack over here when I left and I was wondering if I could get 
it." 




I wonder why she is hiding behind the door. Maybe she's 
naked. Ha! Only in my dreams... 

"Oh, Is that all. Sure, you can," she gushed, glad that there 
was no emergency. 

Then she remembered how she was dressed. 

"But you'll have to pardon the way I'm dressed, I wasn't 
expecting company," she blurted out, blushing all over. 

Wait. Maybe she's half-naked. Come on, Mrs. Granger, just 
open the fucking door so I can see... 

"Oh, That's okay, mom runs around in her sweats at our 
house all the time, too," he laughed watching the door 
slowly open as he started to step inside. 

Holy shit! She is nearly naked. And she doesn't have any 
brassiere on either. Would you look at those beautiful 
babies. They're so close I could reach out and touch them. If 
only I had the guts... 

"Uh, I, uh, wow, uh, wow," stammered when he saw her 
standing there in her shorts and halter top, "Wow. 

She is awesome. I'm hard already. Oh, Mrs. Granger, I want 
you so bad... 

He could hardly take his eyes off her as he stumbled inside. 

"You can go ahead upstairs and get your backpack," she 
smiled at him, perversely pleased by his obvious response to 
her skimpy attire. 

Backpack? Oh, yeah, that's why you left it here, stupid. So 
you could have and excuse to come back over after her 



hubby and Hermione left. Get your fucking feet moving and 
stop gawking at her... 

“I, Uh, I'll, hurry up here and, uh, find it and, uh," he 
stuttered as he tripped and nearly fell on the first step of the 
stairs, "I'll, uh, hurry up and, uh, hurry." 

Realizing how flustered he was gave her a shot of 
excitement as she watched him trip and slip going up the 
stairs, trying not to look back down at her. 

Then a sinister idea popped into her head. He's an fifthteen- 
year-old stud with an incredible prick. I'm a horny wife that 
needs a good fucking. Daniel and Hermione are gone for the 
weekend. So why not? 

I hope that I don't trip and break my fool neck. I can't 
believe how pretty she is... 

"I'm just having a sandwich for lunch," she said loudly as he 
reached the top of the stairs. "Would you like to join me?" 

Join you? I'd rather fuck you. But I can't seem too fucking 
obvious. This is turning out even better than I had hoped... 

"Uh, oh, I don't know if I should stay for lunch," he mumbled 
loudly. "I don't want to be a bother." 

"Oh, sure you can," she told him. "You won't be a bother." 

Hey, enough playing hard to get. She wants me to stay. I'll 
stay. 


"Well, if you say so," he said hurrying down toward the 
guestroom he used. 



Why did you do that, she asked herself as she strolled into 
the kitchen and started fixing him a sandwich? You can't 
really be thinking about starting up something with him can 
you? He's only fifthteen for Christ's sake. He's the same age 
as your daughter for Merlin's sake. 

But now that set the seduction in motion, she suddenly 
found herself wondering if she would have the courage to 
carry it through. 

It wasn't long before she heard him coming down the stairs. 
Then she heard him step down off the stairs and stop. 

Where did she go? 

"Uh, Mrs. Granger," he said loudly. 

"I'm here in the kitchen," she answered him, "come on in." 

Come on in! I'd rather come in you, you sweet thing... 

"Uh, Are you sure it's, uh, okay?" he asked timidly as he 
stood at the kitchen door looking at her. 

Fuck, I'm gonna cum in my shorts. She's so fucking hot. 

"Why wouldn't it be?" she asked him, unable to keep from 
glancing down to see if he was reacting the way she 
expected him to react. 

Jeez, she just looked down at my crotch. She had to see how 
hard I am. Maybe she does want some of my big, bad cock... 

Just as she thought, there was a large, readily apparent 
bulge in the front of his jeans. 

Can't come on too fast though. I have to make sure that's 
what she is really after. I could screw up big time if I tried to 



put the make on her and she didn't really want it... 


"Well, uh, we're here all alone and all," he stammered, his 
eyes following hers as they dropped down and then quickly 
jumped back up to his eyes. 

"And what's wrong with that?" she asked him, putting the 
finishing touches on his sandwich and carrying it over to the 
table. 

Would you look at those babies wiggle. How big are they any 
way? Gotta be at least 40 inchers. At least... 

"I, uh, guess, uh, nothing, if you say so, but, uh, well, uh," he 
stuttered, watching her tits jiggling under her halter-top, 
"what are, uh, Mr Granger and Hermione gonna think? Us 
here all alone by ourselves." 

"Oh, don't worry... is not like we didn't spent time alone over 
the years... you come here like you practicly go home..." she 
smiled at him, setting his sandwich down and leaning over 
the table to give him another eyeful of her abundant 
cleavage. 

Yeah, that was the through. He has spent so many days here 
since that first year that he was practicly home. His parents 
were gone alot on their business trips and he didn't like 
spending time alone at the Potter Manor, no mater how big 
and roomy it was. Oh, shit, look at those big, beautiful 
boobs... 

"Uh, yeah, I did. So I guess that makes, uh, you the boss 
when I am here," he smiled nervously, trying to maneuver 
his backpack down to cover the growing evidence of his 
appreciation of her womanly attributes. 



'That's right," she smiled at him as she sat down at the 
table, pleased to see that she had aroused him without 
really trying, "so sit down and have lunch with me." 

Look at her nipples. They must be as hard as a rock the way 
they're sticking out. She must be excited, too... 

As Harry stumbled over to the table, Emma felt her nipples 
jutting out, swollen and hard, straining out against the thin 
material of her blouse as the boy's eyes swept over them. 

Damn, my cock is so hard, I can't sit down. Now what? Oh, 
well. I'll just have to straighten it out... 

Emma watched him trying to sit down, but it was obvious 
that his painfully swollen organ was caught in an untenable 
position and he had to reach down and straighten it before 
he could sit down. Finally, his face a bright crimson, he sat 
down. 

I bet my face is as red as a frigging beet. But look at her, she 
is just smiling like she knows that she made me hard like 
this... 

Smiling at him with a look of amusement on her face, she 
didn't say anything. 

I'm not hungry for this kind of food. I want some pussy. Like 
the one that's between her legs. I bet her pussy tastes as 
sweet as Hermione's... 

The charged atmosphere of the room was almost explosive 
as they sat nibbling at their sandwiches. And Emma knew 
that it wouldn't take much to set it off as her mind wandered 
back to the previous night. She felt a sudden rush of 
excitement as the picture of his big, thick cock filled her 
mind. 



Hey, look at her. She's blushing, too. Wonder what's going 
through her head? 

She knew that she must have been blushing as badly as he 
was as she fought to remove the picture from her mind. 

Uh, I guess that I better try and make conversation. I don't 
want her to think that I'm a dolt. 

“Uh, when are Hermione and Mr. Granger going, uh, to get 
back?" Harry muttered. 

“Oh, uh, tomorrow afternoon sometime," Emma told him, 
trying not to choke on her food. “Are your folks home?" 

“Nah, just on anothet trip," Harry said, taking the last bite of 
his sandwich and choking it down. 

“Then why didn't you told me that? You could have stayed 
here and not have to go home..." 

“I forgot... when I got home, my house elf, Diddi, told me 
that they just left and will be back before I go back to 
school..." 

“They are very hard working..." 

“Yeah... I know... but they are gone so much time... in the 
last few years we speak more with mirrors than face to 
face..." 

“Yeah... I know how good mirrors are... if you wouldn't have 
given Hermione a set, I would have missed so much my baby 
girl during the school year... Would you like another 
sandwich?" Emma asked, seeing that he had finished his 
sandwich. 



She didn't know what she was doing. She didn't really have 
any plans, but she knew that she didn't want the boy to 
leave. Didn't want him to leave until she had the courage to 
make something happen, she thought. 

No. Let's get this thing going or send me packing. I can't 
stand much more of this suspense. 

“Oh, no, uh, but it, the sandwich was great," Harry told her, 
anxiously pushing the plate back. 

“Are you sure?" she said, trying to decide if she was really 
prepared to put her plan into action. 

Well, I guess I'll just have to put it all on the line. I'll tell her 
that I'd better leave and if she asks me to stay. I'll know 
whether she wants me or not. 

“Yes, Ma'am. I'm full. I'd better get back over to my house. 
Besides, you probably don't want some kid hanging around 
all day." 

“Now what makes you think that?" she smiled at him 
casually brushing her hand down over her breasts. “I'd say it 
looks like we're both in the same boat, wouldn't you? I don't 
have any plans for this afternoon, do you?" 

Oh, man, there she goes again. Running her hand over her 
tits. If only that was my hand. What does she mean both in 
the same boat? 

“Uh, no, not really, why?" he choked out. 

“Well, since we've been abandoned and are all alone," she 
told him, “I guess it is up to us to entertain ourselves. Don't 
you agree?" 



I think I might have a chance. I just hope that I don't screw it 
up. 

"Uh, I don't know," Harry stammered, "I guess so." 

"Then how would you like to watch a movie with me?" she 
grinned, boldly starring into his eyes. "I know how you like 
wathing them!" 

Watch a movie? I had something else in mind. But what the 
heck, it's a start. 

"Really?" he blurted back. "I don't want to be a bother." 

"You aren't a bother" she smiled at him, "And don't worry, if 
you become a bother. I'll let you know." 

Now what? 

"Uh, okay, then I guess it's a movie, then, "he said, trying to 
swallow the lump in his throat. 

"Good," she gushed, standing up quickly, making her 
breasts bob up and down wildly. "Then why don't you go on 
into the rec. room and I'll get us a movie. Any suggestions?" 

Suggestions? Yeah, how about some porn. Porn with young 
boys fucking older women... 

"Uh, I, uh, adventure, uh, I guess," he stammered. 

She grinned at him and swished over to the door, her hips 
swaying from side to side enticingly. She could feel the boy's 
eyes boring into her rear-end as it wiggled with each step. 

So far, everything was going well, she thought to herself as 
the seeds of a plan took root inside her head. 



Oh, what an ass! Look at it wiggle and jiggle as she walks. 
Merlin, I'd kill for a piece of that... 

Harry waited until she was gone before he quickly stood up 
and grabbed himself, hurriedly repositioning his rock-hard 
cock. Then, picking up his backpack, he shuffled off into the 
rec. room and sat down on the couch in front of the 
television holding the backpack in his lap to hide his 
erection. 

“That's looks very uncomfortable," Emma laughed as she 
strolled back into the room with a video in her hand. 

Uh, yeah, but if I didn't have it in my lap, you could see how 
hard I was. 

“Huh," Harry gulped, “Uh, what do you mean?" 

“Holding that big, heavy backpack in your lap looks awful 
uncomfortable," she repeated as she sauntered over to the 
television. 

Maybe she wants to see it. Maybe, I'll just move it and show 
her how hard she is making me. 

Spreading her legs apart just enough to steady herself, she 
bent forward from the waist leaving her rear end thrust up in 
the air and pointing directly at Harry. By bending over, she 
stretched her shorts so tight they slipped down into the 
crack of her beautiful ass, leaving the outer portion of the 
firm, round cheeks of her ass bare. 

Oh, Merlin. I'm going to have a fucking heart attack. Look at 
that beautiful ass. Perfect. Smooth as a baby's butt, but so 
much prettier... 



Harry's face turned two shades redder as he stared at her 
upturned butt. 


Finally after what seemed like hours, Emma stood back up. 
Reaching down, she tugged her shorts back down covering 
the soft, smooth skin of her buttocks. 

Damn, I'm so hard I hope that I don't poke a hole through my 
frigging backpack. 

“There," she said, stepping back, “that ought to do it. I'm 
going to fix us some popcorn. You go ahead and watch the 
start of it and I'll be back in a minute." 

“Uh, Okay," he said, still holding onto the backpack to hide 
his swollen penis. 

Thank goodness. Now maybe I can fix my cock so that I can 
breathe. It's so big, I think it is going to tear a hole in my 
blue jeans. 

When he was sure that she was gone, he shoved his hand 
down into his shorts, grabbing hold of his cock and tried to 
reposition it into a more comfortable position. But trying to 
make eight inches of swollen, rock-hard cock comfortable 
inside a pair of tight blue jeans was impossibility. 

Now what movie did she pick out? 

Then, the images on the giant screen of the television slowly 
came swimming into focus. Harry gasped and held onto to 
his backpack so tightly his fingers began to turn white. 

It can't be! I must be dreaming. It's a boy fucking an older 
woman. I can't fucking believe it. It's a porn movie! 



Closing his eyes, he squeezed them tightly and then opened 
them again. The scene hadn't changed. The boy was still 
fucking the hell out of the older woman. He hadn't imagined 
it. 

Boy, look at him give it to her. And he's about the same age 
as me. And the lady looks like she is about the same age as 
Mrs. Granger. I can't fucking believe it! 

Starring goggle-eyed at the television screen, he watched 
the boy's impressive cock slide in and out of the lady's pink, 
wet slit. 

"OH, FOR HEAVEN'S SAKE," Emma gasped as she came 
walking back into the room, "WHAT IN THE WORLD, HOW 
DID I...UH...OH, NO, I DIDN'T..." 

Don't change it now. 

Setting the popcorn down, Emma rushed around the couch 
and turned off the VCR. 

No, Please, don't turn it off. 

"Oh, Harry," she blushed, turning beet red, "I'm so sorry. I 
didn't mean to put that tape on. I'm sorry. Daniel must have 
put the wrong box cover on." 

Was it a mistake? Did she really make a mistake, or was she 
just trying to act like it was a mistake? 

"UH, Uh, Oh, Uh," Harry gulped, swallowing and trying to 
regain some semblance of control, "I, Uh, I, uh, oh, I, uh..." 


Crap! Now, uh, what in the hell am I supposed to say? 



'Thank goodness there wasn't anyone else here," she 
gasped, "it's bad enough for you to see it, but at least there 
wasn't a crowd." 

Well, why don't you and I just do the same thing they were 
doing? 

Harry just sat there starring at her with his mouth open. 

Slipping out the pornographic video, Emma turned around 
and faced Harry 

"Are you all right?" she asked, seeing that he was white as a 
sheet and barely breathing. 

How am I supposed to be? Sitting here in front of my best 
friend's mom after she just showed me a porn movie? Then 
she asks me if I'm all right. Jeez! 

"Uh, I, Uh, Well, I, Uh, don't know," he blubbered out. 

Standing up, Emma slipped over to where he sat and 
reached down to feel of his forehead. 

What? What is she doing now? 

"My goodness," she remarked, finding his skin cool and wet, 
"you're all clammy, like you're in shock." 

I think I'm going to come right now. Look at her tits. I could 
reach out and touch them. 

"Uh-huh," he managed to blurt out as her fiery fingers 
caressed his brow. 

"Maybe you need some mouth to mouth resuscitation," she 
smiled down at him suggestively. 



Mouth to mouth resuscitation. Yeah, Baby. Do that and I'll 
suck your tongue off... 

"OH, MY, Jeez, Uh, Mrs. Granger," Harry gasped out. 

"But first," she murmured, bending down and slipping the 
video back into the VCR and turning it back on, "why don't 
you watch the movie while I find out where your problem is." 

Huh! Oh Merlin! She put the fucking movie back in the VCR. 

Harry sat there flicking his eyes from the TV to Emma as she 
slowly strolled around behind the couch. 

Where is she going now? What is she going to do now? 

"First, let's get rid of this," she said, prying his finger off his 
backpack up and lifting it out of his lap, "maybe that's what 
is blocking your circulation." 

Well, the cat's out of the bag now. She can see how hard it 
is. 

"Oh, dear me. I think I've spotted the trouble already," she 
said coyly as she quickly took off her halter-top 
unbeknownst to the stunned boy. 

Then, leaning down over the back of the couch, she 
straddled his neck with her mountainous breasts. 

Oh, fuck, she doesn't have her top on anymore. I can feel her 
hot tits rubbing against my neck. Of, fuck, what's she 
fucking doing? 

Emma moved her hands slowly down off his shoulders onto 
his chest and then on down over his belly. 



Oh, shit. She's going straight for my prick. If she touches it, 
I'll come. 

“It looks like there is a huge, swollen lump in your jeans," 
she said, slowly unthreading his belt and unsnapping the 
catch on his jeans. 

What the fuck did you expect? 

With her big, jiggling tits still straddling his neck, she 
leisurely unzipped his blue jeans. Rubbing her breasts 
against him, she teasingly spread open his jeans. 

I'M GOING TO HAVE A FUCKING HEART ATTACK! 

“Oh, MY, oh, MY, oh, MY," she gushed as she gently eased 
his shorts down off his pulsating giant, “it's just as lovely as I 
remember it." 

REMEMBER IT? Why did she say she remembers it? She's 
never seen it before... 

“Huh, what, what do you," Harry moaned, his cock twitching 
dangerously and threatening to explode any second, “what, 
what do you mean remember?" 

When did she see my cock? This is getting crazier and 
crazier. Maybe I'm just dreaming all this... 

“Never mind, dear boy," Emma told him, stepping back 
away from the couch, dragging her big tits off his neck, “I'll 
explain later, but first, we need to take care of your 
problem." 

Take care of my problem? Are we going to fuck right here on 
the fucking couch? 



“What do you mean?" he gasped out, his face beet red and 
the blood vessels in his neck jutting out like cords of blue 
rope. 

Then she quickly stepped around in front of him with her 
giant tits bared and jiggling wildly. 

Oh, fucking Merlin. Would you look at those things. They're 
fucking awesome. I've never seen such gorgeous fucking 
tits. 

Harry's swollen prick jumped and twitched dangerously as 
he gawked at her wriggling breasts. 

“Do you like my breasts?" she asked him, dropping down 
onto her knees in front of him as his cock jerked up and 
down wildly. 

Like them? I fucking love them. They're fucking beautiful. 

“Oh, Merlin, Yes," Harry sputtered, his cock jerking up and 
down threatening to explode at any second, “they're 
beautiful." 

“So is this," Emma smiled, gently taking his throbbing cock 
in her hand and giving it a little squeeze. 

Don't do that, Mrs. Granger. Don't do that or you're going to 
get a face full of cum. 

“IMMMGOINNNGTOCUMMMMMMMMM," Harry groaned loudly 
as his thick, hard cock began to lurch up and down 
uncontrollably. “I CAN'T STOPPPPPPPPII I I I I I I I!" 


“That's okay, honey. Let it go," she blurted out as she bent 
down and quickly sucked the monster into her SHE'S 



SUCKING ON MY COCK. OHNO HERE IT COMES. I CAN FEEL 
IT SHOOTING UP MY COCK. 

“FUCCCKKKKKKK!” He bellowed out as Emma encircled his 
gigantically swollen cock head with her lips. 

OH SHIT, I'M COMING IN HER MOUTH. I CAN'T BELIEVE IT. 

OH, GOD, IT FEELS SO FUCKING GOOD. OH, GOD, FEELS 
TOO DAMN GOOD. I CAN'T STOP IT. OH CHRIST, NOW I'M 
BLUBBERING LIKE A BABY BUT I CAN'T STOP IT... 

She thought he was having a heart attack as his body 
stiffened and he began to cry. 

Then, as she hungrily sucked and pulled on his throbbing 
cock, it erupted spurting a huge, thick spurt of his creamy, 
hot cum into her mouth. 

OH, I'M GOING TO DIE. IT FEELS TOO FUCKING GOOD. 

“CANNNTTTTTSSTTTOPPPPPCUUMMMINNNN," Harry moaned, 
tears running down his cheek as his cock jerked and 
spasmed inside her hot, sucking mouth and his hips buck up 
and down. 

Oh, suck on it hard. Suck it all out. Suck out all of my cum. 

Crying out, he thrust his hips upward, driving the thick, 
puffy head of his cock even deeper into Emma's mouth as 
she continued to suck and pull on his spewing cock. 

Nipping at the spurting monster with her sharp little teeth, 
she teased and tormented it as it bucked and jerked over 
and over again filling her mouth with his thick, gummy cum. 
There was so much cum gushing out of his giant penis, 
Emma could feel it running down her chin and dripping 
down onto her heaving breasts. But again and again it 



gathered itself and spouted out gush after gush of his 
sperm-filled semen into her mouth. 

She thought it would never stop. 

Oh, it won't stop. It feels so fucking good. So fucking good. 
Keep sucking baby. Keep sucking on it. 

"Ohmsvickrsfeelsogood," he moaned as his penis continued 
to empty itself into her hot, sucking mouth. 

Holding onto his convulsing cock with one tightly, clenched 
fist, her other hand found his giant, goose-egged sized balls. 
Squeezing and fondling them with her fingers, she coaxed 
out more and more of his super-heated cream out into her 
mouth. 

Ah there it goes again. Ah, again. Ah sheit, again. 

Emma kept on sucking him and swallowing his thick, syrupy 
cream as it poured out into her mouth in an unending 
stream. Strangely, she found his cum delightfully sweet. It 
tasted like thick, gooey cream as it splashed onto her 
tongue. 

Oh, no, I think it's about over. It feels like it's stopping. But I 
don't want it to ever stop. Oh, it feels so fucking good... 

Finally, with one last spasm, his cock stopped twitching and 
almost immediately began to shrink inside her mouth. 

Giving the ponderous tube of softening flesh one last suck 
and relishing the flavor of his last milky offering, she slowly 
lifted her head and let the withering cock slither out of her 
mouth. 

Jeez, it's running down her chin. There was so much she 
couldn't swallow all of it. Oh, I hope she doesn't think I'm a 



jerk for coming in her mouth. Wait, what the hell. I didn't do 
nothing. She did it all on her own. 

"Oh, Merlin, Mrs. Granger, I'm sorry," he sniffled, wiping the 
tears off his cheeks with the back of his hand. 

"Sorry for what?" she asked him running her tongue around 
her lips, licking at the stream of his jism running from her 
mouth down to his shrinking manhood, "Didn't you like it?" 

Like it? I fucking loved it. Oh, crap, she licking my cum off 
her lips. MY CUM. Hermione's mom is licking my cum off her 
lips. I can't fucking believe it. 

"OH, Merlin, Yes, but I'm sorry that I, uh, uh, oh, uh, ca, uh, 
you know, uh, cam, uh, came in, uh, your, uh, mouth," he 
stammered out. 

"If I hadn't wanted you to come in my mouth," Emma smiled 
at him, still licking her lips and running the back of her hand 
across her chin to wipe away the errant stream of pearl- 
colored jism, "I wouldn't have put your big, bad boy in my 
mouth, would I?" 

Fuck! I think I'm in love. She's so beautiful and she likes to 
suck my dick. What can I tell her? 

"Oh, Jeez, Mrs. Granger, I just," he started only to be 
interrupted by her. 

"I think you can call me, Emma," she laughed, slowly easing 
his shorts down his legs and untying his shoes. 

Emma. She wants me to call her by her first name. Emma. I 
don't know if I can do that. What's she gonna do now? 



“What? What are you doing now, uh, uh, Emma?" he asked 
her as she eased his shoes off. 

“What does it look like, silly?" she smirked, pulling off his 
jeans and shorts. “I'm taking your clothes off." 

Why is she taking my clothes off? I just finished. I've already 
shot my wad. 

“Uh, yeah. Uh, but what, uh, what are we going to do now, 
Mrs. Granger?" he timidly asked, starring down at her sitting 
on the floor between his legs. 

“Emma. Remember you can call me, Emma. I think we know 
each other well enough to be on a first name basis by now," 
she giggled reaching out and wrapping her hand around his 
shrunken manhood. “Don't you?" 

Man, I don't know if I can call her Emma. She's Mrs. Granger 
to me. Mrs. Granger, Hermione's mother. Calling her Emma 
just doesn't seem right. 

“Uh, Okay. But, I don't know if I, uh, can call you, uh, 

Emma," he said, smiling childishly. “It, uh, it just doesn't feel 
right, uh, for me to call you, uh, uh, Emma." 

Pushing herself to her feet and watching her big, pendulous 
breast wriggle, she wondered what must be going through 
his head right at this moment. 

Merlin, would you look at her tits wiggle. I've just shot my 
wad, but looking at her big, beautiful tits is getting me 
excited again. 

Looking down at him sprawled on his back half-lying, half¬ 
sitting on the couch, she saw that his cock was now soft. Yet, 



it was still big and puffy and Emma could hardly wait until 
he was once again hard so she could have her turn. 

Emma saw the glazed look of gratification and shock in his 
eyes as he let his eyes wander over her body. Could he see 
the wet spot between her legs, she wondered. He must be 
able to, she thought because it felt like she was leaking out 
juice by the buckets. 

Her shorts are wet. She's excited, too. 

“Gosh, Mrs., uh, Gra, uh, Emma," Harry grunted, staring 
down at her crotch, “you're really wet down there." 

“What?" she asked him. 

She had heard him, but hadn't really been listening as her 
mind was racing ahead to her next move. 

I hope that I'm not making an idiot of myself. 

“You're really wet down there," he repeated himself, pointing 
down to her shorts. 

“Well, you made me that way, you silly boy," she smiled, 
spreading her legs and looking down at herself. 

I made her wet? Merlin, I'm only fifthteen and she's gotta be 
in her thirties. And I made her wet. How fucking exciting is 
that? 

“Have you ever done it with a woman?" she asked him coyly, 
stepping closer. 

“Uh, uh, a woman?" he mumbled. 

“Yes. Have you ever made love to a woman?" she went on, 
reaching down and taking hold of his hands. 



I wonder if Rosmerta counts. And her daughter. And Daphne. 
And Tracey. 

“'Uh, not, uh, not an old, older woman, just girls,” he lied 
bashfully as she lifted his hands up to her waist. 

"Well, that's all going to change today,” she told him, taking 
his fingers and easing them down inside the waistband of 
her shorts. "Have you ever seen an, uh, older woman's 
pussy?” 

"Pictures,” he grunted, slowly pulling her shorts down her 
hips until suddenly they went skittering down her legs 
landing in a puddle around her ankles. She wasn't wearing 
any panties, he giddily saw. 

Lifting one foot at a time, she stepped out of her shorts and 
stood before the boy completely naked. 

Oh fucking Merlin! She's naked. Oh, she's fucking beautiful. 

"Did the girl's pussies look like this?” she asked him, 
spreading her legs apart slightly. 

"Merlin, No,” he snorted, slipping his hands between her 
shapely legs and gently forcing them wider apart. 

"They didn't have hardly any hair,” he wheezed as her legs 
slipped farther and farther apart until he could see the 
mysterious opening peeking out from the midst of her forest 
of kinky dark brown hair. 

Slowly running his hand up the satiny smoothness of her 
thigh, he looked her straight into her eyes and gently 
fingered the thick, meaty lips surrounding her vaginal 
opening. 



She let me touch her there. Oh, it's so hot and soft. 


Then dropping his eyes back down to her pussy, he softly 
probed the puffy, swollen lips with his finger as he saw her 
juices slowly trickling down her inner thighs. 

And so fucking wet 

"Jeez," she mumbled as she felt him fingering her, "you're 
making me hotter." 

I'm going to stick my finger in it and see how hot and wet it 
is inside. 

"Do you like it?" she muttered, barely able to stand as he 
gently eased a long, thick finger up into the hot socket of 
her pussy. 

Like it? I'd fucking kill for it. This is so fucking wild. I wonder 
if I can put two fingers in it? 

"It's awesome," he groaned, easing a second finger up inside 
of her wet, slippery hole. 

I wonder if she likes for me to put my fingers in her pussy? 

"Does that feel good?" he timidly asked her as she tried to 
keep her balance. 

"Oh, Fuck, Yes," she panted, pushing her cunt down onto his 
probing fingers. 

Oh, jeez, she is fucking my fingers with her pussy. Can it 
take three fingers? 

"And this?" he asked a third time, carefully easing another 
finger up into the accommodating channel of her drenched 
cunt. 



“I'm going to cum all over your hand, any second now," she 
gasped. 

“What, uh, what do you want me to do?" he asked her. 

“Fuck me with your fingers," she panted, clenching her cunt 
muscles down around his sopping fingers, “and touch my 
clit. Rub it with your finger." 

Damn, I'm getting hard again just doing this to her. This is so 
fucking crazy. 

“Like this?" he timidly asked her as he began to ease his 
fingers in and out of her pussy and gently flicking his thumb 
across her bulging clitoris. 

“Oh, MY, Fucking, Lord, I'm commminnnnggggg," she 
groaned out in anguish as her body began to shake and 
quiver. 

Merlin! I hardly even had to touch her. She looks like she is 
having a convulsion or a fit or something. And her pussy is 
squeezing my fingers so tight... 

As she tottered above him, he kept his fingers sliding in and 
out of her imploding pussy as it gushed out a river of juice 
onto his hand. Then as she began to waver, threatening to 
fall, he pulled his fingers out of her and wrapped his arms 
around her waist. Pulling her to him, he held her as the fires 
of a horrific orgasm consumed her. 

I'm going to hold on to her so that she doesn't fall and hurt 
herself. She is shaking like she is having a fucking seizure. 
But wait, maybe I can hold on to her and put my fingers 
back in her pussy, too. 



As the fires inside her pussy licked at her very soul, her 
teeth began to chatter and her body writhed about 
senselessly. Then as he held her tightly with one arm, he 
eased his fingers back inside her pussy. She groaned as she 
felt him begin to finger fuck her again. Hunching herself 
against his hand, she could feel her pussy convulsing down 
around his fingers and anointing his fingers with her juice. 
She had never experienced anything like it as her cunt 
poured out juice until Harry's hand was dripping with the 
gunky stuff. 

Oh, fuck, look at that. She's pouring out so much stuff it's 
running down my arm. Is she peeing? I can't believe how 
much stuff is coming out of her pussy. It's pouring out of her 
like water out of a broken faucet. Maybe I broke something 
inside of her. Jeez, I hope that I didn't hurt her. 

That was the last thing Emma remembered as she slumped 
down onto the couch... 

The next thing she knew, Harry was gently rolling her over 
onto her back. 

"Gosh, Mrs. Granger, did you faint?" she heard him ask her 
as she felt him slowly forcing her legs apart. 

"I think so," she mumbled. "What are you doing?" 

"I'm, I'm looking to see if, if I broke anything down there," he 
muttered staring down at her oozing pussy. 

"And, would you be able to tell if you did?" she laughed. 

"Uh, uh, no, I guess, not," he snickered. 

"Do you like my pussy?" she asked him as the big, meaty 
lips of her vagina wetly unfurled themselves like a rose 



petals blossoming open wider and wider as a trickle of her 
pungent woman-juice bubbled out and trickled down into a 
pool between her long, lovely legs. 

It's the most beautiful thing on the face of the fucking earth. 

“It's awesome," he grinned at her again, gently fingering the 
soft pink lips of her pussy. 

“Why don't you make us a drink?" she purred, running her 
hand down his arm lovingly. 

A drink? She still want's me to hang around. I've died and 
gone to fucking heaven. Getting a blowjob from my best 
friend's mom, making her come, and now getting to drink 
her booze. 

“Uh, okay, uh, what, uh, what would you like?" he asked her, 
standing up and seeing his half-hard cock flopping up and 
down heavily. 

“A CC and coke," she smiled up at him, “but first, why don't 
you take your shirt off." 

Hey, maybe we're really going to fuck. She want's me to get 
naked like her. Maybe we're going to get drunk and fuck all 
damn night. 

“Uh, okay," he grinned back at her. 

It feels kind of funny being naked in front of her. But if that's 
what she wants, that's what she gets. 

Peeling his tee shirt up over his head, he grinned and tossed 
it atop his shorts. 



I just hope I don't do something stupid so she thinks I'm still 
a fucking kid. 


Watching him try to act so grown up, she admired the way 
his young, firm ass rippled with each step he took as he 
walked over to the bar and slipped in behind it. 

CC. I don't see anything that says CC. I wonder what CC is? 

"Let's see, CC is?" he said looking over the line of bottles 
behind the bar. 

"Canadian Club," Emma told him, curling up on the couch 
waiting for him. "The bottle right in front of you." 

Well, I hope she doesn't think I'm just a kid who doesn't 
know anything about booze. Even if I don't. 

"Oh, yeah, here it is," he grinned sheepishly, picking up the 
bottle and looking at the label. 

"Ice and coke are in the fridge," she said, watching him 
trying to act so cool. 

"Coming right up," he said, bending down and opening the 
fridge. 

Emma couldn't believe that this was happening so easily. 
She knew she should feel some guilt for having an affair, but 
she didn't. Maybe it was because she was still angry with 
Daniel for shunning her last night, she thought. But even 
still, she wasn't just having an affair. She was having an 
affair with her daughter's best friend. A teenager. She knew 
that what she was doing was wrong in so many ways, but 
somehow it just didn't matter. And she wasn't going to let 
her conscience ruin it for her. 



As she sat excusing herself for seducing the young boy, she 
watched him pick up the glasses and start back toward the 
couch. Her eyes automatically dipped down to his big, fat 
cock as it flopped around sluggishly. It was still half-soft, but 
she could see that it was regaining some of its earlier 
potency. 

I hope I made it right. I've never drank CC before. 

“Here, uh, Mrs., uh, Emma," Harry stammered walking up to 
the couch and handing her, her drink. 

Taking her drink, she took a little sip and smiled up at him. 

“Do you like CC?" 

I don't know. I'll find out in a second though. I can't let her 
think I'm just a kid who hasn't ever drank CC before. 

“Uh, yeah, uh, I drink it all the time. Uh, I drink it over at our 
house," he said, taking a gulp of his drink. 

OH NO. THAT FUCKING STUFF IS STRONG. I MUST HAVE PUT 
TOO MUCH IN IT. 

Then as he tried to swallow, he coughed most of it out, 
blowing half his drink all over Emma. 

“Jeez, uh, I, cough, uh, I, cough, think I made mine too 
strong," he wheezed trying to catch his breath. 

Smiling up at him, Emma reached up and wiped the droplets 
of his drink off her breasts. 

“I think so," she laughed. 


What a dolt. That made me look like a fucking clown. 



Coughing and clearing his throat, he finally took another sip 
and managed to get it down without choking. 

Boy, I bet she thinks I'm a fucking moron. 

"Sorry," he grunted. 

"That's okay," she said, patting the cushion beside her. 

She doesn't seem to mind. Maybe she doesn't think I'm a 
child. 

Thinking about all the times she had watched him secretly, 
she still found it hard to believe. Hard to believe that the two 
of them were sitting beside each other on her couch without 
a stitch of clothes on. 

Neither of them spoke as they looked into each other's eyes 
and listened to the steady hum of the air conditioner. 

What is she thinking? Is she ready to fuck? I want to fuck 
her. Fuck her all fucking afternoon long. 

How many people were driving or walking by the house 
unaware of the twisted evil that was going on inside, she 
wondered? 

"This is very nice," she smiled at him, running her hand up 
his thigh toward his cock that was struggling to lift its big, 
purple head. 

Is she talking about my cock? 

"Uh, I'm glad that you like it," he blushed again. 

"No," she giggled, "I wasn't talking about your penis, silly 
boy. I meant sitting here with you." 



Hey, how was I supposed to know? She was putting her hand 
up next to my cock. 

“Uh, yeah, awesome,” he smiled back at her, taking another 
long pull on his drink. ”1 never, ever thought that I'd be 
doing this either.” 

"Neither did I,” she said, tickling his cock with a long, red 
fingernail. 

"I, uh, I think about you all the time,” he said, blushing 
again. "I thought, uh, I think, uh, that you are the prettiest 
woman in all of muggle world.” 

"Oh, how nice,” she tittered, slowly wrapping her hand 
around his swelling manhood. 

Oh, man, what is she going to do now? Is she going to jack 
me off? I hope not, because I want to fuck. Fuck her. Fuck 
her all afternoon... 

"If I'd only known,” she smiled at him, gently squeezing the 
thick shaft of his cock. 

Her hand is so soft and warm. It feels so good. 

"Your hand is so warm,” he giggled. 

"I saw your penis last night while you were asleep,” she told 
him, blushing herself. "And I haven't been the same since.” 

So that was it. That is why she said it was just like she 
remembered it. Did she know that I was dreaming about 
her? 

"Jeez, Mrs. Gran, Emma, you're making me blush,” he said, 
turning even redder. 



“It's not my fault that you have such a lovely cock," she 
laughed softly, looking down at his penis as it grew in her 
hand. 

“Here hold this," she told him, handing him her half full 
glass. 

What? What is she going to do now? 

Looking at him, her big, brown eyes fastened on his, she 
slowly opened her mouth and leaned forward. Their eyes 
locked in a lustful stare, she eased the fingers of her other 
hand underneath his large, dangling balls, gently squeezing 
and fondling the great eggs. Still looking up into his eyes, 
she ran her tiny, pink tongue around her lips and then lifted 
the great mauve head of his cock up to her lips. Opening her 
mouth wider, she slowly sucked the round, tapered head of 
his cock into her mouth. Slowly she moved her soft, full lips 
farther and farther down the big, round barrel of his cock as 
more and more of it disappeared into her mouth. Inch by 
inch, his rapidly hardening cock slipped into her mouth. She 
sucked him deeper and deeper into her mouth until she felt 
the great, round cock head slip into the opening of her 
throat. Fighting not to gag, she suddenly thrust herself down 
on him forcing his cock head up into her throat. 

SHE'S FUCKING DEEP THROATING ME! I CAN'T FUCKING 
BELIEVE IT. HERMIONE'S MOTHER IS FUCKING DEEP 
THROATING ME. OH MERLIN! 

“Ohfuuuuuukkkkkkkkk," Harry gasped. 

She could only imagine what he must be going through his 
head as she forced her mouth down on him until her lips 
were encircling the hairy base of his monstrous cock. 



Can this be real? Can it really be happening? She's got the 
whole fucking thing in her mouth and throat. I didn't think a 
woman could take all my cock into her mouth. Oh, jeez, I 
feel like I'm going to come again if she keeps it in there 
much longer. 

He was gasping for breath, fighting back the urge to come 
as she held his cock lodged up inside her throat. Then she 
swallowed letting the muscles of her throat clutch and pull 
on his cock. Not knowing how much longer she could go on 
without breathing, she swallowed again and again, 
masturbating him with her throat muscles as he writhed in 
anguish. 

I CAN FEEL IT COMING. IT IS GOING TO SHOOT OFF ANY 
SECOND. SHE'S GOING TO SUCK ME OFF AGAIN. 

"OH, EMMMMAAAAAAAAAAA, YOU'D BETTER STOP," Harry 
growled, "Ican'tholditbacklonger." 

Realizing how near he was to another orgasm, Emma quickly 
backed away, slipping her soft lips off his bulging cock head 
as his fully primed penis sprang out into the open. 

Wow, that was too fucking close. Don't touch it. Don't touch 
it or I'll come. 

"Oh, oh, oh, oh," he muttered as she saw him straining to 
keep from coming. 

Wanting him to fuck her with him giant cock this time, she 
leaned back away from him leaving his cock twitching in the 
air, dangerously close to eruption. 

"Nice," she smiled, flicking her tongue out and licking her 
lips as the spit-drenched monster now jutted straight up into 
the air a full eight inches long. 



Thank Merlin. She's backing away from it. I want to fuck her 
and fill up her pussy with my cum this time. I want to fuck 
her and come inside of her cunt. 

“Did you like that?" she grinned at him, sitting up and 
taking her drink from his trembling hand. 

Too fucking much. 

“Awesome. Just fucking awesome, Mrs. Granger," he panted. 
“No one has ever done that to me before. I thought I was too 
big." 

“Well, I must admit that it was quite a chore," she laughed 
softly, “getting all of you inside." 

“It looked awesome seeing your lips around the bottom of 
my cock," he grinned. 

“Let's go upstairs," Emma whispered, letting her hand 
wander over his stiff, jutting manhood. 

Upstairs? What's upstairs? What is wrong with right here? 

I'm ready to fuck right now. 

“Upstairs?" he huffed. 

“The bed is upstairs," she laughed softly, “and making love 
on a bed is so much more comfortable than a couch." 

Boy are you a dolt. Of course it would be more fun to fuck 
her in her own bed. The same bed she sleeps in with her 
husband. He would get to take her husband's place and fuck 
her in his own bed. How fucking bad would that be... 

“Oh, uh, oh, yeah," he grinned, his cock jumping excitedly 
as he struggled to his feet. 



Let's go. Let's go fuck... 


Stepping back, his cock bouncing up and down excitedly, 
Harry took her hand and pulled her to her feet sending her 
big, round breasts into convulsions of movement. 

I'd love to tit fuck her, too. Stick my cock between her big, 
beautiful tits and come in her mouth while I fucked her tits 
and she sucked on my cock... 

“You have the prettiest tits in the whole world, Mrs. 

Granger," he told her, openly ogling them. 

“Why, thank you, Harry," she laughed, thrusting them into 
his chest. “I'm glad you like them." 

“Here," she said, turning up her drink and finishing it. “Why 
don't you make us another drink and I'll meet you up in my 
bedroom." 

I'll be up there before you can count to one. 

“Okay," he smiled, tipping his glass up and killing his drink. 

Nice. I got a little buzz off that drink. Kind of a warm, tingly 
feeling. I wonder if she feels her drink, too? 

“But hurry," she laughed, reaching down and running her 
hand down to his thick, hard prick that was jutting out and 
pulsating up and down impatiently. 

Oh, Merlin, what a fucking sexy lady. I wish I could fuck her 
every day. 

“Yes Ma'am," he grinned, taking the glasses and hurrying 
over to the bar as she strolled up the started to reach for the 
bottle, but paused and watched her as she sashayed up the 



stairs with her beautiful ass provocatively swishing from side 
to side. 

Most fucking beautiful ass in the world... And Hermione is 
more than half the way like her mother... 

Hurrying into her bedroom, she closed the door behind her 
and jerked open the bottom drawer of her chest of drawers. 
Digging through the jumble of soft, silky lingerie she pulled 
out a pair of sheer, black hose and a lacy, black garter belt. 

Might as well dress the part of the slut, she told herself. 

Dress like a slut, since I am one. Besides, I'll bet Harry will 
get a charge out of it. All the men I know like it when I dress 
up, she told herself as she sat down the bed and pulled the 
hose on. Then just as she was wrapping the garter belt 
around her trim belly, she heard a knock on the door. 

Uh, I wonder if I should just go on in? But she must have 
closed the door for a reason. What's she doing in there? Did 
she change her mind? Maybe she realized what we were 
doing was wrong or something and she's in there crying or 
something. 

“Uh, Mrs. Granger, uh, are you in there?" 

“Yes, silly boy," she giggled, attaching one of the frilly straps 
from the garter belt to her hose. “Just hold your horses for a 
couple of minutes and I'll have a surprise for you when you 
come inside." 

Surprise? What now? I can't even think straight any more. I 
guess that I'll just have to stand out here and wait. And 
drink... 

“Uh, okay," she heard him mumble from the other side of 
the door. 



Quickly attaching the rest of the thongs down to her hose, 
she stood up and ran her hands down her long, shapely legs, 
smoothing out the stockings. Then she strolled over to her 
closet and stepped into a pair of black, patent leather 
stiletto pumps. She immediately grew another three inches 
taller. Now she would be taller than Harry, she smiled 
sauntering over to the door. 

Throwing the door open, she leaned against the door 
striking a provocative pose for him. 

Jeez! She's got stockings and a garter belt on. Oh, my 
fucking Merlin. Better than in my frigging dreams. She is the 
most gorgeous fucking woman in the whole fucking wide 
world. And look at those fucking high heels. 

Harry stood gawking at her, holding the drinks in his hands, 
his cock jumped back to immediate attention, bobbing up 
and down wildly. 

"Wow! Awesome!" He exclaimed, trying not to spill the 
drinks. 

"Here, let me hold those," she murmured, taking the glasses 
from his trembling hands and thrusting her big, soft breasts 
close to his mouth. Then, turning slightly, she maneuvered 
one of the big, bulbous nipples into his mouth. 

Her tits. Her big, beautiful tits. She wants me to suck on her 
monster tits. The most beautiful tits in the world and I'm 
going to suck on them. 

Harry quickly sucked the taut, bulging nipple into his mouth 
as she pressed her breast into his face. Sucking and pulling 
on her nipple with his lips, he wrapped his icy, cold hands 
around her other breast. 



Damn, her nipple is as hard as a rock. It feels like it is as big 
as a fucking golf ball. I fucking love it. 


“Oh, your hands are cold," she winced as he roughly 
squeezed and massaged the mountain of soft, pliant flesh, 
letting his finger and thumb roll and tweak the big, hard 
nipple between them. 

This is even better than my dreams. 

“Sorry," he mumbled, letting her nipple slip out of his mouth 
a second before he sucked it back into his mouth. 

“But, it feels so good," she sighed. 

Her tits are so soft and wiggly. They wiggle every time I 
touch them and her nipples are so big and hard. Oh jeez... 

After a few moments, she tried to step back away from him, 
but he held onto her, hungrily sucking on her big, hard 
nipple. 

I don't want to let go of it. It feels so good to suck on it. I feel 
like I'm sucking on Hermione's tits. 

“Why don't we go into the bedroom and get into bed so I can 
play with you too?" she said, trying to pull back away from 
him again. 

Oh, I want you to do that, but I don't want to let go of your 
tits. 

“MNMmmmmmmppphhhh," Harry mumbled with his mouth 
full of her breast. 

“Didn't you learn not to talk with your mouth full?" Emma 
lustily laughed. 



I wonder what Hermione would say if she knew that I was 
sucking on one of her mother's tits. I wonder what it would 
be like to suck on both set of tits at the same time. Oh, 
Merlin, I feel like I'm going to come again... 

Finally, he let go of the big, reddened nipple and let it slip 
out of his mouth. 

Just thinking about sucking on Hermione's tits is so fucking 
exciting. And since Hermione and Mrs. Granger are about 
the same built, it almost like doing it to her, too. 

"Do you and my daughter ever talk about sex?" Emma asked 
slyly, taking a sip of her drink as she took hold of his hand. 

Merlin, is she psychic? Does she know everything I did with 
her daughter? Does she know we fuck like rabbits every 
chance we have? 

"No," he lied, his cock jerking up and down noticeably. "Do 
you talk to Hermione about it?" 

"What would you say," she smiled wickedly, leading him 
toward the bed, "if I told you that Hermione and I had done 
it?" 


Holy fucking Merlin! Hermione has done her mother. I can't 
fucking believe it. Hermione has licked her mother? And 
never even let on about it when he and she were so close? 

"What?" he gasped, this time his cock lurching upward until 
it stood pointing at the ceiling. 

"You mean talked about it," he choked out, "or really done 
it?" 



“Why, haven't you ever thought about fucking my 
daughter?" she brazenly asked him. 

She is fucking psychic. She knows that I fuck her daughter. 

"Uh, I, uh, I don't know. Maybe," he blathered, his face 
reddening again as his cock twitched wildly. 

"Doesn't it make you excited just thinking about fucking my 
daughter?" she smiled wickedly, easing back onto the bed 
and spreading her legs apart. 

He watched her dumbfounded as she ran her hand down to 
the big, fleshy hole between her legs. 

Still holding his drink in her hand, she stuck out her little 
finger and slowly fingered the lips back away from the 
opening of her pussy as he stared down at it. 

"Fuck my daughter and put you big, prick down into her hot 
hole?" she smiled up at him, but he didn't see that smile, as 
he was totally focused on the sideways smile down between 
her legs. 

Should I tell her for how much time I fuck her daughter? 
Fuck, I'm so hot. I'm about to shoot my load again just 
thinking about it. 

"Uh, yeah, yeah, sure," he said, unable to keep his cock from 
jerking up and down wildly. 

"Well," she said, handing him his drink and reaching back 
down to run her finger up the oozing wound between her 
legs, "I'm her mother. Would you like to fuck me? Fuck me 
and pretend that I'm my daughter?" 



Fuck you? I would do anything to climb up between those 
long, lovely legs of yours and fuck you silly. 

“Are you trying to make me have a heart attack?" he 
grunted watching her finger her wet, drooling pussy. 

“No," she smiled mischievously, “I just want you to crawl up 
and fuck me." 

Did Hermione really fuck her? 

“Did Hermione really, fu, uh, make love to you?" he asked 
her. 

“No, I was just trying to make you excited," she grinned, 
watching his prick twitch. “But it's so obvious that you 
would like to make love to my daughter, why don't you 
pretend you're fucking her while you're fucking me. If it 
makes you that excited." 

“How did you know that I wanted, uh, wanted to, uh, to fuck, 
uh, make love to your daughter?" he asked her, turning his 
drink up and downing it in one long gulp. 

“You are bestfriends and nothing more at your age? I am 
more surprised that you didn't fuck," she grinned coyly. 

“Uh, I don't know. I guess so," he lied, setting his empty 
glass on the nightstand. 

“Did Hermione ever say anything about wanting to make 
love to me?" she asked, sipping on her drink. 

“No, but It's not something we go around talking about," he 
smirked. 


“Would you tell me if she had?" 



“Sure, why not," he smiled wickedly. “You want me to ask 
her?" 

“Huh? What? Ask her?" she mumbled, then smiled. “Sure. 
Why not. Yeah. Ask her and tell me what she says. That's a 
good idea." 

“How about you? You ever think about fucking Hermione?" 
he asked with a sarcastic smile on his face. 

“What? Uh, I guess, I think it might be a turn on to fuck a 
girl. I guess I'm a little sick, but, yeah, it might be fun," she 
smiled. 

Wow. This is getting crazier by the minute. Hermione's mom 
wants to fuck her and wants me to pretend that she's my 
bestfriend while I fuck her... 

“How did you get such a big cock?" she grinned at him, 
tickling it with a long, cherry-red fingernail. 

Yeah, let's get back to us and let's get down to some serious 
fucking. 

“You like it?" he asked her, clenching the muscles around its 
base and making it jump up and down. 

“Oh, and it can do tricks, too," she laughed watching it 
bounce up and down. 

“Unh-huh," he grunted. 

“How old are you? Fifthteen? Sixteen?" 

“Uh, yeah, uh, something like that." 


“You're already a lot bigger than Daniel ." 



"Daniel?” 


"You know. My husband. The cuckold in this little 
melodrama,” she giggled. 

Cuckold? Oh, yeah that's a guy whose wife is fucking around 
on him. 

"My Dad says I get it from him,” Harry blushed. 

"You're father's penis is bigger than yours is?” she asked 
incredulously. 

"I don't know. I guess. He says it is. I only saw his once when 
he was hard and it's really a big one,” he told her. 

"I am impressed. Your father must be quite the man.” 

"The girls at school call mine T-Bone,” he grinned, making 
his big, hard cock dance up and down again. 

"Well,” she smirked, "I'm afraid that if you were a muggle 
teen or what ever you call us nonmagicals, you wouldn't be 
here now.” 

"Oh, Really,” he retorted. 

"I'm afraid so,” she smiled defiantly. 

Just then, she turned up her drink and finished it. Setting 
her glass on the nightstand by the bed, she slowly scooted 
back to the middle of the bed. 

"All this talk about your big, bad boy,” she frowned, 
spreading her legs apart, "and not a word about my pussy. 
Don't you like it?” 



His eyes immediately dropped down to the dilated, oozing 
gash of pink flesh between her legs. 

“It's awesome," her grinned at her as he stood gawking 
down at her cunt. 

"Is that the only descriptive term you know?" she laughed. 

"Beautiful. Pretty. Magnificent. Awesome. How's that?" he 
smirked, slowly crawling up onto the bed, his cock armed 
and poised for attack like some deadly missile hung 
underneath the belly of a fighter plane. 

"I'm tired of talking," she murmured. "I want to fuck." 

Fuck, she reading my mind again. Me, too. Right now. I want 
to fuck you, pretty lady. 

She watched the wizard crawl up between her outstretched 
legs only to have him stop, staring down at her gaping 
womanhood. 

"What's wrong?" she demurely asked. 

Just looking down at it gets me hot. It is so, so, so awesome. 

"It's just so fucking pretty," he blushed. "It doesn't look at 
all like the other pussies I've seen. They didn't have big, 
floppy lips like yours." 

"I'm glad you like it," she said, fingering the droopy lips of 
flesh apart so that he could see how wet she was. 

"Why is it still so wet?" he asked her. 

"You make me fucking hot," she said lustily. 


She's still hot? Even after her climax? 



“But you just had a, uh, a climax, didn't you?" he grunted, “I 
thought that after you finished, it took a while to get ready 
again." 

"Just like you?" she laughed, reaching down and tickling his 
ramrod stiff cock, "I'm all wet and ready for you to put it 
inside me. Now. It should slide right in, even though it's as 
big as it is." 

I'm so fucking hot, I could fuck you all night long. 

"I'm ready too," he said, moving up closer to the oozing 
gash between her legs. 

Bending her legs, she guided his arms down under them. 

"Lift my legs up in the air," she instructed him. 

Grunting loudly, he quickly heaved them up into the air. 

Oh look at her pussy. It is so wet and ready. I'll probably 
slide right in all the way up to the hilt. Not like it was with 
the others. 

"Oh, Merlin," he grunted, scooting up between her legs and 
aiming his rock-hard penis down at the gaping gash of wet, 
pink flesh. 

His arms hooked under the cleft of her knees, he scooted 
forward, spreading her waiting wetness open even wider. 
Barely able to contain herself, Emma reached down between 
his hairy legs and took hold of his bounding hardness. 

Yeah, baby. Help me put it in... 

Standing above her, poised on his knees, he lowered himself 
down letting her guide him down toward the exposed and 



vulnerable gash between her legs. 


“Come to Mione,” Emma cooed as Harry looked back down 
and saw that there was a trickle of clear pre-fuck oozing out 
of big hole in the head of his dick. 

He saw her quickly run her finger around the head of his 
cock coating it with the glistening goo as it zeroed in on it's 
seeping target. 

Jeez. She covered the head of my dick with stuff, too. 

Holding onto his pulsating monster, Emma quickly steered it 
down into the steaming core of her pussy. Watching his face, 
she saw his eyes glaze over as his cock head slid in between 
the thick, fleshy lips guarding her womanhood. Then she 
saw him grimace as his cock began to slide down into her. 

Oh, fuck. I've died and gone to heaven. I've never felt 
anything so fucking good before. 

“Are you okay?" she murmured. 

Never. Never have I felt this good. 

“It just feels so fucking good, it almost hurts," he groaned 
thrusting his cock deeper and deeper down into the hot, 
clenching tightness of her inflamed cunt. 

“Oh, Harry," she crooned as the boy's giant penis slithered 
down into the fiery core of her pussy. “Your cock is so big." 

Just wait until I get all of it in your pussy. Then tell me how 
fucking big it is. I want you to feel it all the way up to your 
tits when I shove it in balls deep. 



“You're so hot inside you're making me want to come 
already," Harry panted as he pushed down, feeding more 
and more of his giant penis down into the clinging heat of 
her vagina. 

“Don't come yet. Baby," she begged as she watched him 
bite his lip. 

Merlin. Don't let me come yet. This feels too fucking good for 
it to be over so quick. 

Then, finally, their bellies met and they were melded 
together in a most adulterous of unions. Emma could feel 
the boy's smooth, almost hairless chest rubbing against the 
back of her thighs as he bent her legs higher and ground his 
cock down into her. 

“Doesn't that feel good?" she gurgled, tightening her pussy 
down around the thick barrel of his cock. 

Merlin, yes. It feels like she is milking my cock with her 
pussy. It is so fucking tight and hot, I can't stand it. 

“Merlin, yes," he sputtered. 

She could feel his stomach muscles tensing as he ground his 
cock round and round inside her tightly clenched cunt. 

I've got to hold it back somehow. I don't want her to think 
I'm a little baby who can't hold it back. Think about 
something else. Like quidditch or something. Anything to 
keep from coming. 

“Can you fuck me without coming?" she asked him, slowly 
relaxing her cunt muscles. 


I don't know. I can try. You want me to try? 



“Don't know," he quavered, grimacing with effort. 


“Try," she prodded him. “I want you to fuck me all night 
long." 

I want to fuck you all night long too, but when you talk like 
that it makes me more excited. 

“It makes me want to come when you talk dirty," he grunted 
as his cock twitching inside of her. 

“Fuck me first," she panted. “Fuck me and make me come 
first. Can you do that?" 

Merlin, I wish I could. I hope I can, but I don't know if I can or 
not. I'll fucking try though. 

“Try," he growled, slowly sliding his cock backward down the 
slippery channel of her cunt. 

She waited, afraid to move, afraid that she would trip his 
cock off into another eruption. 

Gotta hold it back. TRY! TRY HARD! DON'T COME YET! FUCK 
HER HARD AND DEEP! 

She could see the strain on his face as his hips began to rock 
back and forth erratically, fucking her with quick, jerky 
strokes. 

Straining, she stretched her arms down around him and 
locked her hands onto his lurching buttocks. 

“Easy, easy," she instructed him. “Like this." 

Yeah, baby. Show me how to fuck. Teach me all your 
womanly tricks. Show me how to fuck a real woman. 



Gently pulling on him, she pulled him back down inside of 
her all the way to the hilt and then pushed him out until 
only the giant ball of a cock head was left inside of her. Then 
she began to push and pull on him, controlling the rhythm, 
making him fuck her with long, deep, steady strokes. 

Fuck, this feels so damned good, I could cry. Again. 

“Yeah, that's it, baby," she bubbled as she released her hold 
on him and he continued to rhythmically slide his cock in 
and out of her, driving it all the way to the hilt every time. 

“See, there's no hurry, honey," she cooed, running her hand 
down his back, tickling him with her long, red nails. “We 
have all night long." 

I didn't think anything could ever feel as good as this feels. 

“Damn it, feels so good," Harry groaned. 

“Good," she wheezed seductively, “I love the way your 
monster cock feels inside me." 

Her pussy is so tight, it feels like she is sucking me inside of 
her every time I push it back into her. 

“Your pussy is so hot and tight," he crooned. 

“Tighter than the girls?" she smiled up at him, squeezing 
down and milking him with her pussy. 

They never did that to my cock... 

“They never did that," he groaned. “They just laid there 
moaning." 

“So, then there is something to be said for making love to 
older women," she cooed, clutching his cock with her pussy 



again.”1 thought that women got all stretched out after they 
had a baby,” he panted, keeping his hips working back and 
forth, steadily driving his cock in and out of her. 

"Not if the doctor fixes it back and makes it tighter,” she 
smiled, grabbing him with her cunt again. 

"He did a good, uh, good, job,” Harry muttered, sliding his 
huge cock into her a little faster. 

"Good,” she crooned, reveling in the feel of the gigantic 
organ that was plumbing the velvety depths of her womb. 

I've been fucking her for a few minutes now, but I can feel 
my cum getting hotter and hotter. It is going to have to 
come out pretty soon. 

"I don't know, uh, how, uh, much, uh, much longer, uh, I can 
last,” he grunted out as her pussy squished audibly, sucking 
and clinging onto his young prick as it pistoned in and out of 
her. 

"You're doing great, baby,” she murmured, feeling like a 
huge red, hot poker was reaming her. 

I'll try baby, but I don't know how much longer I can go. 

Then, down deep inside the core of her cunt, where his giant 
cock head battered against the soft, succulence of her cervix 
she felt the fiery start of an orgasm. 

"Just a little, ah, a little longer baby,” she wheezed, 
thrusting her juice-filled pussy back onto the boy's swollen 
cock. 

Damn, she is fucking me just as hard as I am fucking her. I 
can feel her hot, mushy pussy sucking on my cock harder 



and harder. 


Then she felt his strokes begin to become erratic and jerky 
once again as he panted and grunted with effort. 

Oh, no, it's coming. I can feel it getting ready. I can feel that 
hot, burning thing that always comes just before I shoot 
off... 

“Can't. . . hold . . . back . . . much . . . more," he complained 
as his hips began to dance around wildly. 

Clutching and grabbing at his blood-swollen prick with the 
muscles of her imploding cunt, she fought to finish the race 
first. 

Maybe, I can do something to make her come first. I gotta 
try. 

Then he abruptly stopped. 

“What, what, what are you doing," she groveled. 

He didn't say a word, he just slowly eased his huge, pink 
prick back down the hot, sucking channel of her vagina as 
she stared down at the union of their bodies. As she watched 
the monstrous cock slowly reappear out of her aching cunt, 
Emma couldn't believe that she had taken all of it inside of 
her tiny cunt. As it came slithering out, she was astonished 
to see how wet it was. It was literally glistening with her 
juices as it crept out from the wet, meaty gash between her 
legs. 

“What, baby, what are you doing," she whined, watching 
more and more his mammoth cock slip of her clinging cunt. 
“Fuck me and make me come. Please. Pleaseeeee." 



Hold it. Hold it. Calm down. Just a bit more. 


He still didn't say a word, but he stopped backing his 
monster of a prick out of her. Only the giant bloated head of 
his cock was still hidden inside the tight, clenching entrance 
of her pussy. 

Now Baby. We're going to run for the fucking roses. Hold on 
cause I can't hold it back any more. 

Staring down into her eyes with childlike impatience, he 
held himself motionless for what seemed like hours to 
Emma. Then all at once, he suddenly plunged his prick back 
down into the sloppy, mushy core of her cunt. She 
immediately saw that he was now out of control. He couldn't 
stop and within seconds, he was fucking her as fast and hard 
as he could. All she could do was hold on for the ride as his 
huge organ slashed in and out of her like a berserk 
jackhammer. 

Then within seconds, she found herself cresting a climatic 
wave that filled her whole body with ecstasy as her pussy 
was being pounded and pummeled by his slashing peter. 

Oh, Merlin, she is scratching my back. And I can feel her 
heels digging into my back. I feel like a fucking bucking 
bronco in a fucking rodeo. Hold on baby, cause I'm going to 
give you a fucking ride you'll never forget. 

Clawing at his bounding back with her sharp, red fingernails, 
her feet bounced up and down in the air so wildly, one of her 
high-heeled shoes went flying off and clumped onto the 
floor. 

Fucking her crazily, he sent his pelvis crashing against her 
upturned pussy like some unstoppable battering ram. She 



couldn't seem to get enough of his giant cock as he 
assaulted her with it. 


HERE IT FUCKING COMES! 

His body crashed against hers like a monstrous tsunami 
wave crashing against a beach as he hammered away at her 
pussy. She fought back, squeezing and milking his cock as 
she drove her pussy up to meet each bed-rattling blow. 

It's coming, baby. Here it comes. OH FUCK, HERE IT COMES! 

"ARRRGGGHhhhhhhhhh," Harry bellowed out at last. 

As he screamed, his hips clenched and locked down, driving 
his penis into her as deep as it could possibly be driven. 

Merlin, I think the head of my cock is going to explode. 

Then as the depraved heat of her orgasm consumed her 
body, she felt his cock head swell up inside her just as his 
cock gave a mighty lurch. 

OH IT HURTS SO FUCKING GOOD. SO FUCKING GOOD. 

"Yesssssssssssssss," Emma hissed as she felt the boy's great 
weapon spurt out a gigantic gusher of the its potent, hot, 
thick, gelatinous semen. 

The boy's cock began to kick and jump inside of her, filling 
her with so much of his juvenile seed, she felt giddy with 
wickedness. She was shocked at the force of the geyser of 
white-hot cum as it burst out of his cock onto the sensitive 
lining of her cunt. The sheer depravity of their illicit union 
was now complete. They had consummated their perverse 
union and were now feasting on its evil reward. 



“OH, MY, GOD," she screamed out as the boy's virile cream 
spurted out into her gulping cunt. 

I don't want it to ever stop coming. Just keep on shooting, 
baby. Fill her up with my cum. Fill her up until it is running 
out of her pussy. Running out of her and making a lake of 
cum between her beautiful legs. 

At last, after what seemed like hours to them, Harry's giant 
gave a final shudder, shooting its last gusher of his thick, 
egg-laden milk into the mushy gash of her overflowing 
vagina. 

“Oh, my," Emma sighed as Harry slowly backed his withering 
manhood out of the drenched channel of her cunt and eased 
her long, trembling legs back down onto the bed. 

“That was wonderful. You know, I think I could fall in love 
with you if I tried." she murmured softly, pulling his mouth 
down to hers and kissing him. 

As she did, he opened his mouth to her and let her french 
her tongue deeply into his mouth. They kissed passionately 
for several minutes before they finally broke for air. 

“Jeez, Mrs. Granger," he panted, “you mean that? You mean 
you could love me?" 

“I think so," she said. 

“I've been in love with you since the first day I saw you," he 
blurted out. “But I never, never thought that you would be 
able to love a boy my age." 


“You're not a boy in some ways," she laughed. 



“I must have laid awake a million nights just wondering what 
it would be like to uh, uh, do this with you,” he told her. 

"Really. I wish I had known.” 

Yeah, like I was going to walk up to you and say Mrs. 

Granger, I would love to fuck you. 

"I was afraid to do anything though,” he went on. 

"It's probably better,” she said, reaching over and giving his 
fallen warrior a gentle little squeeze. 

Should I tell her everything? Should I bare my soul to her? 

"I, uh, used to, uh, jack off while I was thinking about you, 
"he went on, "but now, now that I can see you naked, you're 
even prettier than I imagined you'd be. You're awesome.” 

"Really? You really did that?” she smiled at him, giving his 
big, puffy prick another squeeze. "Well, I never imagined 
that you would have such a big, beautiful cock.” 

Gripes. I'm getting hot again just thinking about how it felt 
inside of her. 

Then to her amazement, she felt his penis begin to stir in 
her hand. Not believing it, she stared down at it only to see 
it slowly begin to swell and grow as it sluggishly filled with 
blood once again... 

Feeling giddy, from the booze, sex, and the boy's adoration, 
Emma leaned over and mashed her mouth down onto his, 
driving her tongue deep into his mouth. Slashing her tongue 
about inside his mouth, she felt his tongue begin to fight 
hers, forcing her tongue back into her own mouth only to 



have his tongue spear its way into her hot, wet mouth. The 
kiss was so brutal and wanton, her soft, full lips felt bruised. 

DAMN! DAMN! DAMN, CAN SHE KISS! SHE CAN DO 
EVERYTHING SO FUCKING GREAT. EVEN BETTER THAN 
HERMIONE. 

Finally, she tore her lips from his and forcefully pushed 
herself away from him. “I think I need another drink,” she 
blurted out, breathlessly, "how about you?” 

"I don't know,” he panted, looking down at his throbbing 
cock. "What about this.” 

Following his eyes down to his prick resting in her hand, she 
saw that it was thick and swollen again. 

"Goodness,” she giggled, "how can it be hard again so 
soon?” 

She just makes me so fucking hot... just like her daughter. 

"You. I get hard just thinking about fucking you,” he 
mumbled, prying her hand off his cock and wrapping his 
own hand around it. "I love to fuck. And I especially love to 
fuck you.” 

"I'm thrilled by your adoration,” she said, slowly struggling 
up to a sitting position, her giant breasts rolling and 
bouncing deliciously as she glanced down at her watch and 
saw that it was only two o'clock, "but you don't want to wear 
it out, do you?” 

Damn boy. Don't make a pest of yourself or she'll make you 
go home. And we fucking certainly don't want that. 



“I'm sorry," he apologized, letting his cock flop down onto 
the bed. 

"Oh, don't get mopey on me," she laughed, "or you'll ruin 
everything." 

"I'm not," he smiled up at her, openly ogling her big, wiggle 
breasts. "I just want to make you happy." 

"Well," she said, swinging her legs off the bed, "why don't 
you make us another drink, while I go take a tinkle and tidy 
up a bit. That would make me happy." 

Look at her wonderful tits bobbing up and down so prettily. 
Merlin, what a Beautiful pair. 

As she stood, her tits bobbed and bounced provocatively, to 
the obvious delight of Harry. Grinning at him, she sashayed 
across the room, rolling her hips and making her big pink 
melons lurch about delightfully. 

"You're awesome, Mrs. Granger," she heard Harry declare as 
she came strolling back out of the bathroom. 

"Flattery will get you anything," Emma laughed stopping 
momentarily to strike a provocative pose for him, " 

"It's true. You're beautiful," he gushed, letting his eyes 
wander over her almost perfectly proportioned body, "you're 
beautiful from top to bottom." 

"Are you trying to make me blush?" she smiled at him, 
reaching the bed. 


"No, I really mean it. You're gorgeous from top to bottom." 



“So you like my bottom, too?" she smiled lewdly, turning 
and displaying her lovely upside down heart shaped rear 
end to him. 

Merlin, what a lovely ass. Not a mark or anything on it. It 
looks as smooth as a baby's bottom. 

“Jeez, yes," he told her, blushing himself as he tottered over 
to the bed with their drinks in his hands. 

“Want to feel it?" she giggled, wiggling her butt. 

“Awesome," he groaned, setting the drinks on the end table 
and adoringly running his hands over the silky softness of 
her firm derriere. 

“Oh, your hands are cold," she tittered, but made no effort to 
move away. 

I've never felt anything so soft and smooth. I'm getting 
goose bumps just touching it. 

Reveling in the boy's adoration, Emma turned around 
farther, letting him cup and fondle the soft, firm cheeks of 
her ass as she watched him over her shoulder. 

I'm going to kiss her butt. Kiss her soft, round butt. 

Timidly at first, Harry leaned forward and affectionately 
kissed first one and then the other pillowy buttock. Then, he 
gently spread the round globes of flesh apart and slowly ran 
his tongue down the crack of her ass until it found the 
puckered little protrusion of her anus. 

“OH MY," Emma bubbled, “You are a naughty little boy." 



Oh, crap, did I go too far? I just got carried away and 
couldn't stop myself. Dolt. 

"I'm sorry," he mumbled, lifting his face up from her ass. 

"Don't be," she laughed, flopping down on the bed, "I just 
didn't expect that a boy your age would do anything like 
that." 

"I didn't know it was wrong. I won't do it again," he 
mumbled apologetically. 

"I didn't say that it was wrong. And I didn't say I didn't want 
you to do it," she smiled, "but I think you'd better stop. For a 
while anyway because you're giving me goose bumps the 
size of goose eggs." 

So she likes for me to lick her asshole. I wonder if she'd let 
me fuck her in the ass, too? Probably not because I so 
fucking big. 

"I had forgotten how virile young boys are," she smiled 
demurely, reaching over to his cock and wrapping her fist 
around it. 

How can I ask her? Maybe not. Just let it go for now. 

"Seeing you naked makes me hard," Harry said adoringly as 
he raised his glass and drained half of his drink in one gulp. 

Taunting him, she held her drink to her lips and sipped on it 
as she gently ran her hand up and down his big, thick cock. 

"Oh, you're getting harder again," she giggled, letting go of 
his cock and tickling the delicate underside its corona with a 
long, red fingernail, making it jerk and jump with 
anticipation. 



She knows everything there is to know about getting me 
hard, just like her daughter. 

“That feels good," Harry said, leaning back and letting her 
tease his cock with her fingers. 

“It does, does it?" she laughed softly, taking another sip of 
her drink as she raked the puffy underside of his big, rigid 
penis with her perfectly manicured nails. 

It feels fucking great. Oh, no, I feel like I'm getting a little 
drunk. 

“I love it," Harry told her tipping his drink up and letting it 
dribble into his mouth until his glass was empty. 

But don't want to get too drunk to fuck her again. 

“But likes it best when you sucks on it," he brazenly told her. 

She could tell that the alcohol was loosening his tongue as 
she tipped up the glass and downed the rest of her drink. 
Then she set her glass down. 

“You mean like this?" she asked him teasingly, leaning down 
and sucking the round, swollen head of his cock into her 
mouth. 

Oh Merlin. Is she going to give me another blow job? 

“Fuck Yes," Harry squirmed as she ran her icy tongue round 
the swollen smoothness of his bloated cock head. 

“Your tongue sure is cold," he laughed. 

After a few seconds, she slowly raised her head, letting his 
spit-drenched cock head slither out of her mouth. As it did, it 
trailed a strand of spit linking her mouth to his cock. 



Oh, baby. You can suck on my prick all day long. I love it. 


“I like to have my clit licked, too,” she smiled, flicking her 
tongue out and sucking the trailing string of spit back into 
her mouth. 

Did she mean both at the same time? Like sixty-nine? 

"You mean, uh, like, uh, sixty-nine?” he grinned, lying 
sprawled out on his back. 

"Yeah, like sixty-nine,” she laughed. "Do you know how?” 

Of course. Your daughter is the best. 

"Yeah,” he grinned. 

"Oh, really?” she said, scooting around until her knees were 
by his head. "Even better than fucking?” 

"Almost,” he mumbled as she lifted one long, lovely leg and 
straddled him. 

Now her pussy was poised above his face as he stared up 
into the glistening wetness of the gaping gash. 

Merlin, there's her beautiful pussy again. I could just sit and 
look at it all day long. It is so fucking pretty. But I like to fuck 
it, too. And eat it... 

Bending down, Emma roughly sucked his rock hard cock 
head back into her mouth and lowered her hot, juice-filled 
cunt down onto his lips. 

Now I can smell it. It smells so good. It just smells like sex. 
Sex and jasmine. She must have used some kind of perfume 
while she was gone. Merlin, it smells so good... 



“Mm mm mm mm/' Harry mumbled, reaching up and 
wrapping his arms around her slender waist, pulling the 
weeping gash of wet, pink flesh down to his mouth. 

Her knees slid outward as he pulled her sopping womanhood 
down to his mouth. Waiting expectantly, it almost took her 
breath away when she finally felt his hot, rough tongue rasp 
across her itchy clitoris. She was surprised at his knowledge 
of female anatomy as he flicked his tongue over the 
protruding, pea-sized marble of hard flesh jutting out of it 
fleshy cave. 

They must be teaching more then magic at that school, she 
thought as she felt him quickly run his tongue down and 
around the soft, meaty folds of flesh surrounding her secret 
place. 

It tastes so good. It just tastes like sex. Nothing tastes better 
than a good, hot pussy. 

She had paused for a moment when she first felt his hot, 
probing tongue touch her, but now she renewed her assault 
on his cock head with her own hot, lapping tongue. She 
slowly lapped at his bulging prick head for a few moments, 
teasing and tickling its tautly stretched skin before she 
leisurely sucked him back into her hot, hungry mouth, 
pulling more and more of his bloated penis inside. 

What could fucking be better? Eating pussy and getting 
sucked on both at the same time. I'm in heaven... 

As she sucked on him, nipping and softly biting at the 
granite hardness, she delighted in the feel of his tongue 
exploring the tiny, weeping entrance to her inflamed 
womanhood. 



I've finger-fucked her, fucked her with my cock, and now I'm 
going to fuck her with my tongue for a minute before I get 
back to her clit. 

Gobbling on his cock, she felt him slowly pushing his tongue 
into the steaming hot cave of her soft, meaty cunt as he 
tongue-fucked her. In and out, in and out, his thick, hot 
tongue bored into her burning cunt. Then, she felt his 
tongue slip out of her and leisurely find its way back up to 
her clit. The instant his tongue found her clitoris again, she 
moaned out her approval. 

Feeling his rough tongue tormenting her clitoris, she 
greedily sucked on his ripe hardness as Harry lovingly ran 
his hands over her big, soft buttocks. 

I wonder if she would like it if I played with her asshole? She 
said she enjoyed it when I licked it. 

Sucking on him with deep, long slurps, she felt his hands 
growing bolder as his fingers explored the deep crack of her 
ass. Suddenly, he seemed fascinated with her sensitive little 
bunghole as his fingers found the tiny, wrinkled little prune. 

Pausing in her assault on his twitching cock, she waited to 
see what he was up to as he sucked on her clit and teased 
her asshole with his inquisitive fingers. 

After a few moments, feeling doubly aroused by his tongue 
attacking her aching clitoris and his finger curiously probing 
and exploring the wrinkled opening of her anus, she 
renewed her onslaught on his penis with a vengeance. 

Merlin, she must like it. She is sucking on me harder now. 

Holding his penis inside her hot, sucking mouth, she rested 
all of her weight on one arm as she wrapped her other hand 



around the thick shaft of his cock. As her soft, red lips 
traveled up and down the thick column of hard boy-cock, 
her hand echoed their movement following only millimeters 
behind. Stroking him roughly with her hand and mouth, she 
sucked him and jacked him off at the same time. Up and 
down, up and down went her slavering mouth and clenched 
fist as she urged him toward another orgasm. 

Crap, if she keeps that up. I'm going to come again. Come in 
her hot, sucking mouth again... 

What have I stooped to, she asked herself as she tried to 
control the bestial passions pouring into her brain from her 
electrified clitoris. 

Maybe she wants me to put my finger in her asshole. She is 
going fucking crazy sucking on my cock. 

Trying to scratch the unbearable itch inside her slobbery 
cunt, she began rubbing herdripping cunt up and down the 
boy's face, spreading her pungent juice all over it. Sucking 
his cock as hard as she could, she eased her hand down to 
the loose sac of flesh that held his goose-egged sized 
gonads. Grasping his dangling balls, she roughly squeezed 
and pulled on the giant sperm generators as she felt Harry's 
finger pushing harder and harder onto the upthrust ring of 
muscles surrounding her anus. 

I can feel her pussy juice all over my face. She is wiping her 
pussy up and down harder and harder. Maybe she's about to 
come again... 

Emma could feel Harry's balls scrunching up around the 
thick base of his cock as she sucked harder and harder. 


Opps, my finger went in. 



Then she felt a sharp, searing jolt of pleasure and pain so 
mixed up she couldn't tell one from the other as Harry's 
finger dug down into her cringing asshole. Trying to hold 
back, waiting for him, she tottered on the brink of another 
mind-warping orgasm. 

She didn't stop. I'm going to push it in deeper. And deeper. 

As his finger dug deeper and deeper into her stinging 
asshole, she dropped his balls and ran her finger down to 
the tight, swollen knot of his asshole. 

UH-oh. What's she doing now? Is she going to stick her 
finger into my asshole, too? Oh, fucking Merlin. This is crazy. 
Crazy, fucking goddamned fucking crazy. 

Tickling the wincing pucker of his ass hole, she felt his chest 
heave as he sucked in a great gasping breath. As she toyed 
with his anus, she could feel his hands roughly fondling her 
ass, squeezing and mashing the pliant firmness of her lovely 
ass as he pushed his finger deeper into the searing sting 
welling up from her asshole. 

Damn, I've got two knuckles stuck in her asshole and she 
hasn't made me stop. And I can feel her tickling my asshole 
with her fingernails. 

Striving for her release, she gathered herself and quickly 
jabbed her finger down into the clenching tightness of his 
cringing asshole. As she thrust their fingers into each other's 
assholes, and hungrily devoured slit and cock, they hung 
there for several seconds with the line separating them from 
a catastrophic orgasm grew tauter and tauter. 


Then suddenly, it snapped. 



SHEEEEITTTT, SHE STUCK HER FINGER INTO MY ASSHOLE. 
I'M GONNA COME! CAN'T FUCKING STOP IT 

"AHHHHHHHSSSSCCCCUUUMMMIINNNNGGGGMMMTTHHHH, 
" Harry bellowed out as his hips bucked up, driving his cock 
up deeper into Emma's hot, sucking mouth. 

Oh, sheit, there she blows. I can feel it shooting out of my 
cock. Merlin, her finger feels like it is as big as a fucking 
telephone pole... 

Emma mumbled out some intelligible sounds around the 
giant cock that filled her mouth and was spewing out 
buckets of cum. Then her own climax was triggered by the 
digging, gouging finger in her anus as Harry's virulent prick 
spewed out great gobs of his sperm-filled cum into her 
mouth. 

She's coming, too. I can feel her asshole squeezing down on 
my finger. Her whole body is tightening up. 

Her whole pelvic girdle blossomed into a gush of fiery 
pleasure as Harry's hot, sticky syrup spewed out into her 
mouth, coating it with the boy's sweet-tasting potency. 
Sucking and swallowing his thick, gooey cream as fast as 
she could, she reveled in the delightful sparks of electricity 
pulsating through her over-stimulated clitoris as she raked 
her pussy up and down his face. 

Number three. Three times. I'm fucking coming for the third 
fucking time. 

Time seemed to slow to a crawl as their bodies were wracked 
with wave after wave of passionate gratification. 

Nobody would believe this if I told them. Me and Emma 
doing sixty-nine... 



Emma's sense of time was so distorted, she felt like a whole 
minute passed between each great, gushing ejaculation of 
Harry's spewing cock. But in her pleasure-soaked brain, she 
knew that it couldn't be more than two or three seconds 
between spurts. But still, she could feel every nuance of the 
giant's great effort to heave another load of cum into her 
mouth. 

My cock feels like a giant cannon. I can feel it stop between 
spurts and reload itself before it shoots off again. It feels like 
it won't ever stop... 

She could feel the great column of hot, hard meat swell out 
larger and larger until it felt like it was about to burst. Then 
almost as if in slow motion, she felt a shudder surge through 
it making it lurch inside her mouth. Then she could feel the 
rounded tube running the length of the underbelly of his 
cock bulge out as the thick stream of hot, viscid cum shot up 
it. Finally, the swelling passed across her bottom lip and she 
felt the gusher of his sweet potent milk pulse out through 
the dilated hole in the head of his cock, pouring out into her 
sucking mouth. There it filled her mouth with its sweet, thick 
cream. 

How long should I keep my finger in her asshole? If I jerk it 
out now, will it make it better? Or not? 

She felt like the boy had his whole hand shoved down into 
her asshole as stinging pleasure gushed out from her 
asshole. 

She'll tell me when. I'll let her tell me when to take it out. 

Then time stopped totally for her. She circled the earth, 
floating on a cloud of pure sexual pleasure and gratification. 
Round and round she floated, not caring if she ever 



returned. But, try as she might, she couldn't make it last 
forever and finally she began to float back down. 

After she touched back down to earth, it took several 
moments for her to fully return to her senses. Thankfully, 
she thought, she hadn't burned up like one of the space 
capsules returning to earth too quickly. 

“Mmmmmmmmmm," Emma murmured, letting Harry's 
withering penis slither out from between her cum-coated 
lips. “Finger, out." 

“Awesome," Harry grunted, pulling his finger out of her 
asshole as she slowly lifted her leg and rolled off him. 

There's something on my finger. What is it? Why, it looks like 
Vaseline. Did she grease herself up for me? 

“I don't see how you could have a drop of cum left?" she 
groaned, running her tongue around her lips, lapping up the 
overflow of his cataclysmic eruption. 

Yeah, I feel dead from the waist down. But, I'll make some 
more if you give me a while. For you, I would do anything. 

“Don't know," he wheezed, “but wait a while, while I make 
some more. 

“I will," she grinned tiredly. 

That means we are going to do it again. Yippee! I've got a 
little buzz on and I want to keep it like this. 

“I'm thirsty, are you?" Harry yawned, sitting up and 
stretching. 



“You're not going to get drunk, are you?" she mumbled, 
yawning too. 

“No. I've just want to keep this little buzz on," he smiled 
down at her. 

“As long as you don't get too drunk," she said, stretching 
and making her pretty breasts bobble and jiggle. 

“I won't," her grinned tipsily. 

“I wouldn't want to contribute to the delinquency of a 
minor," she giggled. 

I think you've already done that. 

“Well there are memory charms," Harry said, shaking his 
head as he walked over to the bar, “I'm a wizard, 
remember?" 

“Yes, I remember," she laughed admiring his hard, tight ass 
as he walked."! still can't fucking believe it, though," he 
snorted. 

“What can't you believe?" Emma asked him, lying back on 
the bed, her arms folded under her head as she watched 
him. 

I finally did it. I fucked Hermione's mother. And she sucked 
me off. And I ate her. And I finger-fucked her. And I stuck my 
finger up her ass. 

“I finally got to fuck, uh, I, uh, mean make love to you," he 
said, picking up the bottle of booze. 

“And you did it very, very well, I might add," she purred, 
admiring his hard, muscles as he poured their drinks. 



Thanks for the compliment. How many guys my age get that 
kind of compliment from an older hot woman? 

“Wow, it's almost dark outside," he exclaimed watching the 
slanting rays of sunlight pouring through the window. 

“Yes it is," she smiled at him. 

That means we spent all afternoon fucking. All fucking 
afternoon fucking. 

“You mean that we spent all afternoon doing it?" 

“It appears so," she laughed softly, “and we still have all 
night left. Would you like to spend the night with me?" 

“What do you think?" he smirked lewdly. 

“Are you hungry?" she asked him, watching him fill the 
glasses with liquor." 

I'm so fucking happy, I feel giddy. Hungry? Food or pussy? 
Hell, I'll take either one... 

“For your pussy?" he grinned over his shoulder. “Always." 

“Oh, you silly boy," she giggled happily, “not now. I was 
going to call for a pizza." 

How about this. I get to fuck Hermione's mom and then she 
buys me pizza. 

“Well, I guess so," he pouted, sticking out his lower lip, “if I 
can't have your pussy." 

“Well, you can have some more of it later. Maybe for dessert. 
Okay?" 



I will make sure you don't forget about it either. 


"Awesome," he laughed, walking back to the bed with their 
drinks in his hands as the ice cubes tinkled merrily and his 
wilted cock flopped around heavily. 

"What kind do you like?" she asked him rolling over and 
picking up the telephone. "I like pepperoni." 

"Me, too," he said, standing by the bed, sipping his drink as 
she dialed up and ordered the pizza. 

"You can stay up here and think about all the ways we could 
do it if you want to," she smiled at him, reaching over and 
lifting his thick, heavy cock, "or you can come downstairs 
with me." 

I can already think of a thousand ways. 

"Yes, Ma'am," he puffed as she leaned down and gave him a 
kiss on the swollen glans of his cock. 

Again. Oh, is she going to suck on my cock again? 

"What, uh, what, are you, uh . . ." he mumbled as she looked 
up at him and lazily leaned forward slowly sucking his limp 
prick into her mouth. 

Still staring up into his eyes, Emma eased her soft, pouting 
lips onto his shrunken penis, sucking inch after inch into her 
mouth until she had consumed the whole thing. 

Merlin fucking damn. She's going to make me hard again 
before the fucking pizza guy gets here. 

"Damn," Harry groaned as his hands began to shake and the 
ice in the drinks began to tinkle louder. 



Even soft and limp, his giant cock filled her mouth with its 
obesity. After a few seconds, she felt his maleness begin to 
swell and grow. Blinking, she gave his rapidly enlarging 
fuck-machine one last little suck, then backed away from 
him, letting it slide out of her mouth like a long, pink snake 
emerging from its lair dripping with spit. 

Hey, it's not my fault this time, you made it hard. 

"Okay," she said, licking her lips as she reached for her 
drink, "Maybe that'll give you some ideas." 

"Yeah, baby," he panted, his knees, already wobbly and 
weak, beginning to buckle. 

Much more of that and I'll just have to fuck you again. 

"I'm going to go downstairs," she smiled, jumping up and 
strutting across the room, her big tits flouncing up and down 
as her delectable ass rolled and quivered with each step. 
"Wanna come?" 

Of course, I want to come. But I think she means come 
downstairs with her. 

"Again?" he leered at her playfully. 

"Silly boy," she simpered, pausing at the door, "you'll have 
to wait until after the pizza boy leaves. Or do you want to 
invite him for a m nage trois?" 

"A manage a what?" 

"A m nage trois. That mean a threesome," she leered at him 
motioning for him to join her. 



“I ain't sharing you with no pizza boy," he said, chasing after 
and watching the way her gorgeous, upside down heart 
shaped rear end frolicked and rolled as she led the way 
down the stairs. 

Merlin, what a delectable fucking ass. I have to fuck her in 
the ass before the night is over. I just have to. 

When they arrived downstairs, she directed him over to a 
stool as she pulled on an old robe that she had carried down 
with her. 

"So, tell me," she smiled, walking over to where he sat, "how 
long have you had this crush on me?" 

"Forever," he laughed back. 

Ever since the first time I laid my eyes on your magic 
mountains. 

"You have awesome tits," he grinned, reaching inside the 
robe and cupping one of the big, soft mountains. 

"You really like them?" she laughed happily. 

They're to fucking kill for. 

"I love them." 

"And this too," he smiled at her as he ran his hands down 
and cupped her ass. 

"So you like my ass, too." 

Like it? I fucking adore it. 


"Prettiest one in the world." 



“You are such a dear, dear Boy," she bubbled. 


Oh, yeah. Fucking my bestfriend's mother. And for that I get 
to be a dear boy. 

Taking his head between her hands, she crushed her lips 
down onto his, letting her tongue slash into his mouth. 
Almost dropping his drink, Harry clumsily sloshed it down on 
the counter as he greedily pulled her to him. Forcing her 
tongue into the dark, slobbery heat of his mouth, she 
tongued him as they groped each other gluttonously. Their 
lips locked together and their bodies crushed against each 
other, they kissed for the longest time before they finally 
broke for air. 

What a kisser. 

“Oh, My Lover," Emma panted as she looked into his eyes 
adoringly, “I wish this night could last forever." 

“Me too," he mumbled. 

“Oh, your lovely toy is big and hard again," she smiled, 
reaching for it. 

What did you fucking expect? 

“You had better let him rest for a minute," Harry blurted out, 
pushing her hand away, “or he might throw up again." 

“Again? You mean that he's sick again. Already?" she 
bubbled, unable to believe the virility of his magnificent 
love-spear, “But he's already thrown up three time today 
and enough for ten men every time." 

I can't help it if you make it that way. 



“I'm sorry," he apologized, blushing in embarrassment at his 
low-boiling point. 

"Sorry for what?" she said approvingly, "I am just amazed at 
your marvelous talent." 

Oh, she thinks it's a talent. 

"Oh," he blushed again, a weak smile playing over his lips, 
"one night I jacked off and came eight times thinking about 
you." 

"Eight times," she said incredulously, "Eight times!" 

"Yep, eight times," he haughtily said. 

"Do you want to try for a new record tonight?" she giggled. 

"I'm ready if you are," he grinned, slipping down off his 
perch. 

"Where are you going?" she asked. 

"I'll be right back," he said as strolled across the room. 

Wondering why he left the room, Emma stood by the counter 
waiting until he came walking back into the kitchen with his 
billfold in his hand. 

"I hope that you don't mind," he said sheepishly, handing 
her the picture "but I took this last year when I was staying 
here. Hermione doesn't know that I stole it." 

Taking the worn picture from him, she saw that it was an old 
photograph of her in a bikini. The picture had been taken 
when she and Daniel had visited the Bahamas several years 
earlier. She had forgotten that she had even posed for such 
a picture. 




“Why, uh, I, uh," she stuttered, not knowing what to do or 
say. 

Just as she started to speak, the doorbell rang, startling both 
of them. 

“Oh, I hope that's the pizza boy," she blurted out, “I couldn't 
handle any company right now." 

“You want me to answer it?" he volunteered, starting for the 
door. 

“I really don't think that would be a wise thing to do," she 
laughed. “Word might get out that somebody is over at the 
Granger house when Mrs. Granger is supposed to be alone, if 
you know what I mean. And besides that, you're naked." 

“Never thought about that," he laughed, sneaking back out 
of the room. 

Laughing at his stupidity, Emma answered the door. 

After being ogled and mentally disrobed by the pizza boy, 
she finally paid for the pizza and closed the door. 

“Dive in," she grinned, setting the pizza in front of him. 

Damn, I'm hungry. I hope that I don't make a pig out of 
myself. 

“Back to the picture. I'm flattered beyond belief," she said. 

“What?" he mumbled, flipping open the pizza carton. 

“The picture," she said, picking it up and handing it back to 
him. “But you had better put it back in your wallet, so I don't 
have to explain how it got here." 



Watching him put the picture back in his billfold, she was 
assaulted by the aroma of the pizza and suddenly realized 
how hungry she was. Tearing off a piece, she began to 
devour it. She had burned off vast quantities of calories 
during their afternoon of frolicking and now she was going 
to refuel for the night. 

“Damn, I'm hungry," Harry exclaimed licking the pizza 
grease from his fingers. 

Neither of them spoke for several minutes as they stuffed 
their faces with pizza. 

Finally, there was one last piece left. 

"I'm stuffed," Emma groaned, leaning back and patting her 
softly rounded tummy, "I'm so full of pizza and your stuff, I 
feel like I'm pregnant." 

Pregnant? I never even thought about that. But could I make 
her pregnant. At school, all girls are on that antipregnancy 
potion, but here in muggle world? 

"Wow, I didn't know that it happened that fast," Harry 
snickered. 

"Very funny, smart ass. I'm just stuffed with pizza," she 
smirked at him, "besides, I use birth control pills so all that 
cream of yours just won't work down there." 

"Wow," he frowned, reaching over and running his hand 
over her soft belly, letting his fingers wander down to the 
silky forest of kinky dark brown hair covering her waiting 
womanhood, "I never thought about making you pregnant. 
That's kind of, uh, exciting." 


"Uh-huh, but it isn't going to happen," she smiled at him. 



'Too bad," he complained. 


"Well, as a consolation prize," she said, brushing his hand 
away, "how would you like to have some pictures of me 
posing for you to use when you masturbate, uh, jack off?" 

"Huh? What, uh, what do you mean?" he asked her, his eyes 
flaring wide open. 

Pictures. Is she going to give me some more pictures of her? 

"Would you like some pictures of me, naked?" she asked, 
watching his eyes light up feverishly, "So you can use them 
when you masturbate, you know when you, uh, jack-off." 

"Fucking Awesome" he exclaimed, barely able to contain his 
eagerness, "You mean you have some pictures of you 
naked?" 

"Well, a few, but they're Daniel's," she laughed softly, slowly 
getting to her feet, setting her breasts off into another 
display of seismic upheaval, "and he might miss them if I 
gave them away, but I have something better. Wait here and 
I'll be right back." 

Oh, Merlin's balls, now what? What is she going to do? 

Harry's impatience and arousal were both plainly evident as 
he ran his hand up and down his hard, ripe cock. 

"Well, are we ever ready," she remarked striding back into 
the room and seeing him running his hand up and down his 
big, thick cock. 

Where did she come from? I wasn't expecting her back so 
soon. 



“Huh?” he grunted, surprised by her sudden reappearance. 


Then he saw the Polaroid camera and tripod in her hand and 
a big smile lit up his face. 

She's going to let me take my own pictures. I just know it. 
Awesome. Just fucking awesome. 

"Wow, You mean I can take a picture of you and keep it,” he 
yelped rabidly. 

"Of Course, you silly boy,” she snickered, "but not just one. 
And I get to take some pictures of you, too. There's eight to a 
roll and I'm afraid that I only have one roll. So four a piece. 
Okay?” 

Oh, Baby. 

"Sure,” he burbled happily, "Awesome, dude.” 

"Well, who shoots first?” she asked him as she sat up the 
camera. 

"Me. Me. I want to take pictures of you first,” he bubbled, 
jumping around behind the camera. 

"Okay,” she smiled coyily, "but you have to be a director, 
too.” 

Director? What does she mean? 

"Huh?” he muttered. 

"You'll have to tell me how you want me to pose,” she said, 
lying down on the couch. 

Oh baby. I am in fucking heaven. Taking pictures of her 
naked. And now I get to tell her how to pose. Oh fuck, this is 



too fucking much. 


“Uh, yeah, like that,” he said, gawking at her as she slowly 
spread her legs apart until her big, meaty puss yawned 
open, wetly glistening in the light. 

A picture of her pussy. A picture of her pussy all open and 
wet and stuff. Fucking awesome. 

'Awesome,” he blurted out, looking through the viewfinder. 

"Slow down there. Big boy,” Emma laughed, tickled at his 
eagerness. "Tell me how you want me to pose. Just pretend 
that I'm your model and you can take your four pictures of 
me posing any way you want me to.” 

Four pictures. Oh, man. Oh, man. I can't wait. 

"Well...” she grinned up at him. 

Well? Oh, she is waiting for me to tell her how to pose. 

"just like you are,” he gushed, aiming the camera at her as 
she lay on the couch, legs spread and pussy exposed. 

"Would you like it better this way,” she mischievously asked, 
slipping her hand down to her pussy. 

Oh yeah, baby. Just like that. Spread it wide open like that. 
Yeah, just like that. Spread those juicy lips wide open. 

Harry stood behind the camera waiting, ready to take her 
picture as she slowly spread the thick, fleshy lips of her 
weeping slit apart until he could see the mysterious opening 
of her vagina. 

"Yeah. Yeah. Like that. Spread the lips wide open,” Harry 
blurted out as he pushed the shutter release button and a 



flash suddenly lit the room. 

That's one. 

“Yippee," he yelped, as the picture ground out and he eased 
it out of the camera. 

Now one of her on her hands and knees. 

“Uh, uh, how about one with you on your hands and knees?" 
he grinned. 

“Oh, you want a shot of my derriere," she laughed, flipping 
over and quickly assuming a crawling position. 

Yeah, I want a shot of your ass. Your beautiful, sweet ass. 

“Yeah, like that." 

Dragging the camera and tripod around behind her, he 
quickly took another picture capturing her delectable rear 
end this time. 

“My turn, now," Emma said, crawling down off the couch. 

“But, you said I could take four pictures," he complained. 

“You can think of how you want me to pose, while I take a 
couple of you," she laughed. 

Oh, okay, but I still get two more of you. 

“You stand over there and grab hold of your magnificent 
cock with both hands," she told him, pointing over to the 
bar. 

He proudly strutted over to the bar and standing in front of 
it, wrapped both hands around the massive giant, but the 



great, swollen glans of his penis still jutted out uncovered. 
Like this, baby? 

“Nice,” she said, as she took his picture. 

“Now go sprawl out on the couch like you just got through 
fucking me,” she directed him, following him with her eyes 
as he sauntered back over to the couch. 

Flopping down on his back, he threw out his arm and let it 
drape off the couch. 

You mean like this? 

“Great,” she told him as he sprawled out wearing only the 
smirk on his face. 

Another brilliant flash of light followed and another picture 
ground out of the camera. 

Then she took another with him sprawled out on the couch 
with his majesty and his two consorts lewdly displayed. 

“Now, I'm going to take a couple of family portraits,” she 
laughed as she set up the camera once again. 

When am I going to get to take my other two shots? 

“This camera has a thirty second timer,” she told him, “so 
we should have plenty of time to get positioned before it 
snaps.” 

“Okay, I want to take a picture of me sucking that great big 
cock of yours,” she smiled wickedly as she watched his rock 
hard pud jump and twitter with excitement, “Okay?” 


I get one, too. 



“Yes, but I want one, too," he mumbled. 


“Good, then, just don't move after the first one and I'll take 
another one." 

You got it, I won't move. In fact, you can suck on it for an 
hour and I won't move. How about that? 

“Okay," he said breathlessly. 

“Lie back," she told him, moving around to the front of the 
camera, preparing to press the shuttercock, “hold it up and 
ready for me." 

Pressing the button, she rushed over to the couch and down 
onto him, sucking almost half of his jutting pride into her 
mouth before he knew what had happened. Lifting his big 
soft balls in her hand, she gently squeezed them as she 
sucked on him, waiting for the camera to click. 

Oh, fuck that feels good. Keep on sucking baby. 

When it did, she spit him out, jumped up and repeated the 
process. 

“Okay, now, your turn. There's one left," she tittered, sitting 
down on the couch. 

Finally. 

“Hold your titties," he told her. 

She cupped her magnificent tits for him and gave him a 
lusty smile as he quickly snapped the picture. 

“Just fucking awesome," he grunted, picking up the pictures 
and studying them 



“I wish we had another roll,” she complained. "Then we 
could get some shots of us fucking.” 

"Yeah, me, too,” he grinned, poring over the pictures. 

"Mow'd they turn out?” she asked gathering the camera and 
tripod. 

"Great,” he yodeled. "Just great.” 

Emma laughed and left to return the camera to its hiding 
place. 

Walking back into the room, her glorious breasts frolicking 
about happily, she saw that Harry sat at the coffee table 
with the pictures spread out before him. 

"Oh, they turn out good,” she said, looking down and then 
picking up the remote control. 

Flicking on the TV, she sat down beside him and looked over 
the hoard of pornography spread out before her as the TV 
warmed up. 

"Great,” he grinned from ear to ear, nearly drooling over the 
bounty lying before him. 

These are worth a million galleons. But no one will ever get 
to touch them. They're mine. All mine. Well, four of them 
are... 

"I'll never give these babies up.” 

"Don't let them fall into the wrong hands,” she told him 
seriously, "or we'll both pay the price.” 

"Don't you worry about that,” he told her fervently, "no one 
else will ever see these pictures.” 



“I hope not,” she grinned, "but wouldn't you rather have the 
real thing?” 

Real thing? Oh, she means she wants to fuck again. 

"You bet,” he blurted out, raking the pictures into two piles. 

"Do you think you can handle this movie better than you did 
this afternoon?” she asked him. 

"I hope so,” he said, looking down at his thick, ripe cock 
jutting up out of his groin, "what do you think?” 

"By the look of things,” she purred, spreading her long, 
shapely legs apart and exposing her dripping slit, "I would 
say you're ready to try. I know I'm ready for it.” 

Gawking down between her outstretched legs, Harry saw 
that her pussy was glistening wetly in the light. 

Is she ever ready! Look at that thing. It's dripping wet. She's 
as wet as she was this afternoon... 

"Are you ever,” he mumbled, running his finger down over 
her wet, dribbling cunt. 

Her pussy just gets prettier and prettier. 

"Your beautiful, uh, puss, uh, pussy just gets prettier and 
prettier,” he beamed, crawling up between her outstretched 
legs. 

"She's crying because she doesn't have your big cock in 
her,” she mumbled, reaching down to his giant prong as it 
pulsated up and down above her cunt. 


Well, she ain't gonna be crying long cause I'm gonna be 
fucking her in a second... 



Hooking his arms under her long, beautifully shaped legs, he 
lifted her legs and drooling slit up off the couch. Quickly 
dipping his hips, he speared her hot, steaming slit on his 
giant harpoon and drove all eight inches down into her in 
one swift thrust. 

“Oh, Merlin," she bubbled ecstatically as his cock slid into 
her, "it feels so good." 

Feels like I'm sticking my cock into a fire. Maybe I ought to 
ask her if we can roast my marshmallows, too...hehe... 

"Uh-huh," he groaned in agreement as he began to fuck her 
with deep, powerful strokes. 

Watching the boy on the screen fuck the woman, Harry 
matched the boy's rhythm as he slid sliding his long, thick 
penis in and out of Emma's superheated cunt. The wet, 
squishing sounds coming from the screen matched the one 
coming from Emma's cunt as the room was filled with the 
stereo sounds of fucking. 

Then all of a sudden, the boy began to groan and moan as 
he jerked his cock out and sprayed at least a cup of cum all 
over the woman's belly. 

Why did he take his cock out of her? Wow, look at all the 
cum. Must be a whole cupful. 

"Wow," Harry grunted, slowly stroking his cock in and out of 
Emma's hot, clutching cunt, "he had a load, but why did he 
take his cock out?" 

"Almost as much as you," Emma giggled, milking his cock 
with her cunt muscles. "That's called a cum shot so the 
viewers can see all the cum pouring out." 



She sure knows a lot about porn movies. Wonder how she 
knows so much. Wonder how Hermione can be so kinky? 

Then, the lady on the TV quickly attacked the boy's cock 
hungrily sucking it back to life. Then, once the boy's cock 
was stiff and hard again, the lady smiled mischievously and 
asked him if he would like to fuck her in the ass. 

Fuck her in the ass. Oh, shit. What I wouldn't do to fuck Mrs. 
Granger in the ass. 

As the boy on the screen slipped his dick into the woman's 
ass, Emma felt Harry's prick get even harder as his 
penetrating thrusts became harder and deeper. 

Oh fuck, look at him shove it up her ass. 

Emma could tell that he was really turned on by the action 
on the screen as she felt herself being driven closer and 
closer to another cataclysmic orgasm. Huffing and puffing 
loudly, Harry was stroking his meat into her relentlessly, 
dragging her responsive clitoris along the top of his dick 
with each thrust. 

Fuck her in the ass. Oh, yeah, baby. In the ass. 

Being drawn along with Harry's excitement, Emma could 
feel her guts begin to churn with expectation as his great 
cock hammered her pussy mercilessly. Nearer and nearer 
she flew toward the goal as his cock scraped against her 
clitoris on every stroke. Then, at last, she was tottering on 
the edge. Knowing that she would slip over the edge at any 
moment. 


"Would you like to do it in my poo-poo?" she wheezed into 
Harry's ear. 



MERLIN She wants me to fuck her in the ass. Fuck her in the 
ass. Fuck Emma in her lovely fucking ass. Oh, crap, I'm 
gonna come. I can't stop it. Damn, now I can't fuck her in the 
ass. 

"FUCCKKKCOMMINGGGSORRYY," he belched out as his 
colossal cock bucked and began to spurt its hot, heavy load 
of creamy syrup into her battered pussy. 

"MMMMMEEEEEI I I I I I 1000000000," she screeched in 
unison with him as her cunt burst into a thousand explosions 
of pleasure and collapsed down around his spurting prick, 
imprisoning it inside her burning, clenching pussy. 

She's coming, too. At least, I could make her come, too. 

They were both swept up to new heights of pleasure as her 
hot, meaty cunt wrapped itself around his spewing giant. 
Time and time again, his prod ballooned out and exploded 
inside her aching womanhood, discharging gob after gob of 
his potent cream into her accommodating pussy. He filled 
her so full of his stuff that their intermingled milk flowed out 
of her cunt like a river, coating them both with its slippery 
essence. 

So fucking close. I came so fucking close to fucking her in 
the ass. 

At last she felt his cock stop jerking inside her cum-filled 
pussy. 

“Hurry, take him out and put him in my poo-poo before he 
gets too soft," she panted to him again. 

Huh? She wants me to put it in her ass. Now? After I just 
came. Will it stay hard enough? Merlin would I love to fuck 



her in the ass. Gotta make it stay hard til I get in her 
asshole... 


“What, now, in your, uh, your, ass, uh, poo-poo, now?" he 
asked incredulously. 

“Yes, but hurry before it gets too soft," she told him, 
reaching up and running her fingers through his hair. 

Merlin. I'm going to fuck her in the ass. I can't believe it. 

Even as he was pulling his dick out of her, she felt it stop 
wilting and regain some of its stiffness. The knowledge that 
he was about to fuck Emma in the ass gave his cock the 
impetus to remain hard. 

Wondering if she could take all of his giant prick up her ass, 
she heard him grunt and lift her legs higher. 

I hope that she can take me in her ass. I hope I don't hurt 
her. I just want to fuck her in the ass. 

Reaching down and around her hips, she took hold of his 
cock. Even though his cock wasn't as hard as before, it was 
still gigantic, Emma thought as she guided the big, round 
head of his cock up to the puckered protuberance of her 
waiting asshole. 

She's going to help me. She's going to help me put my cock 
into her ass. Oh, Fuck. 

Her asshole was ready. It was liberally coated with their 
slippery juices that had poured out of her pussy trickling 
down into the crack of her ass and over the puckered ring of 
her asshole. And his cock was dripping with the same 
slippery juice. Then, the moment she positioned the juice- 
drenched glans of his cock on her wincing anus she heard 



him grunt and felt his cock head pushing down onto her 
asshole. As wet and slippery as it was, his cock head quickly 
popped into the tightly clenched sphincter of her anus. 

It went in. I felt the head of my dick go into her asshole. 
Damn, it's so tight, it feels like it's going to cut the head of 
my dick off. I did it. I'm in her asshole. 

“OUCH," Emma flinched but had no time to stop him as she 
felt his entire cock suddenly plunge into her almost virgin 
asshole. Only once had she let anyone in her back door and 
now she remembered why she hadn't done it again as her 
asshole blossomed into a fiery knot of pain. 

Merlin's balls! I got my whole dick up her ass. The whole 
fucking thing is in her ass. I can't fucking believe it. I'm 
fucking Hermione's mom in the ass. 

“OH, WAIT, OH, PLEASE, DON'T MOVE," she pleaded with 
him, praying that the pain would subside. 

I don't want to hurt her though. Maybe she wants me to take 
it out? 

“You, you want me to take it out?" he asked her, holding 
himself thrust down into the hot tightness of her clutching 
asshole. 

“No. No, not yet," she winced, trying not to cry. “Just give me 
a little time." 

She doesn't want me to take it out. She wants me to keep 
my dick in her asshole. It's so fucking hot and tight. Feels 
like I've got a rubber band wrapped around the bottom of 
my dick. No, more like a fucking ring of fire. 



Pleasure, she feverishly thought. She needed pleasure to 
bank down the roaring conflagration of pain pouring from 
her asshole. Running her hand down to her pussy, she 
quickly found the tingling bud of her clitoris. She began to 
furiously flick it back and forth as she waited for the agony 
welling up from her widely stretched asshole to diminish 
enough for him to fuck her. 

Look at that. Look at her. She is playing with herself while 
I'm fucking her in the ass. Wow. That is sexy. Maybe if I 
kissed her it would help. 

As she attacked her clitoris, she watched Harry lower his 
mouth down onto her lips. Then she felt his hot, digging 
tongue snake its way into her mouth as he kissed her long 
and deep. 

Now, I've got my dick in her ass and my tongue in her 
mouth. I feel like I'm double fucking her. She tastes so 
fucking good, I could kiss her all night long. 

As they kissed, Emma felt the stinging ache in her ass slowly 
begin to wane. Gradually, out of the haze of pain came a 
suggestion of pleasure that began to grow as the sharp pain 
began to blur around the edges. As her finger tormented her 
clitoris, a warm glow of pleasure spread from it until it made 
the burning lance of pain inside her asshole bearable. 

“Fuck me, but do it gently," she whispered around his 
probing tongue while she roughly flicked her clitoris back 
and forth. 

Now. Now I'm going to get to fuck her ass. I don't know how 
long I can fuck her slow and easy, but I'll try to make it last. 

Ever so slowly, Harry eased his mammoth monster back 
down the fragile channel of her asshole, as she felt the 



muscles around her anus threaten to slice his cock in two. 


Tiny whimpers of pain escaped from her around his tongue 
as the pain in her ass flared back up for a moment. Spitting 
his tongue out, she gritted her teeth and waited as Harry 
eased his colossus back down into her asshole. 

It looks like it's really hurting her. Maybe we should just 
stop. I'm too fucking big for her sweet, little asshole. This 
isn't going good... 

“Do you want me to stop?" he groaned as his thighs nudged 
up against her upturned butt. “I think my cock is too big for 
your sweet, little asshole." 

“No, just be easy," she grunted through clenched teeth. 

I tried. I didn't want to hurt her. But she wants it. She wants 
my big cock up her ass. What the lady wants, the lady gets. 

He was so huge, it felt like his cock was filling her entire 
colon with its bulk as he gingerly slid his cock in and out of 
her. 

It's so fucking hot and tight. I love fucking ass. And look at 
her pussy, all spread out and empty with my big pole just 
sliding in and out of hertwinkie. Oh, Fuck. This is heaven. 
Then he saw that her pussy was clenching down on itself 
every time he slid his big cock into her. 

Finally, after several moments, she felt the pain begin to 
soften and blur into a weird mixture of pleasure and pain. 
The other time she had been fucked in the ass, it had been 
all pain, but this was different. It was actually beginning to 
feel good. 



I think she is starting to like it. She's stopped clenching her 
teeth... 

She could see the effort etched in Harry's face as he slowly 
slid his giant in and out of the exquisite tightness of her 
clutching anus. 

Then suddenly, without warning, the pain blossomed into a 
deep, warm pleasure so intense and unexpected, it startled 
her. 

Wow, what happened? She's fucking smiling like she loves 
it. 

“OHGOD," she shuddered as the pleasure grew more and 
more shrill. 

"FUCKMENOWFASTBABY," she blurted out as the delightful 
feelings in her ass continued to grow. 

Just what I've been waiting for. Honey. Hold on cause here it 
comes, baby, hard and deep. 

“OHYEAH," Harry panted as he pounded his cock into her 
anus as hard and fast as he could. 

As his cock ripped into her asshole, a spasm of pleasure so 
intense and exhilarating burst from her asshole, she almost 
fainted. She couldn't tell where the pleasure was coming 
from, but it seemed to be a mixture of feelings from both her 
pussy and her anus. Wherever it was coming from, it was 
becoming more and more electrifying as Harry hammered 
his cock into her battered asshole. 

FUCK. I can feel it coming now. Merlin, I'm going to fill her 
ass with my hot cum. Fill it up until it's running out of her 
asshole. 



The harder Harry drove his giant cock into her ass, the 
better it felt until the rapture was too much. Even as Harry 
huffed and puffed like a steam engine, hurling his cock into 
her ass with abandon, her whole body was suddenly 
engulfed by the inferno of her orgasm. It seemed as if every 
muscle in her body had spasmed into a convulsion of joy as 
she was consumed by her orgasm. Her whole essence was 
transported to another plane of existence, leaving her 
jerking, writhing body behind for Harry to assault. 

Holy Shit! She's having another fucking fit. She's having a 
fucking orgasm while I'm fucking her in the ass. 

Harry slowed for a few moments as the horrendous spasms 
tore through her body. 

Can't hold it back any more. Here it comes. IT'S COMING. I'M 
GONNA COME IN HER ASSHOLE! 

Then as her asshole locked down around his bloated penis, 
she felt his monster explode with a fiery blast. 

"COMINGFUCKCAN'TSTOP!" he bellowed out as his cock 
jetted out a scalding spume of thick, hot semen inside the 
delicately lined canal of her colon. 

To Emma, it felt like it was lava spurting out of his cock as 
the thick, burning cream coated her bowels. 

I LOVE IT! I LOVE IT! I LOVE IT! WISH IT WOULDN'T EVER 
STOP SPURTING OFF INSIDE HER HOT ASS! 

Spurt after spurt of his milk erupted from his cock, filling her 
colon until she felt like it would burst, but still the monster 
vomited its vile poison into her. 



Finally, she felt Harry's enormous prick stop jerking inside 
her asshole. 

Damn, it's over. Want it to keep going, but it just ran out of 
cum. 

“OHMERLIN," he groaned as he eased his rapidly softening 
penis out of her abused asshole. 

Damn, that was fucking awesome. Damn, I'm tired, though. I 
think she drained me completely this time... 

"Ouch," she winced as she felt the huge, round head of his 
cock finally pop out of her anus followed by a gusher of his 
spent cum. 

"Gotta go," she blurted out, jumping up and dashing for the 
bathroom. 

After her cum enema, she cleaned up the mess left behind 
by their ruinous afternoon and night of pleasure and padded 
back into the bedroom. 

Merlin, she's fucking beautiful. She's still wearing her 
stockings and that sexy little garter belt. 

Harry lay sprawled out on the bed just as she had left him. 
Gently, she washed his prick off with the washcloth she had 
brought with her. 

I'm so beat, I could sleep for a week. But I want to fuck her 
again. 

"Merlin, that was awesome," he groaned as she slowly 
stepped out of her high heels, unfastened her gartter belt 
and slipped out of her hose. Then with a tired smile, she 



flipped back the covers and slipped under them, snuggling 
up next to him. 


“Yes, it was awesome," she laughed softly flipping off the 
light. . . 


Chapter 11 - Some Morning Are Very Hard. (Harry/Mrs. 
Granger) 

Emma woke up naked. She lay there for several seconds, 
blinking at the ceiling, wondering where she was. Then she 
became aware of a male body next to her. And everything 
came back to her slowly, like some weird dream, or almost 
everything. She'd had quite a bit to drink, she remembered, 
and she couldn't recall all the details. 

She could feel something. Her pussy was growing wet. All 
this thinking about yesterday afternoon was making her 
cunt cream all over again. She flushed deeply and glanced 
over at the sleeping form beside her. She felt shy and self- 
conscious all of a sudden. She wanted to wake him, to have 
him fuck her again and again. 

Emma twisted onto her side and she stared at him, all kinds 
of thoughts racing through her head. He lay on his back, 
with the sheet just covering his belly. She noticed his chest 
and how beautiful his muscles were. He had one of those 
broad, even-featured faces that she always admired. 

He was sleeping peacefully and she really hesitated to wake 
him. Instead, a lewd thought entered her head and she 
smiled to herself. She took the bed sheet between her 
fingers and very gently pulled it down off his belly and 
farther. His cock and balls had formed a huge uneven tent of 
the sheet, but now they slowly came into view. 




First his cock, which even in its soft state lay a good five 
inches across his pubic hair and lower belly. It was tilted to 
one side, like a hunk of pink pipe. His foreskin was drawn all 
the way up over his cockhead into a frayed little pucker. 
Inside this, she could see the darker shape of his prickhead, 
and the sharp piss-slit at its tip. 

Glancing at his face to make sure he was still asleep, Emma 
wriggled down the bed and curled herself into a ball just to 
the side of his muscled thigh. She dipped her head forward 
and began to study his thick cock, taking in its every vein 
and bump. It was so rare that a woman got to see a cock 
relaxed and soft like this, she realized. Usually, pricks were 
hard and red and angry, and they were shoved inside so fast 
that she never got to appreciate them in any other way. 

She stared at the beautiful, curved shape of his cock, at the 
thickness of the base where it disappeared into his crotch 
hair, at the tiny goose-bumps that dotted his prickshaft. She 
noticed a jagged seam that ran all the way down its 
underside, from the crown to the balls. Her eyes widened at 
the sight of his huge balls. 

They were nestled in the crook of his thighs inside their 
hairy pouch, and as she looked she swore she could see 
them moving, shifting slightly like eggs in a sac as he 
breathed in and out. She studied the tiny veins in his lax 
ball-sac and then sure enough, his huge balls parted and 
rolled, and the weird wrinkled skin shifted on top of them. 

Emma took a deep breath. The slimy wetness had increased 
between her legs. Her nipples, incredibly long to start with, 
had started telescoping out. They were over half an inch 
long now, and they scraped against the sheet like bullets. 
She suddenly remembered how last night he had sucked her 
hard horny tit stubs until they were nearly a full inch long. 



She eased her hands over his thighs and lay against him 
softly, her chin supported on her wrists. Her lovely face was 
inches from the nestled mound of his cock and balls. She 
sighed deeply and stared at his cock some more, noticing for 
the first time a thick and pulsing brown vein that ran up the 
entire length of one side. She saw how the skin widened at 
his cock tip, where it covered his enormous cockhead. 

Her mouth had begun to water. She realized, suddenly, how 
much she wanted to suck him off. She'd wanted to last 
night, but there hadn't been time. They'd both been to 
excited to do anything but fuck. She'd needed a huge cock 
fucking in and out of her cunt and he'd wanted nothing 
more than to oblige her. 

But now this was so different. She wanted to be fucked, sure, 
but they'd have plenty of time for that later. Right now she 
wanted to do something completely unselfish, in return for 
the fantastic fucking he'd given her last night. He'd been 
like a machine, fucking his cock in and out of her without 
let-up. He'd made her come again and again. Now she 
wanted to do something for him. 

Besides, the contrast in his cock now and last night 
fascinated her. Last night his prick had been almost a big 
fucker of angry red meat, cramming her full. Now it was five 
inches of soft and friendly prick. And here was a big chance 
to prove what she would do as a woman. If she could make 
his prick hard, raise his cock back up to its monster 
dimensions, milk the hot jism from his balls, then she would 
feel satisfied. She'd have paid him back and done a fine 
morning's work in the bargain. 

She inched her pretty face closer, her big brown eyes almost 
crossing as she stared first at his sleeping cock, then at his 
gently throbbing balls. Her head was right between his 



thighs now, her fingers planted gently in his crotch hair. She 
licked her lips once, twice, and made them shine wetly. Her 
face tilted down, and her tongue stuck prettily from the oval 
of her mouth. 

She touched one of his balls with her tongue, watched the 
globe shift and roll in its sac. His ball skin felt so dry, so 
warm. His other ball moved slightly in response, nudging its 
partner to one side. Emma licked his ball-sac slowly, first on 
one side and then on the other. The shift and roll of his big 
balls amazed her. 

And she began to chase them from side to side with her 
tongue, poking them and teasing them, making them bob 
and twoman and shift. Her full lips pursed and kissed his 
ball-sac softly. She nipped the tiny ball hairs and watched 
his dry skin stretch and tug as she did so. She supported one 
ball with her tongue and weighed it, then the other. As if she 
were testing the weights of hunks of candy. 

One ball settled against his thigh and suddenly her lips were 
widening, folding over it, scooping his ball into her mouth. 
His cum-bulb sat on her tongue, throbbing, and she sucked 
on it, pulling his ball skin taut. She bathed his ball with spit 
and tickled it with her tongue. His cum-bulb bobbed around 
in her mouth like a pinball. 

And then she spit it out and went after his other ball, 
cornering this one, too, and sucking it into her warm wet 
mouth. The freed ball joggled to one side, glistening brightly 
with her saliva. Tiny beads of spit hung off his ball hairs. The 
sucking sounds grew louder as she played his captured ball 
about in her mouth. 


“Mmmmmmmmmm,” she moaned, her voice heavy with 
lust. She could feel the wetness increase between her legs. 



One of her horny nipples scraped against his muscled thigh. 


And this time when she backed off his steaming ball she 
took a deep breath, paused, then plunged her mouth back 
down onto both his balls at the same time. His whole ball- 
sac was squished into the crook of his thighs, and her lips 
closed slowly over the huge squirming mound. Her cheeks 
swelled out obscenely. Her nostrils flared. 

For some reason, she happened to glance up at his face just 
then, and she was surprised and a little embarrassed to find 
him awake and watching her closely. He had propped 
himself up on both elbows and was staring down his hairy 
belly at her. To give her more room to work on his balls, he 
obligingly spread his legs wide on the bed. 

“Good morning. I see you started breakfast without me," he 
quipped. He rammed both pillows in back of him and 
webbed his fingers behind his head. There was a tight and 
sarcastic smile on his lips as he gazed down at her. 

Emma didn't know what to say. And since she had a 
mouthful of ball meat, she decided to say nothing at all. She 
flushed slightly, but that was all. She continued to suck both 
his balls as best she could. And she stared right back at him 
over the still-sleeping log of his cock. Her eyes were very big 
and very brown. 

“I must say I approve of your way of waking a wizard up," he 
teased. “It sure as hell beats an alarm clock." He settled 
back against the pillows as if he was preparing for a long 
pleasant morning. His balls were clamped tight in her 
sucking mouth. 

He sure was a cool one, Emma thought, bouncing his cum- 
bulbs back and forth in her mouth. He wakes up to find a 
lovely woman eating his balls and he makes little jokes. Most 



man would be driven out of their minds. They would be 
amazed at her daring, her sexiness for doing something so 
erotic. He merely smiled at her sleepily, as if he was used to 
such things. 

But then something happened. While she was staring up 
past his soft cock, a movement caught her attention. His 
prick had twomaned. It had trembled. And now, as she 
watched his cock in close-up, it flexed again and rolled over, 
coming to rest on the other side of his belly. His prick shaft 
settled there quietly for a second, then lifted, ever so 
slightly, off his belly. 

Emma couldn't take her eyes off his cock. Her cheeks 
swelled out weirdly with the bulk of his sizzling balls while 
her eyes stayed riveted to his trembling log of prick. It was 
working. Her ball sucking was working. She hadn't even 
touched his cock and it was rising, lifting off his belly. She 
was making his prick harden just with her mouth on his 
balls. 

Two great ugly brown veins began to pulse in the side of his 
cock. They stood out higher and higher on his prick's 
surface. And his cock rolled again, this time back in the 
direction it had come. His great heavy cockhead and three 
inches of prickshaft had cleared his belly now and hung 
suspended while the rest of his cock-shaft thickened and 
turned a deeper shade of red. 

His whole cock was growing longer, expanding, pulsing up in 
a steady rhythm. Four, five inches cleared his belly and 
hung there. His prick was telescoping, shoving itself farther 
and farther out. The veins were pulsing more thickly, 
forming into wriggling brown ridges up his cock's side. She 
could stare into his face now along his cock shaft, like along 
the barrel of a gun. 



But she had to see more. She wanted to watch every stage 
of this crazy change. She spat out his balls and squirmed 
higher between his legs, her face inches from the swelling 
prick. 

“You like what you see, Emma? You like to watch this big 
hard-on grow?" he sneered. He spread his legs wider as her 
face dipped over his crotch. 

She ignored him, watching instead the slow steady progress 
of his cock. It was nearly seven inches long now and still 
growing. His prick shaft was almost as thick as her wrist 
where it disappeared into the curls of his crotch hair. The 
base curved up into the long stretch of his upper prick shaft. 
But what fascinated her right now was the cockhead. 

As his prick lifted higher off his belly, as his already huge 
cockhead grew even bigger, the foreskin was forced back. It 
peeled down off his shiny purple cockhead a bit at a time. 
And slowly, steadily, his great ugly prickhead came into 
view. The foreskin slid all the way back off his cockhead and 
down beneath the circular ridge below. Here it began to 
stretch as his cock continued growing. 

“Pretty nice, huh? And we're not finished yet," he boasted, 
watching her closely, wondering what she would do next. “I 
got the biggest cock of anyone. You want cock, you just 
come to Harry. I'll fix you up every time." 

She leaned closer to his cock and licked her lips. She wanted 
to take his prick in her mouth, but she wanted to see how 
much it would grow without her first. His cock was 
twomaning still, pumping itself higher and higher. His prick 
shaft angled up over his belly more than eight inches now. 


His cock staggered upward another fraction or two. It jutted 
up and over his belly lewdly, the brown veins pulsing in its 



side, his prickhead shining purple in the morning light. His 
cock twomaned slightly in the air and shifted gently from 
side to side. His cock shaft was so heavy and ungainly that it 
couldn't stay still for very long. 

Emma couldn't wait any longer. She leaned forward, stuck 
out her tongue and touched his cock midway up its trunk. 
Immediately, his prick swung away from her and she was 
forced to go after it, her mouth wet and'open. She kissed his 
cock softly. His prick angled back alongside her face, 
bumped her nose, and ended up propped up her cheek with 
his cockhead lodged against her eye socket. 

She smiled up at him gamely, her eyes crinkling prettily. 
Then she dipped her head lower and went after his cock at 
its base. She snuffled her mouth about in his crotch hair, 
kissing and licking his cock base. Then she planted her pink 
tongue on his cock's underside, and she licked up his 
prickshaft with slow, lazy motions. She still wasn't touching 
it with her hands. 

“You like to lick cock, huh? Well there's enough to keep you 
busy, that's for sure," he rambled on. He lay back easily 
against the pillows, his cock bending and swaying under her 
expert tongue. 

His prick was growing bigger, Emma swore. She smiled to 
herself and scraped her tongue halfway up his cock shaft 
then farther, wrapping her lips at an angle over his bone- 
hard prick flesh. The veins were hard and writhing up his 
cock's side. She could feel every contour of them as she 
licked up and down. 

She reached his cockhead, tapped it with her tongue to 
make his whole cock sway. Then she dipped back down into 
his crotch, licking his balls and cock base before starting the 



long climb back to the top. Her tongue made his cock shaft 
glisten. And she was right, it was still growing. 


Settling down to her work, she now brought her hand up and 
circled his prick partly with her long slender fingers. She 
supported it on one side while she licked the other. His cock 
shaft was so hot and hard in her fingers. It was like a steel 
bar. Her tongue scraped up his prick shaft evenly, bumping 
over the ugly veins and ridges. 

“Woow, you really love it, don't you? You really love to lick 
cock." He watched her closely, enjoying the way her eyelids 
drooped with lust as she kissed his cock. Her frizzy dark 
brown hair framed her face and made her look so hot and 
sexxy. 

"Mmmmmmmmm," was all Emma could say. Her tongue was 
nearing the top of his cock, circling this way and that on his 
steel-hard fuckpole. Her lips opened and closed lewdly, 
wrapping themselves over his stiff cock shaft just below the 
ridge of his prickhead. 

Her mouth slid higher, and suddenly she was kissing his 
cockhead, folding her lips partway round it on the left, on 
the right, and underneath. She held his cock nearly upright 
in her fist now, and her big eyes stared into his as she 
teased the bloated purple dome of his cock. She was half- 
smiling at him, as if asking if he was enjoying himself. 

And then her mouth formed a perfect oval. Her tongue tip 
stuck out and supported his cock just beneath his swollen 
prickhead. Her face angled, lowered, and the circle of her 
mouth slotted over his blazing cockhead. Her lips formed a 
ring around it. But she didn't suck it inside just yet. She 
stared up at his face and her eyes smiled at him. 



His prick was so huge, she wondered if she'd be able to get 
so much as the head inside her mouth, let alone any of his 
swollen cock shaft. 

But she knew to well. Her fingers tightened on the thick 
cock base. She took a deep breath. And then she cranked 
open her lips and moved down on his purple prickhead. 

Her lips widened as they folded over his cockhead, but soon 
she'd gone below the circular ridge and she could move 
down easier. Her nostrils flared and her eyelids fluttered. An 
inch or two of cock shaft followed his prickhead into her 
mouth. Her cheeks hollowed. 

He coaxed her along gently, amazed that she was doing so 
well. A third and a fourth inch of bloated cock slid into her 
face. 

Emma's face was straining. Her cheeks were stretching and 
her eyes were turning down slightly at the edges. And two 
more inches of prick bulled into her mouth. She angled her 
head so that the top of his cock could bump down into her 
throat. Her full lips formed a tight seal around the trunk of 
his cock. 

The damn thing had to be nearly a foot long, she swore, if 
she didn't know better. She'd sucked six inches into her 
mouth and still had lots of room to fold her fist around its 
base. There was just no way she was going to be able to take 
it all. She paused, over halfway down his colossal cock. She 
was snorting heavily and sweat coated her pretty forehead. 

He reached down, placed a hand on each of her cheeks and 
felt the stiff bulk of his cock inside. She thought for a 
moment he was going to force her farther down on his prick. 
His hands left her face and stroked her head before 
returning to her face again. But she only felt slight pressure. 



He couldn't cram more cock in her mouth as yet because 
there was nowhere for it to go. 


“Shit, Emma, you're a sight. You ever had that much cock in 
your mouth before? You ever sucked a cock this big?" he 
boasted. 

Emma was in no position to answer. But his words did snap 
her out of her daydream. Suck cock. That's what she was 
supposed to be doing now. That meant moving your mouth 
up and down and using your tongue and doing your best to 
bring him off. She'd rested enough. It was time for her to get 
to work. 

Her eyes closed for a moment and she began sliding her 
mouth up and down on his stiff prick. She backed up all the 
way to the top of his cock, until no more than his bloated 
purple prickhead was still between her lips. Then she 
plunged back down and let over half his cock shaft bull back 
into her throat. Her cheeks swelled and then hollowed in 
sequence. 

“Oh, yeah. What a mouth. Oh, yeah," he grunted with 
pleasure. His hands swept up the sides of her face and 
bundled her dark brown hair on top of her head. He wanted 
a clear view of her sucking face. He loved the way her 
cheeks sucked in and puffed out as her mouth slid up and 
down. 

She set up a rhythm, bobbing her head in even jerks on his 
cock. Her mouth made his prick shaft shiny and wet. And 
whenever she could, she stared up into his face dazedly, her 
eyes droopy with lust, a slight smile crinkling their edges. 
Wet, squeaking sounds came up from his crotch. Her 
cocksucking was getting louder and louder. 



“You know how to suck a cock, I'll say that for you," he 
grunted. He noticed one of the veins in the side of his prick 
seemed swollen almost to bursting point. It was hard and 
brown and wriggling. 

Emma was using both her hands now. She had one cupped 
around his balls, and she gently squeezed and massaged his 
jiggling ball-sac while she sucked. The other was curled 
tightly around the base of his cock, the fingers pumping 
gently, bumping the thick cock base, jerking him off. Her 
hand movements were in sequence with the bobs of her 
pretty head. 

“Yeah. Suck it, Emma. Make me come," he growled. Her 
mouth and fist really were driving him crazy. His balls felt 
numb and heavy. He wondered how long he could hold back 
his jism. 

“Mmmmmfffff," moaned Emma. She could feel pussy juice 
seeping out of her and soiling the sheets. She'd never spent 
so much time sucking cock before, never enjoyed it this 
much. It was making her horny as hell. 

Her head bucked and bobbed, her fist pumped steadily. And 
his cock turned a deep red color. She was moving faster now, 
racing up and down his hard-on. Her jaw ached. Her lips felt 
raw. Even her hand felt tired. But she kept on working, 
determined not to let up until he'd shot his creamy wad. This 
was going to be a blowjob her lover would never forget. 

“Suck it, suck it, suck it," he crooned, his voice tight with 
pleasure. “Fuck, I'm gonna come soon if you keep this up, 
Emma. Even I can only take so much." 

Emma knew that she should be upset at the dirty names he 
was calling her, but she wasn't. If anything, they turned her 
on even more. It gave her some kind of weird thrill, to be 



called bitch and slut while she was sucking his cock. It made 
her feel dirty, and that always made her excited as well. 


She increased her tempo even more, and her hand went into 
overdrive, shucking up and down at twice the speed of her 
face. Her fist was a blur of motion on his raging hard-on. She 
was tugging on it as if she wanted to pull it out by the roots. 
Now, as well as the wet sound of her sucking, there was the 
quick flapping of her hand as it jacked up and down. 

“Careful, Emma. You're going to get a mouthful of cum," he 
warned. His voice was tense with lust. 

Nice of him to warn me, Emma thought. But it was 
unnecessary. She could tell from the trembling of his balls 
under her fingers, from the twomaning in his cock shaft, that 
he was ready to spurt. It wouldn't be long now. Her heart 
filled with pride that she'd gotten his cock this hard, and 
was now going to make him shoot, with just her mouth and 
her hands. 

But in spite of her preparation, when he started to come it 
seemed to catch her by surprise. His cock recoiled, like a 
gun, and he ejaculated a thick twine of jizz into her mouth 
and throat. She immediately stopped her hand-jerking, 
coughed, and raised her mouth up off his prick. She glared 
down at his cock, as if amazed at what it was doing. Her 
mouth, half open, sagged, and a huge stream of silver jism 
poured out, down over his erect cock and into his crotch 
hair. The cum rolling down his long cock looked like wax 
drooling down a monster candle. It was thick and pale white, 
and it coated his big prick with an inch-wide stripe. 

Her wide, amazed eyes, her sagging, cum-drooling mouth, 
gave her a shocked look, as if this wasn't what she'd been 
expecting at all. She gulped down a wad of cum and the rest 



slithered from her mouth like syrup. The cum hung off her 
chin in two elastic strings. 

“Oh, fuck! What's the matter, Emma?" he howled. “In your 
mouth! Stuff it back in your mouth!" 

Emma watched as the cum draining from her mouth slid 
down the sides of his cock. There was so much of it. His cock 
was being covered. And then a second thick stream of white 
began to flow fresh from his split piss-slit. She decided that 
she'd better close her mouth over it, to prevent any more 
from escaping. This was the precious cream she'd worked so 
hard to milk out. 

But before she could capture it, his spasming cockhead 
winked, twomaned, and shot a monstrous streamer of pale 
jism up the entire length of her face. She gasped and 
clenched her eyes shut as the ribbon of white rode up across 
her mouth and cheek, looped between her eyes across the 
bridge of her nose, and crossed her forehead into her hair. 

“Ohhhhhhhhh! Ohhhhhhhhh!" she whimpered. She clutched 
his prick in her fist like a bat handle. Her fingers were 
already stuck together on it with gooey cum. 

“Suck it, Emma! Stick it back in your mouth!" he yelled. He 
almost reached for his cock, himself, but he was too numb 
with pleasure. 

Emma made a second serious effort. She dove for his cock 
with her open mouth, tried to capture his cockhead a second 
time. But again it recoiled in her fist, and this time it sent a 
fountain of creamy white cum up the entire right side of her 
face. The cum caught in the corner of her mouth, crossed 
her cheek like a tear-trail, bounced over her eye in dead 
center before hooking itself in the hair at her temple, like a 
silver brooch. 



Again she clenched shut her eyes. The cum hung off her 
lashes thickly, dripped onto her cheek, rolled down in a 
curving line that joined up with the mess of jizz coating her 
chin. Her face looked like someone had been painting white 
stripes on it. The cum gleamed weirdly on her skin, like 
silver oil. 

“Suck my cock! Eat my cum!" he was groaning. He couldn't 
believe what she was letting happen to her pretty face. 

The last cum jet stalled her for a second, but this time she 
really did keep on going. Her drooling mouth closed over his 
still spurting cockhead, and her lips formed a tight seal to 
shut off the escape of any more cum. She felt his prickhead 
twoman, contract, and suddenly her mouth was again full to 
overflowing with thick oily jism. 

She gulped, she swallowed, her throat bobbing rapidly as 
she sucked down wad after wad of streaming hot cum. But 
there seemed to be quarts of it. Her cheeks ballooned out, 
her nostrils flared, and suddenly she was coughing again, 
this time spurting jism out through her lips and drawing it 
up into her nose at the same time. Bubbles of white popped 
from her pretty nostrils and speckled his cock some more. 

“Ohhh, fuck! Ohhh, fuck!" he roared, unable to believe his 
eyes. He'd had his cock sucked many times. He'd had Emma 
and Hermione suck out his hot cum before. But never had 
they snorted his jism before. This was a first. He'd never 
even seen it done before. 

“Ggglllfffsssmmm!'' Emma gurgled. She squinted at him 
with her one good eye. The other was clogged shut with a 
great heavy knot of silver cum. 


Time and again his cockhead twomaned, and time and again 
her mouth filled up with hot cream. She was gagging. She 



was choking. And-finally she had to back off, lift up off his 
spurting prick so that she wouldn't drown in the stuff. Again, 
a torrent of silvery cum poured from her mouth and 
splattered down the shaft of his cock. His prick was shining 
under a thick coating of jism. 

She tilted her head and tried her best to keep as much jism 
as she could in her hopelessly cloged mouth. She felt the 
fluid slosh about in back of her teeth. Her tongue was 
floating in it. She felt the overflow drool from her lips and 
down her chin before it fell down the trunk of his cock. 

But he still hadn't finished. His prickhead spasmed once, 
twice, and spurted out two quick jets of cum that fired 
directly between her gasping lips. Was there no end to his 
cum? she thought. It seemed to her as if she was caught in 
some slow-motion moving picture, and that every second 
was five times as long as it should be. 

“Eat it, Emma! Eat my cum! Suck it! Lap it all up!" he 
wailed. Sweat was glistening on his forehead. Even his chest 
and hairy belly were damp. 

Emma watched his cockhead with her one good eye. Her fist 
was wrapped tight around his prick shaft as if it was her life¬ 
line. And at last she sighed with relief. His cockhead had 
stopped twomaning, and now just a thick white goo was 
oozing from his piss-slit, rolling down his cock and over her 
fingers like wax. His balls seemed to settle deeper into the 
crook of his thighs. 

“Oh, sweet Merlin, what a blowjob. What a hot little whore 
mouth you got, baby," he moaned. Still propped up on his 
elbows, he gazed at her with awe in his voice. “But you 
should see your face! Holy shit! You took quite a cum-bath, 
Emma!" 



Emma was barely listening. Her fist began to move up and 
down on his cock once again, milking up the sweet dregs of 
his cum. She watched the jizz ooze from his cock tip and 
slither down over her fingers. His great huge cock was 
softening in her fist. It was all over. She'd done what she set 
out to do. 

Her mouth opened again and she slipped his cockhead 
inside. Her tongue swirled about, licking the top of the prick 
and siphoning out what jism was left. She swallowd heavily 
three of four times, and at last her mouth felt clear of cum. 
She sucked hard on his cock, squeezing his prickhead. Then 
she let it flop from her mouth like a limp fish. 

He had fallen silent and was now watching her closely, 
studying the weird patterns his silver cum made on her 
pretty face. She propped his prick up against her lips, stared 
at him with her one clear eye, then began to smear his cock 
back and forth over her face, massaging his jism across her 
mouth and into her cheeks. 

She went further, rubbing his cockhead against her nose 
and onto her forehead. She smudged cum about in the 
sockets of her eyes. She bent his prick around her ear and 
temple. Then she sucked his cock back into her mouth 
before letting it go and beginning all over again. Her face 
was covered in cum. It glistened with knots and strings of 
jism And still she kept on smudging the stuff back and forth. 

“You like?" she murmured, her voice husky with the cum 
clogging her throat. “You like to see me smearing cum all 
over my face?" 

Harry just smirked, feeling his cock hardening again... 


Chapter 12 - Car Wash 




Hermione was washing her father's car in the driveway, the 
muggle way of course, sloshing the creamy suds over the 
hood and windshield. Out of the corner of her eye she could 
see Harry, her bestfriend, watching her closely. After she 
found out that he was all alone in Potter Manor, she put her 
foot down and practicly told him he “must" stay here with 
her and her parents for a few more days. And being a 
helpfull guy, he started doing the lawn. 

But he was watching her every move. She could tell. She 
decided to give him a little show. Leaning low over the 
windshield, she poured a pail full of white suds over the 
glass. Then she bent down and began rubbing a thick 
sponge back and forth, letting her huge tits toll and squish 
against the pane. Her plunging halter-top did its best to 
contain her wobbling jugs, but they puffed out over the top, 
heaved and tugged against each other obscenely. Harry 
would have a clear view down her cleavage to her rib cage. 

She moved away from him, to the driver's side of the car, 
splashing more soapy water against the side window and 
repeating her performance. But this time she reached over 
to swirl her sponge back and forth on the car roof, crushing 
her mammoth tits into the wine down and forcing them to 
mash into flattened balls. She could feel her erect nipples 
scratching the wet glass, and she knew damn well Harry 
could see them clearly. She let the fluffy water slosh lewdly 
into her cleavage, wetting her tits and belly and sticking her 
halter top to her golden skin. 

Poor Harry was going out of his mind. The buzz of the lawn 
mower grew loud and angry as he stayed in one place and 
let it rip into the grass. He was leaning on the mower handle, 
not fifteen feet from her, his eyes wide and his mouth open. 
She wasn't sure, but his tongue might have been hanging 
from the corner of his mouth. 



She giggled softly. Men were so silly. It was as if something 
got a hold on them that they couldn't control. It was like all 
the other times she would tease himt. He would get all 
breathless and she could ask him for anything. 

The loud roar of Harry's mower suddenly died and there was 
an odd silence in the suburban street. Hermione pretended 
she hadn't notice anything and went on with her work, 
squishing her wet tits hard against the window. The warm 
water had slithered down her belly and was now wetting her 
cut-offs. She could feel it dripping down her thighs toward 
her striped knee socks. 

Harry had left his mower and was standing about six feet 
away, his fists in the pockets of his baggy work-pants. He 
seemed to be playing with his cock with one hand. He just 
stood there and watched her over the narrow flowerbed that 
separated the driveway from the lawn. A fine film of sweat 
covered his forehead. 

"You look like you really know what you're doing" he teased, 
a sly grin crinkling his mouth. 

"Thanks, love," she replied pertly, continuing her work. 

She was moving around in front of the car again, coming 
closer to him. She turned her back on him and bent down 
low over the front fender, pretending to rub a trouble spot in 
the center of the hood. She lifted one slender leg off the 
ground. 

Harry groaned softly. She was wearing the tiniest pair of cut¬ 
offs he'd ever seen. They were so brief the crotch dug tightly 
into the crack of her ass, and her gorgeous buns bulged out 
under the ragged hems. She was spreading her slender 
golden legs, and frothy soap was dribbling down the insides 
of her thighs. He wanted to step forward, rip down the tiny 



pants, and plunge his cock roughly between her luscious 
brown ass cheeks. But they were on the streat and that was 
a nono from the start. 

“You would make alot of money doing this!" he grinned, 
trying to adjust the growing hard-on in his pants without her 
noticing. “I'll pay you double just to wash another car." 

She paused in her work, turned to face him thoughtfully. 

“Really?" she queried. “And where is this car you want me to 
wash?" 

She stood facing him there in the driveway and the sponge 
she was holding drooled creamy froth down her front. The 
upper globes of her tits shone and her thighs gleamed like 
they'd been greased. Her wet halter-top clung to her jugs 
like a second skin, and the nipples shot out like inch-long 
stubs of wood. 

“Sure. Come see it. It's pretty dirty. You might not want to do 
it." He strode off up the driveway toward her parents garage, 
limping slightly because of the hard-on that bulged out his 
pants. He couldn't take this any more. Since this morning 
the little cockteaser had been flaunting herself in front of 
him and now was just the last straw. He had to have her. 

Hermione followed him up the driveway, still clinging to the 
soggy sponge. Her tits jiggled and rolled. Her ass cheeks 
flexed out from under the ridiculously brief cut-offs. She 
smiled to herself as she noticed Harry limping in front of her. 

He was hauling up the door of her parent's garage, ushering 
her inside, and pulling it back down behind them. It she'd 
figured out his intentions, she didn't let on. She simply stood 
by his side in the half-light, her wet body glowing with a soft, 
golden sheen. He stared at her a moment, his eyes strangely 



tense. Then he backed her quickly up against the front of 
her mother's car. 

“Harry!" she protested, her sponge pressed tightly against 
her chest. More frothy soap drooled down her naked belly. 

“You're such a hot little piece, aren't you? Such a hot, cock¬ 
teasing little piece!" he grunted. He planted his hands on 
the car hood, on either side of her, and crammed his body 
up against hers. His chest bore into her and his hard-on 
lodged menacingly along her lovely belly. 

“Harry... what's the matter with you?" she whispered, 
though she knew damn well what was the matter with him. 
“Are you sick, or what?" 

She was backed up against the car and her pretty ass 
cheeks were hurting. There was something huge and 
throbbing poking her in the stomach. His cock! It was his 
cock! All hard and pulsing for her! She'd given him a hard- 
on, and now she was going to have to answer for it. There 
didn't seem to be any way out! 

“I'm sick all right! Sick of watching you shake that tight little 
ass of yours at me! Sick of watching you jiggle your tits! 
You've been teasing me all day now, haven't you, Mione? 
Well, how about offering me some relief? Isn't it about time? 
Isn't it about time you offer your bestfriend some sweet 
relief?" 

Hermione almost giggled, in spite of her position. But the 
thick log against her belly was no laughing matter. That was 
a hard-on, as stiff and strong as a cock could get. And she 
was responsible for it. What was she going to do about it? He 
had a point. What was she going to do? 


“Well, sweet little cockteaser! What do you say?" he leered. 



He suddenly reached for her soggy sponge and flung it to 
the floor. Then he was gripping the top of her tight halter. 

His fingers thrust down and he was urging the thing low on 
her chest. She wasn't wearing a bra, and all at once her 
beautiful tits exploded over the top of the taut garment. 
They jiggled a moment before settling. 

“Merlin's balls!" he murmured, shocked at the sheer beauty 
of her lush tits. 

They were so full and plentiful, like the tits of a mature 
woman. And she was only a sixteen years old! They were a 
rich golden-brown color on top, where they'd been exposed 
to the sun. Below, were they'd been shaded by her bras and 
bikinis, they were a lovely delicate milky color. And they 
were soaking wet and shining. 

And the nipples! Fuck, they were the longest nipples he'd 
ever seen! Was she hot or what? Was she excited? Why were 
they so fucking long? Shit, they must be standing up nearly 
an inch from the puffy wet circles of surrounding brown 
flesh! They were gorgeous, fucking gorgeous! And there was 
only one thing to do with nipples like those! He just had to 
fucking suck them! 

“Harry! Ohhhh!" Hermione panted, thrilled at the way he'd 
made her tits bust out over the top of her tight halter. The 
garment was stretched below her huge tits, forcing them out 
and up like long, distorted balloons. In the half-light they 
looked even bigger then they actually were. The disarrayed 
halter was acting like some obscene bra, pushing them up 
high. 

“Fuck, I still don't believe it! I still don't believe these tits!" 
he groaned, his eyes taking in every inch of the plush 
globes. 



Hermione flushed with pleasure. She had beautiful tits, it 
was true. She'd been told so a thousand times. By the girls 
at school and by the boys. She suffered from no false 
modesty. She had the body of a nude model, and she knew 
it. 

He was pressing her against the car, and her buns were 
getting sore. She tried to lift up from beneath him, raised a 
thigh up between his legs. But then he was dipping his 
head. He was tilting his face to one side. And suddenly one 
of her stiffened nipples was in his mouth. He was sucking on 
it hungrily, tugging it deep between his lips and running his 
tongue around and around it madly. 

"Ohhhh!" she panted, pleasure ripping through her chest. 
"Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!" 

His mouth was sucking her hot stub high off her tit. His teeth 
scrapped and teased it crazily. It felt like a great long hunk 
of wet rubber between his lips. His fingers hefted her 
weighty jug in his palm, urged it up against his face. He 
made loud squeaking sounds on the nipple. 

"Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhhh!" she groaned, her eyelids fluttering. 
She wasn't supposed to feel this good! He was practically 
attacking her, forcing his attentions on her. And his mouth 
felt so good! His lips and tongue were doing outrageous and 
lovely things to her nipples! 

He was running his free hand down her golden belly, 
rubbing up and down in the wet groove of her crotch. Then 
his fingers were fumbling with the stud at the top of her cut¬ 
offs, and he was lugging down her fly, wriggling his hand 
under the elastic top of her panties. His hand flashed 
through the wet curls of her pussy hair and suddenly two 



fingers were prying apart the damp slabs of her cunt lips. His 
middle finger bored quickly inside her. 


“Ohhhhh! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!” she moaned, and she found 
herself half-lying across the hood of the car, spreading her 
legs wantonly for his exploring hand. Her pussy was melting, 
growing wet and hot around his fingers. 

Her nipple was snapped from his mouth as she fell back and 
he turned his attention to her tiny cut-offs. He removed his 
fingers from her cunt as swiftly as he'd entered her, and now 
he gripped her tiny pants and ripped them down and off her 
lovely pubic mound. He shoved them down her legs and to 
the floor with one fluid movement. 

“Ohhhh yes! Ohhh yes!" she groaned, encouraging him to 
undress her and lay bare her cunt. She propped herself up 
on her elbows on the car hood and watched his every move, 
as caught up as he was in the excitement of the moment. 

"What pretty panties! What pretty panties!" he gloated, 
glaring at the tiny triangle of white lace that covered her 
lovely crotch. All that held the sexy briefs on were two frilly 
white strings across her hips. He snapped one roughly and 
pulled the panties off her. 

Hermione's gorgeous dark brown beaver bristled, suddenly 
free of confinement. The pretty hair fluffed up in a cute little 
V, splitting down below into the twin slabs of her already 
parting pussy. Her cunt lips were cracking apart wetly, and 
pink flesh was exposed. 

Harry sucked in his breath, pausing a moment to gaze at the 
wonderful sight. The dark brown cunt hair was matched by 
the pale swath of skin that had been covered by her bikini 
bottoms. It contrasted sexily with the rich brawn sweep of 



her belly and rib cage, which was rising and falling with her, 
heavy breathing. Her tits rolled about, the nipples soaring. 

“What are you going to do?" she whispered, her voice tense 
with excitement. She kept her eyes glued to his face and 
brushed a thick dark brown curl off her cheek. 

“I'm going to eat you to start with. Then I'm going to fuck 
you! What do you say to that? Is that what you want? Is that 
what you want from me, cockteaser?" 

He stared up the length of her nude body, taking in every 
inch of her lovely form. Her halter-top, still tied around her 
chest, forced up her tits and made them wobble lewdly. Her 
cunt was nude and splitting for him, its lips spreading wider 
by the minute. 

“Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!" She wasn't protesting. She wasn't 
complaining. She was simply moaning softly, in a state of 
tense expectation. 

“I'm going to eat this lush little cunt till you groan, and then 
I'm going to show you some cock. Would you like to see my 
cock? Would you like to have it fucking up your cunt?" 

Hermione groaned softly, her legs dangling over the car. But 
then he was gripping her by the waist, thrashing her up onto 
the hood, forcing her to lie down across the top of the car. He 
shoved her farther, till her ass was hooked on the hood and 
her feet were lodged on the car bumper. Her tits joggled and 
rolled on her chest. 

His hands were on the insides of her thighs, spreading them 
harshly. He bent between them and watched as her cunt 
slice cranked wide and loose for him. Her pussy hair was 
already wet and shiny, with cunt oil. And then his mouth was 
on her, slopping and slurping at her ragged twat lips as if he 



hadn't eaten in weeks and was sucking up nutrition from her 
hole. His tongue dug deep inside her. 

"Oooooooh! Oooooooh fuck!" she whimpered, her head 
rolling back and forth across the cool hood of the car. His 
tongue felt fantastic! It was like she was being pulled inside 
out or something! 

Harry slobbered, nibbling and teasing at her loose cunt flap 
with his mouth. She tasted so sweet! So sweet and clean! 
Just like always! This had been worth waiting for! All the 
day's frustration was finally being made up for! 

Hermione lifted her feet onto the hood of the car and let her 
legs fall wide apart. Her knees were hooked up and she 
could stare between them at the top of his head. The more 
he ate her, the more pink flesh flapped out of her cunt-hole. 
Her cunt lips seemed to be expanding. 

He made wet sucking sounds with his lips, like someone 
eating soup. And his hands kept her thighs spread wide. 

Soon she was lifting her ass off the hood, pushing her 
gaping cunt up into his face. His tongue drove deep into her 
and swirled from side to side. Thick pussy juice slid down 
and greased up his whole face. 

"Oooooooh, so nice! It feels so fucking nice!" she moaned, 
her head tilted up so that she could watch him. "Your 
tongue's going right inside me! I can feel your tongue 
wriggling around up my cunt!" 

She began to hump her ass up and down off the car, forcing 
her pussy onto his mouth time and again. He reached 
beneath her ass and scooped up a lush cheek in each palm. 
He started to squeeze and knead her lovely buns and pull 
them apart savagely. 



“Ooooooh, yes! Ooooooh, yes! Eat me like that! Eat my cunt 
like that! Ooooooh, Merlin? Ooooooh, fuck, I can't stand it!" 
she yelled, half out of her mind with lust. She brought her 
own hands up beneath her tits and clutched them tightly. 
She flicked the nipples and squeezed the flesh the same 
way he was massaging her ass cheeks. 

"You like this, cockteaser?" he leered, raising his grease- 
smeared face from her cunt and grinning at her lewdly. "My 
big tongue feels real good up your cunt, does it?" 

He dropped his mouth back onto her cunt and began 
nibbling and snorting at her once again. Thick juice was 
sluicing down her cunt walls crazily. It spread in a clear pool 
across the grimy car hood. He licked it up and slobbered it 
around her crotch, messing up her pussy hair and smearing 
the tops of her thighs. 

"Oooooooh! Harry! Ooooooh! I love your tongue! It feels so 
good! I can't stand it! I think I'm coming! Ooooooh, fuck, I 
think I'm coming!" She humped hertwat up to him 
shamelessly. 

But then he cranked her pussy lips a fraction wider with his 
fingers, and his tongue found her erect little clit. He diddled 
it back and forth quickly, pounded it harshly with his 
tongue. All at once she went wild. "Aaarrrggghhh! 
Aggnnngggnnn! I'm coming! Oooooooh, fuck. I'm coming!" 
she wailed, and her body began to writhe on top of the car. 
Her thighs flexed, and she was raising herself up high, six or 
seven inches off the hood, urging her cunt onto his mouth. 

Harry pressed hard onto her pussy, mashing his mouth on 
her wide split beaver and sucking with a vengeance on her 
smoking clit. He showed her no mercy. He was determined to 
turn her to jelly. Before he'd finished, she'd want his cock in 



her so bad she'd be begging him for it. He licked and 
slobbered at her pussy eagerly. 

"Aaarrrggghhh! Aggnnngggnnn! Coming! Fucking coming!" 
she croaked, swirling her hips around in circles. She 
clutched her tits and tugged at her own nipples. Her belly 
humped up and down and from side to side. She'd come 
completely unhinged. And it had only taken a few minutes. 
Her climax was rolling through her in waves. 

Harry slurped into her cunt, his mouth coated with her thick 
oily juices. For a teen witch, she sure came good! She came 
like her mother did just two days ago! 

"Ooooooh, please! No more! Ooooooh, please, no more!" she 
groaned, gaping down at him with lust-wild eyes. "I can't 
stand it! I can't stand your tongue any more! It's driving me 
crazy! Please! Oooooooh, fuck! Ooooooh fuck!" 

He lifted up from her twat, his face a shining oily mess. "You 
want something else maybe? You want something else up 
that sweet cunt of yours? How about a cock? How about a 
nice thick eight inches of cock as a special treat? What do 
you say, cockteaser, huh? What do you say to a nice eight 
inches of cock?" 

Hermione rolled her head from side to side and humped her 
ass up off the car as if she hadn't heard him. She was 
whimpering softly to herself. Her eyes had fluttered closed 
and her forehead was slick with sweat. She clutched her tits 
and tweaked the nipples. 

"Just as I thought. A nice eight inches of cock. It's just what 
you need, little cockteaser. It's what all cockteasers need. 
Yeah, here it comes. Get ready now, cause here it comes!" 



Harry stepped back from her and reached for his belt. He 
zipped down his fly and let his pants fall to the floor. 

A cock about the size of a baseball bat sprang out from 
Harry's shorts as he thrust them to the floor. It swung up 
then vibrated out, like the branch of a tree, its head 
gleaming and purple, and its shaft pulsing weirdly with a 
series of ugly dark-blue veins. The great hairy pouch of his 
balls dangled down below. 

“See what a nice big cock I've got? You could have had this 
to play with since this morning if you hadn't been such a 
cockteaser," he breathed, stepping forward between her 
widespread thighs. He grabbed her knees and pulled her 
down toward him, so that her yawning wet cunt was winking 
at him from the very edge of the car hood. He took his cock 
in hand and began to scrape it around on the tops of her 
thighs, never quite coming into contact with her aching 
pussy hole. 

Hermione raised her head and gaped down at him with 
curiosity; she was still coming, her cunt twitching and 
pulsing weirdly. But she wanted to see his cock. She could 
feel its hard wet head rubbing around and around against 
the tops of her legs, and she wanted to see the thing before 
he rammed it inside her. 

“See it? Quite a cock, huh?" Harry said proudly, like a boy 
showing off a new toy. “What do you think, huh? What do 
you think of this nice big cock?" 

“Ohhhhhh, Merlin!" Hermione moaned, her eyes rolling at 
the sight of the thing. It was huge! Just fucking huge! It 
would split her in half and love every minute of it! 


Harry's nudged his cock head closer to her cunt hole, 
steering it around and around the soggy hair lined slabs of 



her pussy lips and spreading her juice into the crack of her 
ass. She was humping up and down still, forcing herself 
against his hard pole. 

“You ready? You ready for some nice hard cock in that sweet 
pussy of yours?” he leered, then he was slipping forward, 
letting his granite hard cock slide up and down in the groove 
of hertwat hole. His cock head tilted up over her pubic hair 
each time he moved. 

“Yes! Ohhh Merlin, yes!” she groaned, her voice hoarse. 
“Please! Do it to me! I need it! I need your cock inside me!” 

Harry smiled good-naturedly. At last after all these hours of 
having to watch the cock teasing witch parading about in 
her cut-offs and see-through top, he was going to get to fuck 
her. He was going to get to ram his hard-on deep into her 
lovely belly. She was begging him for it! She was lying there 
on the hood of her mother's car, nine tenths nude, begging 
him to cram her full of cock! What more could a young 
wizard ask for? 

He corkscrewed the head of his prick between her greasy 
cunt-lips, prying the fat folds of flesh apart and letting her 
steaming twat juices bathe his hard-on. Then he began to 
push forward slowly, easing the great solid mushroom-sized 
cock head deeper and deeper into her. An inch of prick-shaft 
followed, and another and pretty soon he had three or four 
inches of hard-on buried up her snatch. 

“Oooooooh! Oooooooh! Oooooooh!” she bleated, supporting 
herself on her elbows on the car hood. She watched with 
half-closed eyes as his huge log of cock bulled its way 
through the soft lips of her cunt. It just went on and on and 
on, inch after inch. There was nothing she could do to stop 
it, even if she'd wanted to. And she sure didn't want to! 



“Such a sweet cunt! So nice and tight! Ohhh, its such a 
fantastic pussy, isn't it?" Harry raved, studying, the process 
of his prick as it drove on and on. 

Hermione couldn't say anything. All she could do was moan 
softly as she was impaled on the stiff hunk of cock. Like 
always, there was no discomfort at all, only soft, sweet 
warmth between her legs as she sucked the prick inside her. 
Five, six, seven inches disappeared and he was leaning low 
over her, putting the full weight of his body behind his 
drilling cock. 

“It's going! Every last fucking inch is going! You sweet 
cunt!" he wailed, his eyes flashing. His head dipped and he 
watched carefully as the eighth and final inch of his hard-on 
vanished. He rested a moment, panting softly, his cock 
totally embedded in the cunt of his hot bestfriend. His crotch 
hair mingled with her dark brown beaver, and his balls 
slotted into the crack of her ass. Sweat dripped steadily 
down his face. 

“Oooooooh! Oooooooh!" groaned Hermione, letting herself 
fall back across the car. She felt so full! She was completely 
bloated with cock, her cunt stuffed to capacity with Harry's 
colossal hard-on. She breathed deeply, savoring every inch 
of it. 

“Feel good, cockteaser? Eight inches of cock feel good up 
your hot cunt? I bet you love it, don't you? I bet you love 
every fucking inch of it!" 

Hermione moaned softly, rolling her head back and forth. 

She squeezed her tits some more, hefted them like bags of 
sand. And she rubbed her nipples with her thumbs, fucking 
them this way and that. Her legs were hooked up high on 



either side of him. Without realizing what she was doing, she 
wrapped them tightly around his powerful haunches. 

He suddenly went wild, bucking in and out of her as if 
someone was holding something hot to his ass. In and out, 
in and out he lunged, burying his cock to the hilt, and then 
pulling it back till only the purple head was inside her 
quaking cunt lips. The shaft was already greased with all her 
pussy juice. It shone brightly in the light as he positioned it 
back and forth. 

“Ooooooooh yes! Ooooooh yes!” Hermione muttered at last, 
finding her voice again. "Fuck me like that! Fuck me like 
that! It feels so good feels so fucking good! Bury your cock 
inside me! Give me every last inch of it! Ooooooh fuck! 
Oooooh fuck!” 

She was having another climax, this one more powerful and 
longer lasting than the one before. Hot jolts of pleasure were 
firing through her cunt walls, making her thighs and belly 
twitch against Harry's pumping body. His cock felt like it was 
bulling up into her chest somewhere. Her tits jiggled and 
jerked each time he drove into her. 

"Such a sweet slut! Such a sweet cock teasing slut!” he was 
chanting, pumping his ass back and forth between her 
circling legs. He gripped her tiny waist and plowed her deep, 
carving her cunt hole as wide as he could with every stroke. 

"It's so fucking big! Your cock's so fucking big!” she 
wheezed, biting her bottom lip. "I can feel it all the way up 
in my belly! Fuck, what a huge, lovely cock!” 

Harry's ass twitched back and forth and his balls swung 
heavily between his thighs. Heavy cream was swirling inside 
the hot pouch, boiling up in readiness. He slowed down a 



fraction and tried to think of other things. At this rate he'd 
be spurting any second. It would all be over too fast! 

“I love it! I love your cock!" she grunted, digging her heels 
into the small of his back. "It feels so fucking good! It feels 
so fucking fantastic!" 

He tried not to listen to her. He tried to ignore her horny 
cries. But it was impossible. The hot witch was impossible to 
ignore. He began pumping again, drilling his prick deep. 
What the fuck, if he came, he came. He couldn't hold back. 
He couldn't last any length of time with this gorgeous witch 
wrapping her legs around him. 

He drove into her one last time and his balls fired up their 
hot load of cream into his stiff prick. A sizzling wad of spunk 
shot out inside her belly, splattering the cunt walls with 
silver white paste. But then he was backing out of her, 
pulling his cock from her steaming box. 

He slotted his prick into the soggy hair-lined groove of her 
cunt, letting his cock head tilt up over her belly as he had 
before. Then he began to spurt his steaming load of cum all 
over her golden skin. 

"Ooooooh! Ohhhhhhh!" Hermione protested, her cunt 
suddenly cold and empty. Why had he pulled out? Why? 
Didn't he know she needed him in there? Didn't he know she 
needed that thick cock bulling back and forth in her pussy? 
"Aaaannnnnn!" Harry grunted, watching as streamer after 
streamer of sizzling hot spunk shot up from his cock head 
and splattered across her heaving belly. 

He came with such force. He always did. He seemed to shoot 
for yards. Even as he watched now, a long glistening twist of 
silver cum arced up from his cock and landed on the globe 
of her left tit. It soiled her hand, draped itself over her 



nipple, and slithered down over her belly like a white ribbon. 
It made a loud smacking sound as it fell across her skin. 

“Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!” Hermione wailed as she 
felt the hot pellets of cream splash along her tummy. He was 
coming on her! He was letting all his hot cum splatter her 
nude brown body! The stuff was splashing on her like 
grease, covering her with wriggling white stripes! 

“How do you like this, cockteaser?" he sneered, driving his 
cock up and down in the wet upper groove of her cunt. “How 
do you like being covered in cum?" 

He jerked his ass, thrusting his cock again and again over 
her soggy crotch hair. His balls splashed up against her cunt 
hole each time he drove forward. In no time they were 
covered in her slimy juice. And jet after jet of the creamy 
spunk fired off over her belly like water from a hose. 

“Ohhhhhhh! Ohhhhhh! Ohhhhhh!" she whimpered, her 
pussy lips still twitching with her climax. The cunt lips 
nipped at the underside of his shaft as if they wanted to 
suck him back inside. 

Scalding blobs of jizz were jumping from his prick and 
slopping on her belly. A jet skidded up between her tits and 
hit her in the throat. Another splashed the underside of her 
tit and spun off into her armpit. Great splattering circles of 
greasy white formed on her fluttering brown belly. Her navel 
filled up with a steaming pool of the stuff. It overflowed and 
ribbons... of cream ran off her flanks. 

“Ohhh yeah! Lots of cum, that's what I like to see! Lots of 
cum splashing out over cockteasers! Feels so good to let it 
fly! Feels so good!" 



Harry pressed his spurting cock onto her cunt hair with his 
thumb and forefinger. He watched the jizz fly out. He hadn't 
come this strongly since he fucked her mother, and he 
stared down proudly at all the steaming spunk sloshed 
across Hermione's skin. She whimpered softly, upset that 
he'd abandoned her when she was coming strongest and 
shocked that she was so suddenly splattered in layers of hot 
jism. She glared down between her hooked-up knees and 
watched as his cock spat out the last few spurts of white. 
Ropes of cum were drooling down over his fingers into the 
bristling patch of her cunt hair. 

“Pretty little cockteaser, all covered in cum!" he muttered. 
His humping movements slowed and he drove his cock back 
and forth almost gently. 

“Nnnnnnnn! Nnnnnnn!" murmured Hermione, still pumping 
her cunt up at him. She massaged her tits tenderly and his 
cum stuck her fingers together messily. 

His cock finally empty, Harry leaned low over her. He used 
one hand to scoop his jism back and forth on her belly. Then 
he began to smear the stuff into her skin like oil. He 
smoothed it up from her pussy hair over her stomach, over 
her flanks and up onto her rib cage. In seconds she was 
shining with a warm layer of spunk, as if she'd been painted. 

Suddenly she reached down to help him, running her fingers 
all over her belly and tits and smearing his cum into her 
golden skin lewdly. She glowed wetly, draped over the hood 
of the car like some exotic shining ornament. Harry just 
could grin and Hermione's eyes were sparkling 
mischievously... 



Chapter 13 - Crazy Night at the Grangers (Harry/Mrs 
Granger, Harry/Hermione) 

She heard the shower go off, He was still singing to himself 
as he opened the door to the bathroom and stepped out to 
face her. 

Emma's eyes almost popped from their sockets when Harry 
had emerged from his bathroom naked like the day he was 
born! She could't help herself to run her eyes across his 
body, taking in his biceps, his hard chest. Then she looked 
down, past his rock hard abs, to his cock. 

Emma licked her lips without thinking as she looked at 
Harry's cock. He was only semi-erect but even so he was big. 
His dick pointed down, pushing through his thick pubes, his 
large cum-sack bulged out slightly either side of his thick 
dick. 

“Harry, what the hell you doing, why you...you err not 
dressed?''. She could't take her eyes away from his cock. Of 
course she'd seen his a few times already, but something 
about looking at Harry's right now made her pussy moist. A 
sudden horny sensation swept through her and again she 
licked her lips. 

“You told me to come straight to dinner," Harry flashed a 
smile at her, but Emma did't see it. She was still looking 
down at his cock hungarily. 

He looked over Emma's ripe body. She was wearing a tight 
blue denim shirt, her large breasts pushed out through the 
material pointing towards him. She had the shirt unbuttoned 
a bit just revealing the tops of her clevage and this was 
tucked into a knee length skirt, which followed the curves of 
her wide hips down across her slender thighs. She was't 
wearing any tights today, and her pins were tanned and 



toned. She'd kicked off her shoes as she'd come in the house 
and her feet were small, and dainty. Harry felt his cock start 
to move and the shaft was getting harder as he looked over 
Emma's delicious body. 

"Errr..Harry, Daniel and Hermione are in the house and I 
don't think they'll understand you coming down like this," 
Emma said the last bit still looking at Harry's cock, which 
was starting to grow. It had swung upwards, his purple 
cockhead pushing out the folds of his foreskin, her heart was 
beating faster as she watched and she brushed a hand 
through her long dark brown hair and again she 
unconciously wet her lips. 

Emma's brain finally kicked into gear and finaly managed to 
take her eyes off Harry's now almost erect cock, then looked 
up to see Harry smiling at her wickedly. 

"Harry, will you please at least put some underpant's on," 
she begged him. 

"Sorry, does my dick offend you?" he said sarcastically. 

"No it's just...". Emma's words trailed off as she again 
glanced down at Harry's cock. He was fully erect now and his 
cock was pointing straight up almost. The dark purple head 
pushed out fully from his foreskin. Her eyes traced the little 
blood veins running along his thick shaft and again her 
pussy tingled, sending another fantastic zap of desire 
through her body. She felt her legs wobble slightly as she 
tried to control herself. 

"God, Harry please put it away!" She was scared she'd do 
something very naughty in a minute, her heartbeat was 
beating very fast now and she felt her chest flush as the 
blood rose to surface of her skin. 



Harry stood there, his body dripping wet still from the 
shower. Emma's reaction to see him naked had not surprised 
him a bit, not after them fucking like rabbits two days ago 
all afternoon and the next day until Hermione and her dad 
came home. He thought she's run away as soon as he 
stepped in here naked, but she'd stayed and Harry could see 
that he was getting her hot, now he was going to see how far 
he could push her. 

"I haven't got anything you've not seen before, beside I 
want you to have a look at something. I was mowing the 
lawn outside earlier on, and I got bit or stung. It hurts like 
hell! Could you have a look at it for me, you being a dentist 
and all?" Harry asked grinning. 

Emma knew Harry was right. He did't have anything she 
had't seen before and the size was something special! How 
big was he, she thought again glancing down at his fine 
manhood and how thick was he! Get a grip she told herself, 
answer his question. 

"Errrn.sure, where was it you'd got bit?" 

Harry pointed to the inside of his thigh, barely two inches 
below his full cum-sac. 

"Just there, you see that red bump, it's killing me, what'd 
you think it is?" 

Emma took her eyes off his massive erection and looked at 
the spot he was pointing to. He had a large red bump there, 
but she could't see clearly from where she stood how bad it 
was. 

"I could't tell without a closer look!" she replied, her pussy 
throbbed at the thought of bending down, barely inches 
from Harry's member. Then her doctor's training kicked in. 



Harry might have been really stung by a bee, which would 
mean the actual sting was still in his thigh. 

“Will you, It has't stopped aching since earlier!" Emma did't 
see Harry flash his wicked smile, his bite was aching but his 
cock ached even more now. 

Emma swallowed hard, she felt sweaty, her pussy was 
getting wet, the tingling sensation was spreading through 
her veins, she could't have imagined been in this sort of 
situation in her life, if she had, she would have been 
disgusted with herself for thinking about it, but here she 
was. 

Emma bent down, she rested her knees on the floor and 
moved her head in close, she tried to ignore Harry's cock 
shooting straight up just inches above her, she tried to 
concentrate on the nasty looking bite on his thigh, but out 
the corner of her eye she could see his large, tight cum-sac 
and the thick, bushy pubes bunched around it, again she 
swallowed hard, she raised her one hand to his thigh, 
gripping on the back of his thigh just below his ass, she used 
her other hand to push the skin around the bite, examining 
it. 

Harry looked down at Emma, his cock flexed harder as he 
realised he could see down the front of her denim shirt, 
Emma's breast's looked even bigger from his new view, he 
could just see a white lacy bra, clashing againest the brown 
of her skin, her chest had a slight red rash running across it 
spreading up her neck. 

“How's it looking, Emma" he asked, he'd gotten the bite a 
few days ago, and it had hurt for a day or so but he'd 
forgotten about it until just a few minutes ago. 



Emma really was trying to concentrate on Harry's bite, but 
the image of his stiff cock kept playing over in her mind. 


“You know what it was that bit you?" 

“I think it was a bee..." Harry replied 

“Well I'm gonna have to get the sting out then." 

“How'd you do that?" Harry asked knowing full well how it 
was done. 

“You have to suck it out..." Emma replied, another 
pleasurable sensation shot through her as she thought of 
her lips sucking on Harry's tender skin. She tightened her 
grip on the back of Harry's leg trying to get a hold of herself. 
She moved her head in close, parting her pouty and pushed 
them down over the bite, his hairs tickling her nose. 

Harry let out a little gasp as Emma's lips touched his skin, 
his cock flexed again, some pre-cum was forming on the tip, 
his dick was aching, Emma bent in closer to his thigh, her 
breasts rubbing againest the inside of his shin as she tryed 
to work the imaginary bee sting out from his skin. 

Emma was sucking hard, her wet lips pressed tightly to 
Harry's leg, she pressed her tongue onto the swollen bump, 
she felt her breasts rubbing againest Harry's lower leg, her 
sensitive nipples hardened becuase of it, she unconciously 
moved her other hand a little further up the back of Harry's 
leg, cupping the bottom of his ass cheek. 

Emma started to rock her body againest Harry's leg, her 
pussy throbbing with desire, she took her lips away from his 
swollen lump, but ran her hot, wet tongue over it, leaving a 
trail of saliva behind, she hadn't felt anything pop out of the 
sting but maybe she'd done the job. She looked up at Harry, 



but all she could see was Harry's cock looming over her, she 
saw the sticky pre-cum leaking from the end of his 
cockhead, showing up clearly againest the deep purple. 

"Ohh!" Emma really could't help herself, the little moan 
escaped from her lips as she looked over Harry's cock, he 
was obviously very turned on by her actions but she felt 
some guilt also, she should't have got herself into this 
position. 

"You finished? It feels a whole lot better." Harry said. 

"Good!" She was still looking at his cock. Then she started to 
rub her hand over his bottom, feeling his hard ass cheeks. 

"But I've got something else that could do with suckin as 
well" Harry looked down at Emma, he took his hand and ran 
it through her hair, he moved his hand to the back of her 
head and lightly took hold of her hair, pulling her up slightly 
to the level of his cock. Her full, red pouty lips were barely 
an inch away from his cock as it jerked about, waving in 
front of her face, the pre-cum dribbling down the front of the 
full cockhead. 

Emma did't hesistate. She opened her mouth, and ran her 
tongue along Harry's cockhead, licking the white sperm from 
it, she raised her hand and gripped his cock shaft tightly, 
she tugged on it, pulling his foreskin back and forth, more 
pre-cum appeared on the tip and again she shot her tongue 
out and licked away the white droplets. 

"Ugghhhh!" Harry moaned as his bestfriend mother ran her 
tongue along the shaft and back again. He pushed her head 
towards his dick and Emma opened her mouth wide and 
took Harry's huge cock into her mouth. She felt it hit the 
back of her throat almost and she started to suck on it 
extremely hard, her hand pulling his fore skin back and forth 



as she did. Emma closed her eyes tight, tasting Harry's hot 
prick as she ran her tongue across the bottom of it. 

"Uughh Emma! Suck It" Harry urged, his dick pulsing in his 
bestfriend mother's mouth. He gripped the back of her head 
tighter as she eagerly sucked his cock, bobbing her head 
back and forth in a fast rhytm. 

Emma was't thinking about anything else but sucking 
Harry's cock and gripped his cockshaft tighter, working it 
faster. 

It was to much for Harry. He looked down watching Emma 
suck on his hard meat and could feel her wet saliva all over 
the shaft. He was meeting her bobbing head with his own 
small thrusts, rocking his hips back and forth. 

"I'm gonna cum!" he moaned, felling his cum-sac welling up 
with his spunk. 

Emma moved her hand from his ass, and brought it round to 
cup his balls, she started to massage his tight sac, her nails 
digging into the skin as she took hold. 

"Uuughhhh!" was all Harry could say as his sticky white cum 
shot out the tip of his cock into her waiting mouth, as he 
held onto the back of her head with both hands as he 
erupted. 

Emma slurped Harry's hot cum, working her tongue over his 
sensitive thread on the underside as she swallowed hard the 
cum gushing down her throat, gripping his weaving cock 
with both hands now as Harry rocked his body in orgasm. 


"Ohhh...That's it!" Harry cried out. 



Finally his cock stopped pumping out the milky jizz, but 
Emma kept sucking, her tongue licking every last drop of 
cum off Harry's dick, her whole body was red hot, she felt 
like she was on fire, she imagined Harry fucking her on his 
messy bed, pushing his cock into her until she was 
screaming for him to stop, her pussy went crazy at this 
thought her whole body filled with erotic sensation's, some 
animal instinct was overcoming her. 

Emma took Harry's now deflating cock from her mouth, she 
squeezed his cock hard, forcing the last of his sticky cum 
onto the tip, she ran her tongue over it, taking in the last of 
his salty cum. Then she stood up and looked at him. He had 
a contented smile on his face. 

“Well Emma, I did't know you had it in-'' 

“Fuck Me" Emma growled, cutting Harry off. 

“Right here, right now" she insisted, her pussy aching to 
have his cock inside her. 

Harry reached out and grabbed hold of Emma's denim shirt, 
and ripped it open, the press-studs making a pinging sound 
as he did. 

“Ohh!" Emma gasped as Harry surprised her with his move. 
He pulled the shirt off her shoulders, exposing her white 
cotton bra. The big, red nipples of her full breasts could 
clearly be seen pushing through the material. He pushed his 
hand under her bra, and tweaked Emma's nipple with his 
fingers. 

“Ohhhhhhh!" Emma sighed. She threw her shoulders back 
as fantastic feelings swept through her, making her pussy 
wet with passion. Then she moved her hand down to her 



pussy and rubbed through the material of her skirt againest 
her pussy mound. 

He bent down, and put his lips to Emma's left breast, his 
tongue stabbing at her nipple through the thin cotton of the 
bra. He moved his hand and cupped her tit underneath 
pushing the nipple into his wet, hot mouth, all the time his 
tongue teasing her big nipple. 

"Aaahhhhh!" Emma moaned, her legs shook weakly, she felt 
the sweat trickling down the small of her back, as another 
wave of pleasure overtook her. 

“Emma, you okay up there?" 

Until that moment Emma had forgotten all about her 
husband. But now, he was shouting up from the bottom of 
the stairs. How long she been in here with Harry? She was't 
sure. 

“Yes I'm fine, just helping Harry out with a problem" she 
replied trying to sound casual 

But she could hear her husband coming up the stairs. 

Emma pushed Harry away from her panicking, Harry stood 
up brushing his hand over his lips as he did. 

“Don't worry about him. I'm sure he'll understand" he said 

Emma pulled her shirt back onto her shoulder, pushing the 
press-studs together as quickly as she could. Her husband 
was nearly at the top of the stairs. Emma managed the 
buttons and brushed her black, wavy hair from her eyes, she 
smoothed down her skirt and headed for the door. She had 
started to open it when Harry pushed it shut again, the door 
banging loudly. Emma turned around to face Harry. He 



moved his arms either side of her body, trapping her 
againest the door. 

“This isn't finished yet", he whispered. 

“Hey what the hell's going on in there?" Daniel shouted. He 
tried the door handle, but the door would't open, Harry was 
pushing againest it. 

Harry moved his hand to Emma's pussy mound, pushing on 
it through her skirt, he dug one of his fingers in and the 
fabric of her skirt entered between her pusy lips slightly, but 
it was enough to set Emma off. 

“Ohhhhh!" Emma responded, kissing Harry, forcefully 
pushing her tongue into his mouth. 

“Hey c'mon somebody answer" Daniel shouted from the 
other side of the door. He was banging on the door so much 
he did't hear his wife moan out again as Harry pushed his 
finger in further. 

“Aaahhhhhh, Stop that...Oh!...Got to go" Emma whispered, 
again, pushing the horny wizard away from her body. 

Harry let go of the door, letting her leave. Emma opened the 
door to face her angry husband, closing it again behind her. 
She leaned on it to stop her husband from getting past her. 

“What the hell were you doing in there, you've been up here 
ages." 

“Have I? Harry's not in there, and his room was a right mess. 

I was tidying it up and sat on his bed for a moment and I 
guess I must have fallen asleep!" It was a weak excuse but 
the best she could come up with on the spot. 



'Then he must be in Hermione's room!" Daniel turned and 
knocked on Hermione's room. "Harry, Hermione, come down 
to dinner!" he said, but then just went back down stairs. 

Emma let out a huge sigh of relief then followed her 
husband. Passing by her daughter's room, Hermione got out 
yawning and stretching like she just got up from the bed. 

Harry fallowed soon after... 

...break... break... break... break... break... 

Harry looked at his bedside clock, it was near midnight. He 
pulled his invisibility cloak over himself and opened his 
bedroom door quietly. The Granger's room was down the 
other end of the hall and he crept down the corridor quietly. 
He could clearly hear Daniel Granger snoring, long deep 
intake of breath followed by a loud exhale through his 
mouth. 

He opened their bedroom door carefully, and stepped inside 
their room. It was almost pitch black, but he could just see 
Daniel's bulky shape on the far side of the bed. He was 
facing towards the far wall, his snoring sounding incredibly 
loud now. Hermione's mom lay nearest him. He could see 
she was lying on her back and the bed sheets covering her 
face partly. He felt his cock start to grow in anticipation of 
what he was about to do. He stepped over to the bottom of 
Emma's side of the bed and kneeled on the floor, then he 
lifted the sheets up enought to get his head and shoulders 
under. His lip brushed one of her feet and he opened his 
mouth and sucked on her big toe for a moment before 
moving himself up her body. 

Emma thought she was having an erotic dream brought on 
by her experience with her daughter's bestfriend earlier in 
the day. She could feel hands on her legs, then a tongue 



licking her skin and she sighed lightly knowing it would't 
last. 


Harry ran his tongue up her leg, stopping now and then to 
bite her skin lightly. He felt her shift her body slightly and 
sigh as her body started to respond to his kisses. She had't 
woken up probably yet and he moved his hands up to her 
waist. He felt the outline of some panties and placing his 
fingers under the elasticated waistband he began to pull 
them down. 

Emma felt her knickers being pulled down and lifted he ass 
off the bed to help. This was't a dream. Daniel had never 
tried this approach before, she thought. She was half awake 
now, coming out of her deep sleep, but then she heard her 
husband snoring loudly beside her. It can't have been Daniel 
then. She felt lips kissing the inside of her thigh, then a hot, 
wet tongue started working it's way towards her pussy. 

"Oohhhh!" she could't help letting out a little moan. If it's 
was't Daniel then who... 

"Harry!, please Harry stop that!" she whispered, aware her 
husband was right next to her. She tryed to roll over onto 
her side, away from the hot, pressing tongue, but Harry, 
feeling she was trying to escape put his hands on both her 
thighs, pining her down. 

"Harry, don't do this, not again!" the hot mom pleaded. 

Harry was't listening. He pulled her thighs apart slightly and 
moved his head up over her cunt and took in the musky 
smell of her aroused pussy as he pushed his tongue between 
her moist pussy lips. 

"Uuuuuhhhhh!" Emma threw her head back and moaned 
loudly as her lover started to swirl his tongue up and down 



her pussy slit. She wriggled her ass uncontrolably, lifting it 
off the bed, grinding her cunt into his face. The horny 
feeling that had been growing inside her all evening 
unleashed itself as the waves of pleasure pulsed through 
her. She managed to twist her head to look over at her 
husband, but he was turned away from her and his constant 
snoring assured her he was still asleep. 

“No Harry, you shouldn't...Ooohhhh!" she could't finish the 
sentence and she did't want to, all thoughts of who was 
doing these wonderful things to her body vanished. 

Harry grabbed hold of her ass cheeks, pulling her cunt 
nearer to his waiting tongue, then he found her swollen clit 
and brushed his tongue across it. 

“Ohhhhhh, Uuuggh..Yes!, Oh Yes!, Yessssss!" Emma was 
trying hard to be quiet but her lover was eagerly teasing her 
clit bud, sending her into spasm's. She reached down under 
the sheets and pushed his head down hard towards her 
pussy and she was now humping her body wildly off the 
bed. The bed springs creaked under the strain and the 
headboard was banging lightly againest the wall. Still her 
husband snored on, unaware of the cunt lickin Harry was 
giving to his wife right next to him. 

Emma threw her legs over his shoulders, digging her heels 
into his back. She brushed a hand across her sweaty 
forehead, wiping her dark brown hair away from her face and 
then wrapped her hand around the headboard, arching her 
back as another wave of uncontrolled desire went through 
her like an electricity bolt. 

“Harry...OH! I need your cock...Uuuuuuhhh!...need it in 
Meeee". Emma heard herself beg. 



“Not till I've finished down here!" Harry replied, his tongue 
lapping at her clit some more, swallowing her pussy juices. 
He moved his hands off her thighs and ran them up her 
body, grabbing at her round, firm breasts and soon he took 
hold of a nipple and squeezed it, rubbing it between his 
fingers. 

“Uggh!, Uggghh!, Ohhhhhhh!" Emma's whole body felt like 
it was on fire and she could't stop herself from crying out. 
Her loud moans were mixing with her husband's snoring 
next to her. She bit down onto one of the sheets to stiffle her 
crys, her grip tightened on her bed's headboard as it banged 
harder againest the wall as Emma rocked her body off the 
bed. The bed springs creaked louder, as Emma started to 
reach the end. Soon she could't hold out any longer because 
her pussy felt like it was about to explode. 

“Ohhh I'm Gumming, I'mmmm CUUUMMMINNNG!''. 

Emma spat the bed sheet out of her mouth as she hit her 
peak. She forgot all about being quiet as her pussy spasmed 
uncontrollably and she arched her back as the ripples of 
pleasure rode through her whole body, lifting her lower body 
right off the bed, the springs groaning loudly as she did. Still 
Harry licked her cunt, taking in her pussy juices as they 
flooded out. Emma's could't control her herself. She 
thrashed her legs about as she was having another orgasm, 
then another shot through her. She'd never experience 
anything like it in her life. The fact that what was happening 
was so wrong had made her even more horny. 

''Uggggggg...YES!...Ohhh...Guuuhhhh!'' Her cries of passion 
echoed round the room as at last the pulses of sexual 
electricity stopped. Emma just lay there, trying to catch her 
breath. She again brushed her long dark brown hair away 
from her face and her whole body was dripping with sweat. 



Harry was still lapping at her cunt with his tongue, teasing 
her clit. He knew Hermione's mom had had more than one 
orgasm and felt pleased he'd cuased it. He already felt her 
pussy responding yet again to his prolonged attack. 

“Honey, are you ok?" It was Daniel. Emma's loud moaning at 
her peak had obviously woken him. She felt panick course 
through her body, but still she held down Harry's head to 
her pussy, his long hot tongue working it's magic on her 
again already. 

“Sorry, I must have had a bad dream or something! I woke 
up sweating!" Emma could't help smiling at her reply. 

“You wanna curl up next to me?" Daniel asked. 

Harry knew it was time to leave. He took his tongue from her 
pussy and slid very carefully out the bottom of the bed 
running his tongue down her inner leg as he did. Emma felt 
her lover slide off her sweaty, hot body. She turned towards 
her husband and rolled over to him, putting an arm over his 
chest as she did. 

“Nobody's going to touch you while I'm here honey, trust 
me!" her husband said sleepily. 

Harry crept out the room still under hisinvisibility cloak, 
closing the door quietly behind him. Again the wicked lookin 
smile spread over his face. 

Emma's body still throbbed. Her daughter's bestfriend's 
tongue had gone some way to getting rid of the naughty 
feelings she felt, but his long, thick cock would have been 
much better... she thought as she closed her eyes... 


Meanwhile, Harry hadn't finished his tour... 



...break... break... break... break... break... 


A stream of bright light from the hallway outside her 
bedroom awoke Hermione from a sound sleep as someone 
stepped into her room and closed the door behind him. Then 
a head appeared from under an invisibility cloak, followed 
by the rest of his body. 

“Harry! What are you doing here?" she asked, feeling 
excited and horny. 

“Do you have to ask, Mione? I'm here to fuck you!" the 
young wizard said. He was completely naked and he already 
had a huge hard-on. 

He walked over to Hermione's bed and raised her sheer 
nightgown over her head, quickly removing the clinging 
garment from her tempting body. His gaze swept over her 
tantalizing curves, and he licked his lips excitedly as he 
realized that he had to fuck her, and fuck her fast! 

Harry moved closer to his bestfriend, pressing his body 
against hers. She could feel the throb in his huge prick as he 
pressed it hard against her leg. 

“You want my cock inside you, don't you, Mione?" he 
whispered lewdly. “Just stretch out there on the bed, and I'll 
fuck you!" 

He leaned over and began to rub Hermione's huge tits, 
making her long, reddish nipples taut with desire. He moved 
his hand down between her legs, and there caressed her 
dark brown pussy for a few seconds, making Hermione moan 
in ecstasy. 

Harry thrust his finger between her swollen cuntlips, and the 
witch cried out in pleasure. 



“Ohhhhh, yesssss, Harryyyy! That feels soooo good! Finger 
fuck me, Harry!” 

Moans of animalistic lust escaped from the witch's throat as 
her bestfriend continued to probe into her moist cunt with 
his finger. Harry could wait no longer. 

"Spread your legs wide for me, Mione,” he urged her as he 
climbed onto the bed and knelt between her legs. 

Hermione obediently spread her legs far apart and squeezed 
her big tits hard while she waited for Harry to fuck her. 

She stared lustfully up at the handsome young wizard while 
his hard prick slid back and forth across her quivering 
cuntslit. It made her tingle with anticipation and excitement 
to feel the blood-engorged head of his throbbing cock 
preparing to lurch forward into her wet pussyhole. She felt 
as if she would absolutely die if he didn't stick his prick into 
her soon. But she knew that Harry was going to make her 
beg for it, to delay their pleasure. 

Her soft hand reached down to grasp Harry's rigid cock. She 
stroked up and down his hard prickshaft, arousing herself 
even more as she saw the small drops of creamy pre-cum 
oozing from the small hole at the crown of his prick. 

"Please, Harry, fuck me now!” she finally begged, unable to 
restrain herself any longer. 

Harry grinned triumphantly. As badly as he wanted to fuck 
his bestfriend, as much as he needed it, he was making it 
even more fun for himself by forcing her to beg him for it. 

"Go on, if you're so hot and horny, Mione. Stick my prick into 
your cunt!” 



There was something about Harry's virile, demanding tone 
that aroused the witch's passions even more. And without a 
word, she pulled his throbbing cock to the pouting lips of her 
wet pussy. 

She felt his prick tip slip inside her cunt, and her mind 
reeled with fuck-lust. She held her breath, enjoying the 
thrilling sensation of her bestfriend's hard cockmeat resting 
just within hercuntlips. 

It was all Harry could do to hold back, to not just shove his 
entire prick up Hermione's pussyhole. But he waited, 
knowing the thrill would be all the sweeter if he could just 
have a little patience. 

Hermione closed her eyes and tugged on Harry's prick, 
trying to fuck herself with it. As the wizard felt Hermione 
pulling on his cock, he leaned forward, allowing her to stuff 
more of it into her waiting pussy. 

Moaning throatily, Hermione felt her bestfriend's rigid cock 
slowly sliding into her. She was turned on beyond belief. She 
needed to fuck Harry. She needed to feel his huge prick 
reaming in and out of her pussyhole. And she didn't mind 
admitting it. 

“Oh, Harry, fuck me, fuck me, pleeeease!" the young witch 
begged desperately. 

She splayed her legs wider, giving him easy access to her 
open, wet pussy. Harry grinned and lewdly eased his huge 
cockshaft into the wetly heated cunt. Hermione groaned 
with pleasure as she felt the thick blunt head of his prick 
sliding inside her cunt. The elastic opening of her tight cunt 
gave way as Harry finally fucked his cock into her. 



“Ohhhhh, ahhhhhhh!” she whimpered as his huge cocktip 
drove past her small, tight cunt opening. She wanted it all. 
She needed it all, every fucking inch of the wizard's raw 
cockmeat. Nothing else mattered now. 

"Fuck me, fuck me!" she cried out eagerly. "I want it, yessss, 

I want it, every fucking inch! Ohhhh, Harry, fuck me!" 

All of the witch's lust was out in the open now. She 
desperately needed to satisfy her desire. She needed to 
come. She needed to be filled up with his cock and she 
wished he wasn't sliding his prick in her so slowly. 

But Harry knew just what he was doing. Tantalizing her, 
teasing her, making her beg for his huge prickshaft was all 
part of his erotic pleasure. Lust contorted his handsome face 
as he lost himself in the thrill of her gorgeous body. 

He pushed forward, the pulsing head of his throbbing cock 
disappearing into the hot hole of her pussy. Grunting, he 
shoved forward, his chest crushing down hard against her 
full, rounded tits. 

He rammed his thick prick forward with all of the muscular 
strength in his thighs and ass. She felt his long, throbbing 
prick gliding into her cunt in a skillful pistoning movement, 
and she moaned happily. At last, she was getting the huge 
hard cock that she needed so badly! 

The bedsprings groaned in protest as he pumped his 
cockmeat hard into her wet cunt. He began to sweat, and so 
did she. He slapped his body against hers, turning her on all 
the more. 

"Ohhhhh, Harry, Merlin, Harry!" she cried out. "I can't stand 
it! It feels sooooo good!" 



Harry's rock-hard prick shot in and out of her tight pussy. 

The brutal assault on the narrow passageway of her cunt 
made Hermione feel as though she were coming apart under 
the sharp impact of his driving prickmeat. 

Hermione looked up at Harry lovingly as he continued to 
fuck her hard, just the way they both liked it. The lust- 
twisted features on his young face, his sweaty body, the 
weight of his chest crushing against her massive tits, his 
hard, plunging prick driving up hard inside her, all combined 
to thrill the young witch almost to the point of climax. 

Hermione reached up to touch Harry's broad shoulders. She 
let her hands slip smoothly back and forth across his 
shoulders as she began gently massaging up and down his 
smooth, hard back. 

She loved his long, thick cockshaft filling her pussy, and she 
felt, as always, as if she couldn't get enough of it. His 
heavily veined, rock-hard prick plunged vigorously against 
the clasping walls of her cunt, which throbbed lewdly 
against his prick-flesh. 

“Fuck me, fuck me, Harry, fuck me good and haaaard! 
Ohhhh, yesss, just like that! I love the way you're fucking 
me now, Harry!" she cried out passionately, her long, sharp 
fingernails clawing down his muscular back. 

“Aaarghhh," Harry groaned in pain and pleasure as 
Hermione's nails raked across his back. But he didn't mind. 

In fact, he welcomed the pain, for it only seemed to intensify 
his pleasure. And he loved knowing that he had managed to 
arouse his bestfriend to such a fever pitch of fuck-lust. 

Her pussy muscles steadily contracted as his huge cockshaft 
continued fucking her. By clasping and loosening her grip on 
his thrusting prick, she could feel a shiver of sexual 



electricity flashing up and down her spine. Her body was on 
fire, and she knew that Harry felt the same way. 

“Ohhhh, ahhhhh, yesssss,” she hissed as she felt him 
deliberately driving his cockmeat harder and faster in and 
out of her steaming pussy. 

Hermione groaned helplessly, lost in lust, unable to catch 
her breath as her bestfriend savagely fucked her. She could 
feel her narrow pussyhole being stretched wide by Harry's 
driving long, thick cock. 

He fucked in deeply, throwing his ass in high gear as he 
furiously fucked his bestfriend. Her hands reached out and 
she gripped the firm round globes of his shaking asscheeks. 
She squeezed them hard, closing her eyes in excitement as 
he rode into her with plunging, writhing cock-stabs. 

On fire, Hermione's body twitched and jerked beneath his. 
Glancing down over her flat belly, she could see his thick, 
long prick as he pulled it out, only to plunge it back in 
again. Then he was driving back between her legs, her 
tender cuntlips stretched tightly now as the rubbery rim 
clasped firmly around his glistening, driving cockshaft. She 
watched his prick fuck in and out slowly, then quickly, as he 
continued to change the tempo of his cock-stabs. 

Seeing and feeling his bestfriend's body twitching and 
writhing beneath his drove the young wizard half out of his 
mind with excitement and fuck-lust. 

"Ohhhhh, fuck meeee, Harry, fuck me hard!" Hermione 
squealed, her voice thick with passion. 

Harry's skewering prick fucked in and out of her pussy with a 
slow hypnotic rhythm that inflamed her cunt. She began 
pumping back in perfect time to his driving cock-thrusts. He 



thrust the full throbbing length of his prick into her, feeling 
the clasp of her pussy walls as she gabbed his reaming cock. 

Then he slowly withdrew his deeply embedded cock, pulling 
out gently and letting it rest in the wet and swollen lips of 
her burning pussy. Once more, the wizard needed to see that 
uncontrollable lust in Hermione's beautiful eyes. And he 
needed to hear her voice begging for his cock. Her face 
contorted in passion as he just let his cock rest there just 
barely inside her pussy. 

“Oh, Merlin, no! Noooo, Harry, don't do this to me!" she 
screamed, clawing savagely at his broad back with her sharp 
fingernails. “Don't make me wait for it! Fuck me hard! Do it, 
you Goddamn bastard! Fill my cunt with your huge cock!" 

“Okay, you little slut, you asked for it! Remember that!" 

Harry grinned triumphantly as he rammed forward with all of 
his young, savage strength. The full pulsating length of his 
cock fucked deep into her helplessly skewered pussy. 

“Aaargghhhh!" she groaned with pain and pleasure. 

Over and over again, Harry thrust his jerking cock into his 
bestfriend's pussy. With each wet, thudding thrust, he could 
feel her pumping back to meet him. He reached underneath 
her and clasped the full, rounded cheeks of her trembling 
ass. He cupped them obscenely in the palms of his hands, 
squeezing them hard as he continued to drive his torturing 
cock into her moist, clasping cunt. 

Hermione's lovely, young face was flushed with the pain and 
pleasure she felt from her bestfriend's hard, jabbing cock. 
Suddenly, he shoved her hard, forcing her legs over in a 
scissors position so he could fuck her even deeper. 


It hurt her, but the pain only turned her on more. 



“Ahhhhh, yessss, Harry! I like it like that! Fuck meeeeeee 
that way and haaaaaard!” she groaned. 

He had her positioned at an angle that allowed him to 
penetrate her with his prick deeper than she had ever been 
fucked before. And she loved every second of it. The only 
thing in the entire world that mattered to Hermione at that 
moment was the erotic pleasure she felt as Harry savagely 
rammed his prick in and out of her juicy cunt. 

His firm, bloated balls slapped lewdly against her ass every 
time he fucked into her. She could feel a wisp of cool air in 
her asscrack as he spread her legs more to get even deeper 
inside her tight cunthoie. 

His broad chest pressed down on her and his large, rough 
hands gripped her big tits, pinching them hard, hurting her 
as he continued to piston in and out of her tight cunthoie. 

“Ohhhh, Harry, you're hurting me but I love it!" she cried, 
tears of pain and pleasure streaming down her face. 

The two teenagers fucked each other savagely, their 
entwined bodies struggling for release. They both longed to 
experience that peak of passion, that lust-crazed moment 
when they would come together. 

Hermione's body pitched back to Harry's meaty, throbbing 
prick-stabs. She reached for his asscheeks again, squeezing 
them with wild abandon as he rode his hot, pumping 
cockshaft into her moist, slurping cunt. 

"Ohhhh, ahhh, yessss," Hermione gasped over and over. 
"Ram it to me, Harry! Hard! I can feel every fucking inch of 
your huge prick! Merlin, how I love it!" 



Harry continued fucking his cock steadily into her wetly 
sucking cunt. Parting his asscheeks, Hermione fingered his 
tight asshole, massaging his prostrate while he rammed her 
with his gigantic cock. 

The young wizard continued driving his cock steadily into 
her pussyhole, feeling her strong, tight cunt muscles 
grabbing hold of it with every thrust, as though her cunt 
would never let it go. And then she unclenched her pussy 
muscles, releasing his prick so it could slide out again. 

With hard, long lunges, he went on fucking his surging prick 
into her, his hands still pinching her big tits. Hermione 
quivered beneath her bestfriend, stabbing her finger all the 
way up his hot, tight asshole as she felt his cock fucking into 
her with relentless fury. 

Finally, his balls tightened up against the root of his prick, 
and he knew he was about to come. 

'Aaarrghhh, fuck, fuck!” he cried out as the first explosion of 
jism burst from his balls and shot through his prick into her 
cunt. "Commmmiiinnngg!” 

”1 feel it, Harry! I feel it! I feel your cum shooting into my 
pussy! Fill my cunt with your cum! I love it!” she screamed 
as she began to come at the same time, as Harry. 

Hermione slipped her finger from Harry's tight asshole and 
locked her sweaty legs around his as she pumped back up to 
him. 

"I'm commmiiinnnggg, toooooo!” she groaned as she joined 
him in orgasm. 

Jolt after jolt of hot, white cream exploded from his jerking 
cock and filled her pussy to overflowing. Then the gooey jizz 



began to dribble obscenely down her quivering thighs. 

As Harry's cum filled her cunt, Hermione's cunt sauce 
poured out of her tight pussyhole, mingling with Harry's 
cum. And still she came. Violent convulsions of orgasm 
thundered through her loins, leaving her trembling and 
satisfied at long last. 

Harry pulled out of Hermione's sopping pussy with a loud 
popping noise, which made both of the teenagers giggle in 
delight. He fell weakly onto the bed and watched in 
fascination as Hermione began to scoop up his cum from her 
drenched thighs, bring her hands to her eagerly sucking 
mouth. 

The young witch moaned with pleasure as she sucked 
Harry's cum off her fingers, knowing that in just a matter of 
minutes, he would be fucking her again. 

“Mione, do you still have those Notice-Me-Not Charms post- 
its?" 

"That Charms Project we made together sure brings many 
happy memories." 

"Do you still have them?" 

"Duuh.. of course I do... I put one on the door the first time 
you got here. And every night since then. But why?" 

"Just checking..." grinned Harry, pulling her mouth to his... 


Chapter 14 - Mornings are Crazier (Harry/Mrs Granger) 

She was warm and snug in bed, and she had just been 
loved. It wasn't often that Daniel put it to her early in the 




morning, not anymore. But that made it just that much 
better when he did wake up with his thing hard and eager. 
Emma pulled a pillow over her head and listened to the 
vague sounds in the bathroom next door, where her 
husband was getting ready to go to work. She drifted back 
into sleep, relaxed and content, knowing that Daniel still 
loved her and wanted her. His semen was still sticky 
between her inner thighs, and she rubbed them together in 
her half awake, half-asleep dreaming. It was nice to screw 
languorously, as if they were teenagers again, instead of so 
long married and kind of in a rut with their sex lives. She 
dreamed on, safe in the dark of their bedroom, the curtains 
tightly drawn to keep out the light. She dreamed of Daniel 
caressing her body, of him pushing lightly and sensuously 
against the cheeks of her ass. So hard, his thing was, so nice 
and warm when she shifted her tail and opened her thighs 
slightly so that he could slide it between her buttocks and 
let it nestle in her pubic hair. His penis lifted neatly against 
her vulva, the length of it along the length of her labia, and 
she squirmed against it, hunching her tail back against him. 

Good, it was very good, and Emma was all soft and giving in 
her sweet dreaming, tender and limp once the distended 
head of the penis began to prod gently for the opening of 
her vulva. 

“Ummmm,” she murmured aloud, sighed it between her 
pillows, and the tender hands fondled the cheeks of her ass, 
cruised up to her waist, one of them slipping under and the 
other continuing higher until her left breast was in its palm. 

The fingers teased her already erect nipple, tolling it 
between them.. Emma said, “ummmm,” again. 

The knob of his rod pushed at the lips of her pussy, and 
Emma felt the spongy thrill of it, wiggled to help it fit inside. 



And suddenly it was sliding on up into her vagina, very still, 
long and slim and lovely. One hand on her tit, one on her 
belly, he pulled her ass to him, and ground his penis deep, 
shoved it all the way home until Emma could feel his 
testicles all silken-haired against her thighs. 

Somehow, it was different than it had ever been, when they 
made it together. There was a strange feel to his staff, a 
hunger in it that she hadn't known for some years now. It 
even seemed to reach farther up into her sheathing, and 
more thicker then she remembered. 

His cock worked into her, eased back out almost to the 
flanged head, thrust strongly back inside the clinging 
softness of her cunt. Stroke and stroke and the head of it 
churning, seeking, pushing. Emma moaned into the pillow, 
muffling the sound so she wouldn't disturb anyone in the 
other rooms. 

Hermione was asleep in one bedroom, and her bestfriend, 
Harry, in the other; it wouldn't do for the two teens to wake 
and listen to them screwing. 

But-it was different, different, and even in Emma's dreams; 
screwing Daniel shouldn't be all that odd. His was one of the 
few dicks she had ever known. So she ought to recognize 
the thrusting of it, should know the feel and length and heft 
of the meaty staff. She had screwed it thousands of times. 

Emma's eyes came open between her pillows, and the 
seesawing movements of the cock within her vagina didn't 
stop. Her clitoris was throbbing, stimulated again by the 
satiny-hard passage of the stiff organ reaching in and out of 
her quivering- pussy-again! She wasn't asleep now, she was 
awake, and the hard cock was doing a fine job in her fevered 
cunt, lunging and jamming. 



The breath was panting hotly against the back of her neck 
where her hair had fallen aside, and the hands held tightly, 
desperately, to her body, held tit and belly. His pelvis surged 
against the cheeks of her ass and he tried frantically to bury 
his lurching prick impossibly deeper into her steamy cleft. 

“Daniel?” She whispered. ”Daniel-did you come back for 
seconds? You'll be late for work dear.” Then the voluptuous 
rhythm of the fucking really got to her, and her clit 
thrummed madly as the sweet, hot feeling centered in her 
lower cunt. Emma rolled her ass and reached down to take 
the solid male balls in her hand, to caress them while the 
swollen rod above hammered into her. 

Her fingers touched, recoiled and went stiff in shock. They 
weren't her husband's balls! But the prick pounding so 
hungrily into her wetly responsive pussy was lifting her to an 
orgasm, bringing her up and up while the good felling 
spread from her clitoris to take in all her cunt, her cervix, her 
belly, and swept hotly down to make her anus draw tight in 
ecstasy. 

"Coming!” The voice panted against her neck, but softly, 
softly, "Oh-Ooohh! I'm coming!” 

Just as the first spurting of semen hurled itself wet and hot 
and thick into her spasming pussy, Emma Granger 
recognized the whispering voice. She knew it well because 
she heard it just like this very recently. But she didn't want 
to know it now; her mind reeled even as her cunt drank 
thirstily of the man juice that kept flooding into it. Her mind 
said oh no, oh no! And her cunt said yes, yes, yes. 

Emma's hand felt around, caught the wrist of the hand on 
her tit, caught the other one on the hand that was fondling 
down into her wet pussy where the length of that rigid cock 



was still buried. She turned her head, hissed back over he 
shoulder: “Harry! What are you-oh, what have you-how 
could you-" 

“Shhhh!" The murmur tickled into her ear. “Daniel's still in 
the bathroom; hear the shower?" 

Heart racing wildly, the pulse beating in her throat, Emma 
heard the pelting of waster in the bath, only inches away 
from her head through the wall-only inches from their heads! 

“Don't scream," Harry said as she clung numbly to his wrists. 
“If you do, Daniel will kill me." 

“But-" she whispered back, “but-but-" 

Emma couldn't make the words, couldn't untrack herself. 

She lay there in her bed, her own bed shared so long with 
her husband, and she had Harry's thing up her. Her new 
lover had just screwed her, sneaked into bed and slipped his 
cock into her freshly fucked vulva while she lay in a state of 
semi-awareness. 

And while her husband took a shower only inches away! 

She tried to pull his hands away, and he burrowed his still 
hard penis into her pussy, so that she could feel the oozing 
of his semen as it worked out of her inflamed slot. 

“Harry! I- you-" 

“Shhh," he murmured, “shhh, Emma. Don't let him hear 
you." 

Oh no, she thought dazedly; it was an impossible, 
unimagined thing, but the stark truth of it was not to be 
denied: he had his prick in her; he had streamed a load of 



come into her. He'd fucked hier again and she had screwed 
him back, loving it! 


But not when she knew it was Harry's penis. She hadn't 
realized it was him; she thought it was her husband. She 
did, she did! 

“Please," Harry sighed into her ear, his staff flexing within 
her flesh, “oh please, Emma-don't freak out. Listen; listen to 
me, please, please," 

She couldn't yell. If she did, Daniel would come roaring into 
the bedroom and find his daughter's bestfriend screwing his 
wife, Daniel's wife! He'd crush Harry, fling him into the walls. 
Daniel had a violent temper when he was aroused, and this- 
this would make him crazy. 

But she couldn't just lie there with Harry's semen leaking 
between her taut thighs. Oh lord, she thought-it had been 
mixed with her husband's ejaculation. The idea made her 
head swim, and the drumming of the shower in the next 
room sounded like a thousand arrows coming down on a tin 
roof. Her hands fell limply from Harry's wrists. 

Immediately, he dipped them into her crotch, cupping and 
fingering her gooey mound. “Oh, Emma! How I love to fuck 
you!" 

“You-you can't,' she said low and quiet, just as the shower 
went off. “not love me like this-not when my husband is so 
clos." 

A grunt came through the thin wall, and Emma pictured her 
husband climbing out of the tub, hair tousled and body 
dripping. He'd shave now, humming and whistling at the 
mirror. If he even suspected that his wife had another penis 
in her body- - 



His lips touching her ear, his hot breath sending involuntary 
ripples through her skin, Harry said: “I have waited to have 
you like this since yesterday!” 

Her lover began to move again, to slowly stroke again, and 
now his fingertips massaged her pubic mound, penetrated 
into her labia, touched her clitoris, and the combined 
sensations were maddening. 

IN the bathroom, her husband whistled the melody from an 
old song, something from their young married days, and 
Emma thought that she was going insane. She'd never 
dreamed of something like this, never. 

"Ooohh, Emma: your pussy is so hot and tight... oh, oh, hot 
and greasy...” 

He was feeding it into her again, stimulating her responses, 
sliding and poking, so sweet and so tender, all 
understanding and knowledgeable. At fifthteen years old, 
she thought, Harry Potter is only fifthteen years old, and he's 
screwing her for the second time, with her husband father 
only a few feet away in the next room. 

She couldn't allow it to happen again. The first time, she 
hadn't known who was doing it to her, but now she did, and 
so it must not happen . IT was at wrong time and the wrong 
place. It was terrible- and-and so, so thrilling. He was so 
young and hard, so beautiful and he used his thing as if it 
was an artist's brush and he was painting a masterpiece 
inside her vagina. 

The bathroom door opened and shut. Emma yanked the 
pillow off her head so she could listen better as her 
husband's footsteps moved down the hall, and she sighed in 
relief. 



Then her breath hung in her throat; Daniel had stopped. 

Now he was turning back! 

“Quick,” she hissed, “get down, down-my husband's 
coming!” 

Harry withdrew from her; she felt his hard prick slide out of 
her vagina and rake between her thighs as she pushed him 
down, rolling on her back to do so, shoving him away so that 
he keeled down between the covers. There was not time for 
anything else; Daniel was opening the bedroom door. 

Emma lifted her knees, held them bent so that they tented 
the blankets, and she hoped that Daniel wouldn't be able to 
see well in the darkness of the bedroom, that he wouldn't 
notice the lump under the covers she was doing her best to 
hide. 

“Hey-you awake? Didn't mean to wake you up, hon. Forgot 
my watch-it's over here on the dresser..” 

Holding her breath, Emma watched the outline of him move 
to the tall dresser, saw him fumble over the top, heard the 
clink of metal. And she felt her lover's breath warm and 
tingling against her thigh; his head was right there between 
her hip and knee. 

“Go back to sleep,” Daniel said, and came to lean over her.. 
Eagerly, swiftly, she raised her arms and pulled his face 
down to hers, kissing him open-mouthed and with the spice 
of her fear on her tongue. Anything to keep him from 
noticing, anything! 

“Wow”, Daniel said, “You keep doing that, and I won't go to 
work at all.” 


Emma let him go quickly, “Bet you're already running late.” 



Lightly, he kissed her again. This time, she kept her lips 
closed and tried not to shiver as Harry breathed against her 
skin beneath the blankets. Daniel said, “okay for now. I'll try 
to get home early." 

“Fine," she said not trusting her voice. 

He was gone the next moment, closing the door softly 
behind himself, trying to go softly down the hall so as not to 
awaken the kids. The kids, she thought-one of them was still 
here in bed with her, and he was certainly no child for some 
time now. He was-he was tickling her thigh, kissing it! 

Emma held herself still, kept silent until she heard the front 
door click and the muffled sound of the car starting. 

Then she lifted the covers and said down into the musky 
dark, “you get out of this bed right this minute, Harry! My 
husband-oh lord, but that was the closest thing ever-" 

“Yeah" Harry mumbled against her skin, “yeah, close-but 
really exciting, hiding here from him with your helping me 
out. It turns me on even more, and I'm already so horny for 
you that I'm about to go off on the sheet." 

“Harry Potter! How-how dare you? Don't-on don't do that. 

Get up; climb out of this bed this very instant-" 

His hand cupped her cheeks, and his mouth found her upper 
thigh; Harry worried her skin tenderly between his teeth. 

“I dig it when you're being the big boss, discipline and all. 
But you like me, Emma-that's why you didn't scream, and 
why you kept hiding me from your husband when he walked 
in here." 



“Of-of course, I like you,” she hissed, "you're my daughter's 
best trend and- my-” 

"Not like that, not only that way,” he said, nipping her flesh, 
feeling her ass, his hot breath reaching up and up to stir the 
wet gooey curls of her pubic hair. 

"Harry, we can't- Hermione is in her room.” 

"We can,” he insisted. "We will.” 

Emma wiggled, tried to ease her lower body away from her 
lover's grasp, but Harry only tightened his fingers and dug 
them into the deep, soft flesh of her ass. He blew into her 
pubic hair. Emma shivered, sucked in her breath, tried to 
deny that the nipples were hardening on her breasts. How 
long had it been since Daniel had done that to her? Too long, 
too many years and too much boredom in between. 

Emma lay supine, shocked beyond belief. And before she 
could react, before she could slap down at him and order 
him from the bed he had soiled with his "attack”, Harry's 
face dipped between her thighs and he lifted her buttocks in 
both his strong young hands to hike her crotch to his mouth. 

"Yyyyeeeeessssss!” She moaned. "Oh Harry-yes; please...” 

He groaned into her labia, his lips caressing those still dewy 
lips, his face pressing down into the soft richness of her 
already over stimulated mound. She felt the sweet pain of 
his teeth, knew the darting of his hot tongue- 

Her lover-her only lover-was going down on her. He was 
licking into her sensitive cunt, and there was no way she 
could possible stop him, except by screaming and waking up 
Hermione. That would ruin everything, frighten her daughter 
out of her wits, bring down the wrath of her husband. 



His tongue pushed into her cunt lips, and he opened his 
mouth to eat her, to suck upon her juices and those that had 
mingled within her torrid cavity. Harry pulled her lips into his 
own, and used his thick tongue like the thrusting of a penis, 
passing it in and out of her puckered labia. 

Stretching, his mouth, forcing it wide, he drew much of her 
vulva into it, then with a groan, pushed it back out and 
burrowed his mouth deeply into her spasming pussy. 

His tongue found her clitoris. Harry curled his tongue around 
her little nub of passion, then sucked it lightly and lovingly 
between his teeth. The sensation was indescribably; lights 
flashed behind Emma's eyes and her mouth pumped for air. 
Somehow, her hands had strayed down and gotten their 
fingers entangled into Harry's hair, into his long, thick hair. 

She couldn't hold back any longer. Biting her lip, shoving 
down upon his head so that her clit worked over his teeth, 
Emma began to roll her belly, to shift her ass in her lover's 
hands while he ate lustily of her cunt. 

"You-you-oh, Harry!" she gasped "oh, do it to me, darling! 

Eat me up-ahhh-oooh-l haven't had it this way in so long- 
ahh, baby; oh yes, my darling baby, my lover- love it for me, 
eat it for me-eat my pussy, darling- darling!" 

Harry sucked her cunt. Air escaped with bubbling sounds 
from his mouth as he sucked her cunt, drawing so violently 
upon it that Emma thought she was turning inside out, and 
hoped she was. He pulled her pussy with his teeth, sucked it 
into his mouth, chewed upon the rubbery rapture of her 
shuddering clitoris. 


"Your pussy is so wet, Emma," he said, giving another lick at 
her pussy. 



“Sure is..." she said looking down between her legs. Then a 
thought came to her. No matter how horny she was, she 
needed to finish this sometime soon, before Hermione would 
woke up, if she didn't already. 

“Lay on your back, Harry. I want to try something!" 

Harry rolled onto his back, his cock straining up in the air. 
Emma leaned over him, brushing her lips over the hot 
smoothness of his cock. She flicked his pisshole with her 
tongue. She felt his hand move up her thigh, then cup her 
cunt. She twisted her ass as she engulfed his cock. Emma 
sucked on his prick, sliding her mouth up and down on it for 
a few moments. 

Harry whispered, pushing his hips upward as he felt her fiery 
cunt. 

“Let's do it, honey," she mewled, lifting off his cock. 

Swinging one long leg over his head, Emma knelt with her 
knees spread on each side of him's face. She stared at his 
cock, watching it jerk, while Harry gazed eagerly into her 
cunt. 

Emma leaned over, holding her body up with one hand, 
closing her other hand on his balls. She took his cock into 
her mouth once more. As she began to suck, she lowered her 
hairy cunt to his face, her naked ass writhing slowly. 

Harry caressed her thighs, curling his hands over her's 
satiny ass. When her cunt brushed against his mouth, the 
soft hairs tickled his lips. With a moan, he lifted his head and 
pressed his open mouth to her's cunt. 

Emma gasped. “Lick it! Lick my cunt, Harry! Ooooo, baby! 
Suck my pussy! Tongue me in the cunt, Harry!" 



Harry rammed his tongue into the steamy wetness, 
clutching her ass. 

Emma squealed, then sucked his cock again. She squirmed 
her ass, rubbing her pussy into his face. The sensation of 
him licking and sucking at her cunt sent wild, delicious 
tremors through her. 

She pressed her pussy into his face, and Harry responded by 
darting his tongue in and out. Wiggling her ass, Emma 
began to suck harder on his prick, licking up and down the 
shaft, probing his hot balls with the tip of her tongue. Sliding 
one hand under his ass, she clung to it, feeling his 
asscheeks bunch as he pumped up and down gently, 
fucking her mouth. Harry's tongue made exciting wet 
sounds as he lapped at her hairy cunt-slit. 

Harry pulled at her's ass, sucking at her cunt, tasting her hot 
juices, staring at her crinkling asshole. He was so excited, he 
began touching her puckering ass-ring. The contact of his 
finger on her asshole and his tongue darting all around her 
pussy sent Emma into a sucking frenzy. She gobbled his 
cock wickedly. She began to pump her ass, smashing her 
cunt at his mouth. 

Harry groaned and, using his thumbs, he parted her cunt as 
wide as he could, thrusting his tongue deep inside. The 
harder she sucked at his cock, the more excited he became. 
His tongue swirled over her swollen clit, along the slit of her 
cunt, then he went on to lick at her steaming, tight asshole. 

With a cry of pleasure, Emma lifted her head. "Ohhhh, baby, 
what are you doing to me? Oooooh, that feels good Harry I 
hope you know that's my asshole you're licking!" 

Harry moaned a muffled reply, swirling his tongue around 
and around her asshole. 



Emma, almost sobbing with this sweet ecstasy, pressed her 
ass into his face. She began to suck on his cock again, with a 
greater frenzy. Harry licked at her's cunt and asshole hotly 
starting to moan as his balls tightened, his cock jerking in 
her mouth. Emma's tongue became coated with his dripping 
juices, and she swallowed hungrily moving her tongue over 
his pisshole. 

With low moans, Emma took her mouth off his cock, pressing 
it to his hot balls, kissing and licking eagerly. 

“Ohhhhhh, suck my cunt, Harry!" she moaned as she lapped 
wildly at his balls. "Suck my cunt... suck my asshole! Ooooh, 
baby, suck me, suck me! I want to come, Harry! I want to 
come with my cunt on your mouth!" 

Harry took a long, slow lick along her cunt and asshole, then 
down again, pushing his tongue as hard as he could at the 
tint. 

Emma, moaning with almost unbearable ecstasy, squirmed 
at his face. His cock was jerking, becoming larger and longer 
in her mouth. She squeezed his balls, making him moan 
against her fiery ass. 

Then Harry pushed his tongue into her asshole. 

"Uhhhhhh!" Emma grunted, her eyes bulging. His tongue 
seemed to go so deep into her asshole, and the sensations 
startled her. Her cunt reacted to his tongue up her ass with a 
muffled cry, Emma began to come. Straining her ass against 
Harry's face, keeping his tongue inside her asshole, she 
sucked with a wild hunger on his cock. 


Harry grunted. Suddenly hot juices gushed into her's mouth. 



Emma, coming in hot waves of orgasm, her cunt smashed at 
his chin, gulped wetly at his spurting cock, her throat 
working to swallow the heavy gushes. 

Harry clung to her naked, twisting ass tightly, darting his 
tongue in and out of her's asshole. 

While Emma gulped and swallowed his discharge, she 
rubbed and pulled and twisted at his balls, making wet 
sounds of ecstasy. Her hot thighs clamped about his head, 
her ass hunching up and down. Harry's tongue was still 
fucking into her asshole swiftly. 

When he stopped gushing, she worked on his softening cock 
with her tongue and lips. She writhed in slow undulation as 
he pulled his tongue out of her asshole. 

Stretching her long legs outward, she rested on top of him, 
holding his cock in her mouth. She purred when Harry licked 
along the edges of her asshole, then at the creamy crack. 

His tongue probed gently into her cunt, his hands caressing 
her shivering flesh. He sucked at the soft flesh of her inner 
thigh, and Emma slowly rolled off him. 

“You lied to me, baby," she whispered. 

“I lied? About what, Emma?" 

“You said you didn't have much experience. What the fuck 
do they teach at that school?" 

“I didn't lie, Emma," he insisted. “I just got carried away. I 
love licking your cunt." 


“I'm teasing, baby," she murmured. “You do know you had 
your tongue up my asshole, don't you?" 



Harry giggled. “I know cunt from asshole, Emma.” 


She laughed. "Harry, that made me come so hard. I've never 
been licked in the ass. When you pushed your tongue up my 
asshole, I came so fucking hard!” 

Emma spread her legs, running her hand past her cunt and 
gently touching her asshole. 

"You know what, just for that. I'll let you fuck me in my ass 
again, baby. Would you like to try that?” 

"You wanna do it, Emma?” he asked eagerly. 

"Ooooh, so eager!” she purred. She fondled his cock and 
balls, feeling his prick respond with a slow swelling. "But 
let's try that later. When you fucked me earlier, I loved the 
way your cock felt in my cunt so much. I'm going to get it 
hard again. Then I'm going to fuck your brains out... with my 
cunt!” 

She leaned over him, taking his balls into her mouth, 
sucking them, as her fist worked on his cock. Within a short 
time, Harry had a hard-on once more. 

Giving his cock a kiss, she turned onto her stomach, drawing 
her knees up and straightening her arms. She waggled her 
ass giggling wantonly. 

Harry watched her tits sway, saw her curvy ass. When she 
spread her knees, he gazed at her cunt. 

"This is doggy style,” she said with a giggle. "Want to fuck 
me like a bitch, Harry? You can go real deep this way. I love 
to be fucked on my hands and knees.” 



Harry kneeled behind her ass. He was so fascinated by her 
nakedness that he felt her flesh, stroking her parted 
asscheeks, sliding the edge of his hand between them and 
over her hot whole to her cunt. 

Emma whimpered and twisted erotically for him. 

He pressed his mouth to her ass, kissing and sucking at the 
hot, smooth flesh, licking from asscheek to asscheek. He 
probed at her cunt with it tongue, flicked her erect clit, then 
licked at her puckering asshole. He thrust his tongue into 
her's asshole, fucking it in and out. When she began to 
whimper, he put his tongue into her cunt. 

“Oooooh, Harry! Are you trying to make me come before you 
fuck me? If you are, you're doing a good job of it!" 

"I'll fuck you, Emma!" he groaned, lifting his head and 
rubbing his cock against the backs of her creamy thighs, 
then over her hairy cunt and satiny, ass. "I'll fuck your cunt, 
Emma! I'm gonna really fuck your cunt!" 

"Then you better hurry, because I'm ready to come!" 

Harry got on his knees, placing the head of his cock against 
the wet, fiery entrance of her cunt. Gripping her hips, he 
thrust his cock into her pussy quickly, watching it sink out of 
sight. 

"Ohhh, baby!" Emma cried, smashing her ass against him. 
"God, yes! That's the way to fuck me! Ram that big, 
beautiful cock up my cunt! Oooooh, fuck me, Harry!" 

Emma twisted her ass as he began stabbing back and forth. 
She lowered her head, looking between her tits, watching 
his balls swing back and forth as his cock darted in and out 
of her cunt. Each inward fuck-thrust into her pussy forced 



her breath out in a hot gasp of delight, making her tits sway. 
Her nipples strained with a tingling hardness. The fleshy 
slap of his body against her naked ass sent hot tremors 
racing up and down her spine. Her cunt was so sensitive that 
she could feel each throbbing ridge of his cock. The head of 
his cock expanded, caressing the steamy tissues deep inside 
her pussy. With moaning cries of rapture, she churned and 
pumped her ass with him. 

Harry, panting hotly, watched her's asshole pucker as he 
pounded into her cunt. The tight fit of her pussy stroked and 
clung to his prick. 

No matter how tight he held her hips, Emma could wiggle 
them energetically. It felt to her as if his cock penetrated her 
cunt all the way to her throat. It was the reason she loved to 
be fucked in this position - he could go so much deeper into 
her. 

With throaty, hot sobs, she whipped her naked ass around 
and around with wanton motions. 

Harry seemed to fuck her cunt with fantastic speed, the 
friction making her mind spin with lewd ecstasy. His balls 
bounced off her swollen clit, increasing the growing beat. 

“Ohhhh, Harry, Harry!” she gasped. "Ahhhhh, Emma!” 

”Oh, baby! Oh, God, Harry! My cunt... you're burning my 
cunt up with that hard cock!” 

"Emma, what are you doing?” Harry gasped. 

"Fucking you!” 


"No, your cunt! What are you making your cunt do?” 



“Nothing! I'm not doing anything with my cunt!" 


“But it's squeezing me, Emma! Your cunt is squeezing my 
cock! If you don't stop that, you're gonna make me come too 
fast!" 

“I'm not doing it!" Emma wailed. “It's doing it by itself!" 

“You'll make me come, Emma!" 

“Come!" she cried, straining hard against him. 

“I gotta! I gotta come, Emma!" 

Emma wailed as her cunt clamped wetly around his 
plunging cock. 

“Harryyyyyyy!" she screamed. 

Harry let out a loud grunt, the rippling contractions of her's 
cunt grabbing at his cock. He fucked her hard, pulling at her 
hips. Emma, coming in overwhelming waves of ecstasy, 
returned the pressure. Harry began to squirt, spraying thick 
come juice into her's convulsing cunt. Emma cried out as 
she felt him coming inside her. Her pussy squeezed and 
gripped. Her stomach was rippling. Her inner thighs felt as if 
they were going to melt. 

“Ohhhh, baby, baby!" she moaned, the intense contractions 
slowing until she felt only a gentle pulsation in her cunt. 
“That was so hard, so beautiful! God, you can fuck a girl so 
good, Harry." 

Harry pulled his cock out of her's cunt, letting the wet pink 
lips close together. He sat back on his heels. 



Emma lowered her head and shoulders to the bed. She 
twisted her uplifted ass slowly. 

“I don't know who fucked the piss out of who," she mewled, 
"but I loved it, Harry." 

"Emma, your cunt is dripping." 

"Well, what do you expect when you come in it so much." 
She giggled, roiling over. "But now, is time for you to go 
back to your room and I need to stake a quick shower and 
tart breakfast before Hermione will wake up..." 

"Oh, shit!" Harry said, jumping from the bed and heading for 
the door, opening it and getting outside, naked as he came 
in, his long wrinkled dick jumping up and down with every 
step he made. Emma couldn't stop herself and started 
laughing so hard that she couldn't control her self. She 
didn't even noticed the post it from Harry's back... 


Chapter 15 - Days are more Crazier (Harry/Hermione) 

Harry awoke thoroughly refreshed around noon. His stomach 
growled as he went down the stairs two at a time. He found 
Emma in the kitchen preparing breakfast. 

"Where's Hermione?" he asked, helping himself to a glass of 
milk. 

"Taking a long bath. She's been in there since she woked up. 
Well, don't I even get a good morning kiss?" 


Harry smiled and they embraced. She caressed the crotch of 
his tight shorts. "And how's my little man doing in there?" 




Harry giggled, his hand going up Emma's dress. “You going 
somewhere?" he asked. Usually she wore shorts or jeans 
around the house. 

“Since I took some time off from the practice while Hermione 
and you were around here, I thought I'd do a little 
shopping." 

He reached inside her panties and slipped a middle finger 
up her cunt, pressing her back against the kitchen counter. 

“God, I already want that beautiful cock of yours inside me," 
she whispered, biting his earlobe. “It's only been a few hours 
and it seems like weeks. Months even!" 

“Years!" Harry added, and they both laughed. 

She unzipped his shorts and pulled out his peter, but they 
heard someone coming down the stears and quickly 
disengage, very fast arranging their clothes like nothing 
happened. They exchanged knowing smiles and Emma 
began preparing Harry bacon and eggs while he finished 
drinking the glass of milk. A few moments later Hermione 
arrived, looking a little sleepy. 

“How late were you two up last night?" Emma asked over 
her shoulder after Hermione gave her a peck on the cheek. 
Emma was puzzled by her daughter's guilty look. 

“No, not too late," Harry piped up. “We went to bed just after 
you and Mr. Granger went." 

“Yeah," Hermione added quickly, trying not to blush. 

“Oh," Emma said pointedly and continued tending to the 
eggs. Then, after the eggs and bacon were finished and she 
began serving the teens, she told Hermione she would be 



out for the rest of the day. “What have you two got planned 
for today. It's another beautiful day." She caught Harry's eye 
and winked. 

“Oh, I don't know," Hermione said after swallowing a 
mouthful of eggs. “Maybe go for a walk or something." 

“Why don't you invite some of your girlfriends over," Emma 
suggested. “Harry might want to meet them." 

Emma was surprised to see her daughter blush. “No... we'll, 
uh, spend the day doing something together." As if realizing 
the secret implications of what she had just said, she added, 
“Maybe play some tennis or something. We have an extra 
racket around, don't we?" 

“Sure. Mine is upstairs in the closet. Up above I think. Or 
else in the garage." 

“We'll find it. Mom. Thanks." 

Emma looked at Harry, as if he had an answer for Hermione's 
nervous behavior. But he merely smiled and continued 
eating. 

As soon as the door closed behind Emma, Harry turned to 
Hermione. 

“Well, my naughty bestfriend! What now?", he asked 
grinning. 

“Ohhhh, Harry! I'm so randy! The sooner you take care of me 
the better!... I can't wait!", Hermione replied, throwing her 
arms around Harry's strong shoulders. She looked up at him 
with a look of desperate need on her young face and pressed 
her crotch against the bulge in his pants. “Are you gonna 
fuck me now?", she whispered, shamelessly rubbing her 



cuntmound against his rising cock. Harry dropped his hands 
to her thighs and slid them up under her dress, cupping the 
twin cheeks of her shapely butt. 

She wanted it bad, and Harry was sorely tempted. He had 
the sudden urge to rip off Hermione's clothes, spread her out 
right here on the living-room floor, and fuck her 'till she 
passed out... but he resisted the temptation. Harry didn't 
want to rush things. He wanted this sexual encounter to 
last... 

“Don't be too impatient, love!'', he said. “We've got a couple 
of hours, remember!" He lifted her face to his and kissed her 
parted lips tenderly. “We've got all afternoon to touch... and 
rub... and lick... and suck... or anything else we want to do 
to each other." 

“I just want you to fuck me, Harry!", murmured Hermione. 

“I will fuck you, love!... I promise!", he said. “But let's have 
fun first." Harry suddenly pulled Hermione by the hand. 
“Come on!... There's something I've always wanted to try!" 

“What?" 

“That waterbed your Mom and Dad kipp in the other guest 
room!", said Harry with a devilish grin. “It's got even satin 
sheets..." 

“Oh, yeah!", squealed Hermione with glee. “What a turn on!" 

Hand in hand they ran to that bedroom, but as they opened 
the door, their eyes opened wide at the magnificent sight 
that greeted them. 


“Ohhh, it's huge!", said Hermione flopping into the center of 
the impressive, king size waterbed. 



“Not yet it isn't!", laughed Harry reaching into his pants. 
Hermione rolled over onto her back and gasped at the sight 
of Harry's half-hard penis as he pulled it out. 

"I didn't mean your prick, silly! I meant the bed.", she 
giggled. Her voice sounded playful, but her hot young eyes 
were on his exposed cock. Harry looked down at her and 
licked his lips. 

"Ohhh, you've got a hot body, love!", he murmured. "Pull up 
your dress and let me look at you." Hermione moved quickly 
to obey, her eyes still glued to his man-sized cock. She 
reached down and pulled up the hem of her summer dress 
until it was around her slender waist, exposing her plump, 
panty-covered crotch to Harry's lustful gaze. 

"You should see the look on your face, Harry", giggled 
Hermione. 

"Yeah? What's it like?", asked Harry curiously. 

"You keep licking your lips and looking at my pussy. Are you 
hungry or something, love?". Harry could see from the smile 
on her face, that Hermione was getting excited just talking 
to him like this. He decided to play along. 

"Oh, I'm hungry alright, love!... Hungry for your hot, wet, 
tasty cunt!" 

"Ooooh, Harry! What are you talking about?", cried the witch 
in mock horror. She was becoming more and more aroused 
by their lewd conversation. "You don't mean you'd like to eat 
my poor tender pussy, do you?" 

"I sure do, witch!", growled Harry, becoming equally excited. 
"Oooooooh, that's dirty!" 



“I hope not, honey,” breathed Harry. "'Cause I'm gonna suck 
that hot, juicy, slit of yours until you cum all over the place 
and then I'm gonna lick up every fuckin' drop of it!” 

"Ohh, Harry! Ohhh, yes! I want you to! I want you to suck my 
cunt. I'll cream all over your face, I promise! You can suck my 
asshole too... or fuck me there if you want! ... and fuck my 
cunt! Don't forget my tight cunt! Uhhhhh, Do it all to me, 
Harry... I want to be so dirty with you!” 

Harry couldn't believe the wanton filth gushing from his 
sixteen-year-old bestfriend's mouth. He could hardly believe 
his ears, if he didn't knew her better. To look at her, you 
would never, in a million years, believed that the young 
witch had even heard of such lewd language. She was like a 
doll he thought... a fragile china doll lying there in the 
center of that enormous bed, but the tight, pink panties 
outlined a cunt that was ample, and obviously already wet 
from the exquisite anticipation of getting fucked. Hermione 
parted her legs provocatively, hoping Harry would touch her 
aching pussy and relieve some of the mounting sexual 
tension she felt there. 

The movement on the waterbed made Hermione's tits quiver 
enticingly under her thin summer dress. Through the thin 
material Harry could see the dark circles of her aureolas and 
the tiny, erect buds of her nipples. Her budding breasts 
looked like ripe, pink peaches, ready to be plucked. Harry 
stripped off his shorts and shirt, and stood naked before her, 
holding his rapidly stiffening prick in both hands. 

"Ohhh, Harry!”, breathed Hermione, her eyes expanding into 
wide brown pools of adolescent desire as she took in Harry's 
naked, muscular body. Her eyes bulged even more now that 
she could see the full size of it's erect penis. "You really are 
BIG! Ohhh, how do you fit that thing into your pants?” 



“I strap it to my leg with sticking charms!”, he said jokingly. 
Watching the look on Hermione's angelic face, Harry skinned 
back his foreskin, grinning at her lewdly as the big bulging 
head came into view. "Well, love? What do you think?” 

"Ohhhl... I think you should fuck me with it, right now. 

That's what I think!”, gasped Hermione, rubbing her 
moisture-filled slit. 

"Impatient cunt, aren't you, love?” Hermione watched with 
fascination as Harry began to move his fist up and down on 
his long, throbbing shaft, pulling and pushing the loose 
foreskin back and forth over the enormously fat cockhead. 
She had never seen him masturbate, and it held a strange 
attraction for her. Harry saw the look in her eyes. 

"You like to look at me jerk off, don't you, Mione?”, he asked. 

"Yeah! It's making me hot!”, she answered, sliding one of her 
hands under the elastic of her panties. 

"Why don't you get naked too, love. I want to watch you 
play with your cunt!” Hermione sat up and quickly pulled 
her summer dress over her head. Harry sucked in his breath 
loudly as Hermione's fantastic tits sprang free. 

"Nice tits, love!”, he murmured. "Real fuckin' nice!” 

Next, Hermione put her thumbs under the elastic band and 
peeled her panties down over her creamy thighs, lifting her 
hips up off the bed to get them out from under her hot butt. 
Harry licked his lips as Hermione shamelessly exposed her 
twat to him. 

"Oh, baby!”, he sighed. "Now that's what I call a real pretty 
sight!” Hermione was anxious to begin, the sight of her 
lover's erect cock only feet away was driving her crazy! 



“Fuck me, Harry", she hissed, spreading her legs. "Put your 
cock in my pussy and fuck me with it!.. I'm so hot!" 

Her bestfriend smiled. She was hot alright, and so was he, 
but Harry wanted a very long forelay. 

"Let's take it slow, love. We've got plenty of time, so let's 
make the most of it", he suggested. "Why don't we start by 
watching each other jerk off!" 

"No! I want you to fuck me!", pouted Hermione. The look of 
disappointment on her angelic features reminded him of the 
time he had turned Crookshanks' fur pure black in third 
years. 

"You'll love it, Mione!", said Harry enthusiastically. "You bring 
yourself off and I'll beat my meat. That way we can watch 
each other doin' it! It'll be fuckin' outta sight!" It wasn't 
really what the brunette wanted, but it was better than 
nothing. Besides, she had to admit that it WOULD be turn-on 
having her bestfriend jerking off as he watched her 
masturbate. The more she thought about it the more she 
liked the idea. It was the lewdness of Harry's suggestion that 
began to excite her. "C'mon, love. It's kicks... you'll see!" 

She looked up into his pleading face and then down at the 
way he was rubbing his big, beautiful erection and readily 
agreed. 

"All right," she gasped. "But you've gotta promise to fuck me 
soon,okay?" 

"You bet!", answered Harry. "... and believe me, we're gonna 
do more than fuck today, babe!" 

"What do you want me to do, Harry?", Hermione asked, 
looking up at him. It sent shivers of lust through the wizard's 



cock as Hermione stared at him with those brown eyes of 
hers. 'Ohhh, she was hot!', he thought, 'and so fuckin' 
hot! Who would have thought? His bookworm bestfriend, a 
horny, nympho!... Fuck! It was too good to believe 
sometimes!... This was gonna be a afternoon to remember!' 

“Spread your legs so I can see your cunt, and then play with 
your tits," he said, pumping his cock frantically up and 
down. 

Hermione spread her legs wide apart. The lips of her cunt 
opened wide and she watched Harry's reaction with growing 
excitement. His mouth opened slightly and his tongue 
flicked across his lips. She cupped her firm, round tits and 
squeezed them into conical peaks. She rolled them around 
and around on her chest, rubbing her thumbs across the 
nipples, tickling them with her nails until they were hard 
and erect. Her bestfriend kept running his hand up and 
down his rock-hard prick as his eyes darted from the 
magnificent shape of her tits to the pink, juicy gash of her 
tightly-stretched pussy. 

“Squeeze 'em, Mione! Squeeze those tits for me!'', Harry 
said. “Ohhh, I can't wait to suck on one of those!... Would 
you like me to suck your tits, babe?" 

“Yessss," she whispered, fascinated by the way he was 
stroking his cock. “Yes, I want you to suck them... and lick 
them... and chew on my nipples!" 

“I will, baby!...", groaned Harry as he watched her ass writhe 
around on the satin sheets. “Spread your legs wider so I can 
see more of your pussy!" 

Hermione pulled her knees up and spread them wide, until 
her hairless, mound poked up into the air like jelly on a 
plate. Harry gasped with delight as her tight, elastic outer 



lips parted, to reveal the hotst, pinkest, juiciest cuntslit the 
wizard had ever seen. Hermione watched with pleasure as 
Harry's eyes almost bulged out of his head. She framed her 
pussy with her fingers, pulling the partially opened lips of 
her cunt wide open. She was writhing and moaning with 
urgent need. 

"Ooooooooh! Harry! I can't stand it any more! Touch me! 

Feel my pussy!" 

Harry immediately dropped a hand to Hermione's naked 
pubes, feeling her warm, slender thighs widen eagerly to the 
pressure of his exploring fingers. 

"Oh yes! Ohhh, yes, Harry! Inside! Stick a finger inside my 
cunt! Feel how how hot and wet I am!", moaned Hermione as 
she felt his urgent fingers stroking the moist, pouting lips of 
her tender pussy. 

Her bestfriend's forbidden intimate touch electrified her, 
and she was having a similar effect on him. Shaking with 
excitement, Harry slid his middle finger into Hermione's 
leaking twat. It was hot alright... real hot... and juicy too. Her 
cunt-muscles gripped his finger so tightly, Harry wondered 
how on earth his big cock was going to fit into her small 
hole. There was plenty of oily lubrication there, but it still 
felt so goddamned tiny! 

"Ohhh, your cunt is tight, love! By the way, I never asked 
you... that first time we did it, you weren't a cherry!" 

"No, I... Ummmmm! I lost it a a month earlier!", she said, 
hunching eagerly up against Harry's drilling finger. 

"Who to?... please tell me it wasn't pencil-dick Ron 
Weasley." 



“Ye., uhhhhh! That's nice! Um...yes, It was, I'm sorry to say.'', 
she said. 

“Shit! You should have come to me, love!" 

“I wished I had, Harry!'', sighed Hermione. “But you were to 
busy sneaking fucks with Daph by then!" 

“Oh, yeah... but then we wouldn't have so much fun after we 
started!'', grinned Harry. 

Hermione looked up at her lover with a look of utter fuck-lust 
on her face. 

“Ummmmmmm! But we sure made up for lost time that first 
week, lover boy!" she grinned back. 

“Lover boy, huh?'', said Harry, with a devilish grin. “I'll give 
you fucking 'lover boy'!'' 

Harry spread his lover's long, slender legs even wider and 
trust a second finger into her gaping pussy, stabbing hard. 

“Oh, Harry! That's it, yes! Oh, Ohhh, yessssssssssss!" 

“You like that, don't you, you hot, sexy fuck?'', hissed Harry. 
“You like my fingers rammed up your juicy fuckin' snatch, 
don't you, love?" 

Hermione bit her bottom lip and nodded, moaning softly. 

“I know you do!'', grunted Harry, finger-fucking his lover's 
cunt deeply. “But wait till you feel my cock in there, honey.'', 
he boasted. “It'll really blow your mind!" 

Harry moved his fingers 'round and 'round her squishy slit in 
a circle, and then inserted another, ramming all three into 



her bubbling cunthole as deeply as possible, watching 
Hermione squirm with delight. 

“Tell me how much you like it, love!", he grunted. “I want to 
hear you beg for it, and while you're at it, grab hold of my 
dick and keep it hard!" Hermione's naked ass squirmed 
uncontrollably on the satin sheets. 

“Oooooooh! Fuck! I love it, Harry! I love your fingers in my 
cunt! Ooooh! Ohhh! Fuck me with your fingers for a while. 
Get me ready for your cock!" 

Hermione wrapped her fingers around Harry's throbbing 
prick and began to rub her fist up and down the long, hard 
shaft, at the same time bucking her pussy up at his stiffly 
stabbing fingers. 

“That's it, love! Squeeze my fuckin' cock! Jerk me off! Ohhh, 
fyou sure know now to treat a guy's prick!" 

“Ohhhh, Harry! It's getting so big! I can't wait to feel it up 
my cunt!", whimpered Hermione. 

“Me either, Mione!... Me either!" 

Harry' fingers rammed repeatedly in and out of Hermione's 
upthrust sex, fucking her slippery cunt like a three-pronged 
cock. He kissed her lips, her neck and then her heaving tits, 
sucking the witch's hard stiff nipples eagerly into his mouth. 
He moved lower, licking hungrily, covering the creamy 
flatness of Hermione's belly with a film of glistening saliva. 
Hermione shivered with excitement as she felt Harry's 
mouth burning a hot, delicious trail towards her itching cunt. 
And by the time his mouth reached the top of her slit, she 
was going crazy! 



“Oh, yes, Harry!... Lower! Lower!... Oh, fuck!... Kiss my 
pussy! Please?..." Pulling his fingers from hertwat, Harry 
flashed his horny lover a lewd, devilish smile. 

“Okay, love!", he said grabbing hold of her ankles. “Spread 
your legs real wide and let me eat out your sweet, juicy 
twat!" 

Without waiting for a reply, Harry bent his head to her 
mound and darted his tongue between the parted lips of 
Hermione's tight cunt, lapping eagerly up and down the 
narrow, dribbling cuntslit. 

“Ohhhh, yes, oh yes, Harry! I love it, I love it like that!", 
squealed Hermione, tossing her head from side to side. She 
couldn't believe it! It was so exciting! Her own bestfriend 
was licking her cunt... and doing a damn fine job too! 
'Ohhh, what a hot tongue he has..' she thought. 

Hermione felt so wonderfully, excitedly depraved! She 
wanted her handsome lover to do and say the most 
disgusting things to her. She watched his tongue slide in 
and out of her hot, slimy cunt with wide, wild eyes. 

“Oooooh, Ohhh, that looks so dirty!", she squealed, stroking 
her fingers through his ruffled hair. “What does it taste like, 
Harry?... Does it taste nice?" 

Harry lifted his head for a moment and grinned lewdly at 
her. 

“It taste's like cunt, Mione!", he chuckled. “Hot, creamy, 
cunt!" 

“Ooooooh, Harry! Your mouth feels so good on my pussy!", 
moaned Hermione. 



“Oh yeah! Ohhh, I love eating pussy, Mionel", admitted 
Harry, making a show of licking her wetness from his lips. 
“Mmmmmmmmm! ...and your's is sweet, so fuckin' sweet... 
and juicy! I could eat your hot cunt all afternoon, love!" 

“Mmmmmmmm! Oh, Ohhh, I sure hope so!", moaned 
Hermione. She looked at his handsome face , framed 
between her open thighs and her pussy tingled with 
anticipation. 

Hermione trembled with passionate lust, her excited cunt 
exuding even more fragrant, sticky juice for him to lick up. 
She still held Harry's hard prick firmly in her hand, and 
before long, just the feel of it throbbing hotly under her 
fingers made the witch's mouth water. On a sudden impulse, 
Hermione pulled Harry up beside her and wrapped her 
fingers around his hard dick. 

“I'm hot for it, Harry!" she gasped, pulling him onto the bed 
beside her. Harry was more than bemused by Hermione's 
actions. 

“Hey, what's goin' on? I thought you wanted me to suck you 
off, love?" 

“I do, lover boy" she replied with a wanton look on her 
angelic face. “But I want to suck your fat, juicy prick while 
you lick my cunt, okay?" 

“Mmmmm, you bet! “, grinned Harry. “Ohhh, who would 
have thought that my bestfriend was into this sort of heavy 
shit last year! You're really something else, Mione!" 

Eager for some more mouth action from his lover, Harry 
scrambled quickly into the middle of the bed and lay on his 
back. His virile cock stood straight up, thick and bulging 
with blue veins. When Hermione saw it like that, she had to 



fight a powerful urge to jump on top of him and bury that 
gorgeous, pulsating hunk of meat deep inside her hot, 
itching cunt. But she resisted the temptation. Right now, 
more than anything she wanted to suck Harry's beautiful big 
cock while he returned the favour by licking her juice-filled 
twat... and was he ever going to get a mouthful! Her hot, 
gash was creaming like mad just thinking about it! 

Hermione turned around and climbed over Harry on hands 
and knees, straddling the wizard's head with her legs. Then, 
spreading her knees wide apart, the horny witch hunched 
her crotch towards his upturned face, dropping her hot ass 
lower and lower until the drooling, pink gash of her cunt 
squished wetly against his searching mouth. Harry moaned, 
sliding his arms about Hermione's hips and cupped her ass, 
pulling her pussylips wide apart as his mouth pressed into 
her slit. Hermione's head flew back and a wanton cry 
escaped her full, red lips as she felt Harry's hard, pointed 
tongue slither into her oversexed cunt once more. His 
vacuuming mouth made loud slurping noises as he sucked 
the seething juices from her hot, quivering hole. Hermione 
reached out and dragged Harry's erect cock to her lips. She 
could just reach it, and found she had to strain to get it into 
her mouth, but eventually she succeeded, and Harry's hips 
lunged automatically upwards as he felt the warmth of her 
hot mouth surround the bloated head of his dick. 

At the same time, Harry jammed his whole face up between 
her thighs, wallowing in Hermione's tasty, juice-filled 
cuntslit. When he began to suck herclit into his mouth, 
Hermione took her mouth off his cock and let out an excited 
yell. 

"Oooooooohhhhhh! That's fantastic, Harry! Suck harder! 
Oooo, Suck my clit!" Harry gave the hard bud a few more 
sucks and then took his mouth off her juicy cunt just long 



enough to chastise his lover for taking her mouth off his 
cock. 

“Ohhh, you sexy bitch! Get your mouth back on my prick or I 
won't suck you at all!" Hermione replied by swallowing 
Harry's glistening cock to the very base, she wanted to 
please him, and the last thing she wanted right now was for 
him to stop sucking her... it felt absolutely wonderful! 

She needn't have worried, since Harry had no intention of 
stopping. Hermione's tender pussy was the best he had ever 
tasted. She may be only sixteen, but her gorgeous cunt 
displayed all the promise of mature womanhood as it 
became increasingly flushed with heated arousal and wet 
with lustful, adolescent passions. Hermione moaned 
incessantly as she felt Harry's artful tongue lashing her 
feverish cuntflesh. It seemed to possess a life of it's own as it 
sliced repeatedly back and forth between her tightly- 
stretched cuntlips, the wriggily tip making frequent electric 
contact with her super-sensitive clit. 

Harry spread Hermione's pussylips with his thumbs and 
probed deeper, titillating the rosy-red inner folds of her cunt. 
He was avoiding sending his tongue directly into her 
fuckhole, and licked frustratingly all around it, keeping her 
in the edge with anticipation. When he finally fucked his 
tongue into her steaming cunthole, Hermione moaned 
loudly and ground her pussy onto his face, clamping Harry's 
head between her soft, creamy thighs. Harry held his breath 
and fucked his tongue in and out of his lover's open twat, 
plunging it deeper and deeper into her tight, juicy cunthole 
with every thrust. Hermione reacted by grinding her gaping 
hairless down onto the wizard's mouth, and sucking on his 
prick like crazy. 



Clinging to Hermione's squirming ass, his fingers squeezing 
the asscheeks, Harry sucked and licked hungrily. The juices 
of the witch's snatch dripped directly into his mouth, and he 
swallowed the warm, fragrant nectar with pleasure, 
savouring the fresh, unspoiled taste of her aroused, 
adolescent cunt. Her pussy tasted so fresh and pure and 
clean, so different to the gamey, well-fucked cunts of the 
other witches he got his tongue into. He twisted and twirled 
his tongue inside her satiny pussy, sucking at her rigid clit. 

Hermione jerked her juice-smeared mound up and down on 
Harry's face, rotating her hips so that his fast-moving lips 
and tongue came into searing contact with every inch of her 
exposed cunt, especially her quivering clit. She was very 
close to orgasm and she could tell it was going to be a good 
one. Suddenly, Hermione stiffened and pulled her mouth 
from Harry's cock. 

“Ohhhh, Ohhh, Harry! I'm gonna cummmml", she wailed, 
sitting back heavily on his face. 

She arched her back and threw back her head. Grabbing his 
huge, saliva-covered prick with both hands, she started 
pulling on it like crazy, jerking him off as a massive climax 
washed over her trembling body. 

“ARRGGHHHHHH! MAKE ME CUM, HARRY!... OOOOH, YOU 
GORGEOUS BASTARD!... MAKE ME COME!... " wailed 
Hermione, literally sitting on Harry's nuzzling face. "Ohhh! I 
WANNA CUM IN YOUR FACE... IN YOUR MOUTH!... SUCK IT 
UP, HARRY!... UHHHHHHH! UHHH! UHHH! GODDDDDDDDD! 
YESSSSSSSSSSS! EAT MEEEEEEEEEE!" 

She whipped her hot ass about, her tits jiggling. Harry' lips 
were wrapped around Hermione's tiny, pulsating clit, and his 



tongue flicked the hard bud until Hermione thought she 
would faint from sheer pleasure. 

With a shout of ecstasy, Hermione climaxed, her cunt 
contracting wildly about Harry's stiff tongue, the spasms 
sucking on it. Harry gripped Hermione's humping ass tightly, 
burying his face as deep as he could into her wide-spread 
snatch. The teenager's whole body quivered violently as she 
came, just knowing it was her bestfriend's mouth sucking 
her cunt to orgasm made it so wickedly exciting. She 
squealed with pleasure, grinding her pussy almost brutally 
onto Harry' face as hoarse obcenities spilled freely from her 
lips. 

"MERLIN SUCK ME HARRY! SUCK MY HOT FUCKIN' CUNT, 
BABY! OOOH, SHIT, Ohhh, I'M CUMMING! Ohhh!.. FUCK, AM I 
EVER CUMMMMING!... AHHHHH! SUCK IT! OH, HARRY I LOVE 
YOU SO MUCH! YESSSS! OHHHHHHH, YESSSSSSSS! 
AHHHHHHGGHH!" 

Harry grasped her bucking hips tightly, holding Hermione's 
cunt against his open lips as she filled his mouth with hot, 
sweet witchy-cum. Harry sucked it all up, grunting and 
swallowing like mad until Hermione ceased her wild pelvic 
thrusts, and the last of her juices dribbled into his hungry 
mouth. She moaned in blissful afterglow as Harry gently 
licked and sucked her pink, slimy cuntflesh until her swollen 
slit was squeeky clean. 

"Ooooh, Ohhh, Harry, that was fuckin' wonderful!", she 
gasped, trying to catch her breath. "I've never had my cunt 
sucked like that before!" 

"That good, huh?", panted Harry, licking his glistening, wet 
lips. 



“Ohhh, yes! I thought you were gonna suck my head right 
out through my cunt!” 

"Mmmmm, maybe next time! Right now I need a sucking 
myself!” 

”Oh, yeah!”, giggled Hermione, looking down at Harry' 
raging erection, twitching urgently between her fingers. 

All through her wild orgasm, Hermione had been tugging 
hard on Harry's cock. Now, she returned her tiny mouth to 
the shiny, purple shaft and sucked ravenously. In no time at 
all, Harry felt the jism rising rapidly in his swollen balls. He 
reached a hand up to her wide-stretched cunt and shoved a 
couple of fingers inside. 

"That's it, baby! Ohhh, what a tight mouth you've got! It 
feels just like a hot, wet cunt! Suck it, Mione! Suck your my 
big, hairy prick, you cock-hungry slut!”, grunted Harry, 
excited at talking to his sixteen-year-old bestfriend like a 
common whore. But, by the way she moaned and humped 
her cunt down at his drilling fingers, Harry knew that she 
loved it when he talked dirty to her. It turned them both on! 
"Wanna hear what your lover's gonna do to you, love?... 
Huh?” Hermione dared not remove her mouth from his cock, 
so she simply moaned and nodded her head. 

"Well, witch, after you suck me off. I'm gonna fuck your hot- 
pants cunt, 'til you scream for more... and maybe then, if 
you're real lucky, love. I'll screw you where you shit, too!” 

Hermione sucked hard on Harry's thick cock and began to 
moan, squirming uncontrollably as she listened to him 
describe her innermost fantasy. She couldn't wait to do all 
those things with him... and more! His long, stiff cock sliding 
in and out of her mouth, combined with his deeply probing 



fingers, began to rekindle the fires of lust deep within her 
twitching cunt. 

“You'd like that, wouldn't you baby?'', continued Harry. 
“You'd like your bestfriend to fuck your asshole, wouldn't 
you?" Hermione could only nod her head in total agreement. 

“I bet it's fuckin' tight in there too!'', he growled, sliding a 
wet, sticky finger up into her tiny anus. It disappeared up to 
the second knuckle in the witch's hot, buttery hole. 
“Mmmmm, tight alright!... and fuckin' hot!" 

Hermione groaned loudly around the wizard's cock as his 
finger began to rotate around inside her tight rectum. 
“Mmmmmmmffff! Ummmmmmmmmm!'' 

“You like that, don't you, love?'', asked Harry with a wicked 
grin. “How would you like to be fucked in both holes at the 
same time?" 

Hermione felt Harry's thumb enter her dripping cunt as 
another of his fingers slid past the tight, rosebud ring of her 
anus. She wanted to scream out. But not with pain... with 
pleasure... the hitherto undiscovered pleasure of anal 
penetration. 

“I can tell you like it, love, by the way your ass is bouncing 
around on my fuckin' hand. Ohhh, you're a hot cunt when 
you get worked up, Mione!" 

Hermione was indeed hot! Her cunt and ass felt like they 
were on fire! And it was obvious to Harry that Hermione 
couldn't get his fingers and thumb deep enough into her 
two holes. 

“How would you like to feel two cocks in there, love?'', asked 
Harry, not even waiting for a reply before continuing. “One 



fucking your hot, juicy cunt and the other stuffed up your 
sweet butthole.” 

Hermione almost bit Harry's prick with excitement as she 
listened to him describe the lurid sex act in graphic detail. 
Harry gave out a loud groan at the mixture of pleasure and 
pain caused by her sharp teeth scraping sensuously over his 
cockshaft. 

Hermione's wet lips on Harry's cock were rapidly having the 
desired effect, and soon Harry was humping his hips up at 
her hot mouth like mad, fucking the teen witch's face as 
hard as he dared. As Harry pushed more and more of his 
huge prick into Hermione's tight, velvety throat, Hermione 
seemed able to take every inch her well-hung bestfriend 
could give her. Soon, to his utter surprise and pleasure, 
Hermione's tightly-stretched lips were pressing hard against 
his wiry pubic hair with every lunge, her mouth filled with 
cock and sucking like crazy. 

"Ohhh, Mione! What a mouth! Ohhh, you can sure suck 
cock!" 

Hermione redoubled her efforts, trying to make Harry come, 
this time before she did, because his fingers and thumb 
were sending familiar sparks flashing throughout her groin 
area. The danger of being caught was making it all so much 
more exciting she mused. And the more she thought about 
being discovered by her mother or father, with her mouth 
around Harry's cock, the more it turned her on! 

"Oh, Ohhh! It's too much! I'm gonna come, love!", screamed 
Harry, as he felt a mighty orgasm peak suddenly in his loins. 
"Suck it out of me, Mione!... Suck the cum out of my prick 
with your hot mouth, you horny cunt!... Oh Ohhh, are you 



ever gonna get a mouthful! ARGHHHHHH! HERE IT COMES! 
TAKE IT YOU GORGEOUS BITCH!” 

Hermione grabbed Harry's big balls and squeezed hard as 
she felt the first hot squirts of his load hit the back of her 
throat. She gurgled and moaned around the hard, twitching 
shaft as it lurched powerfully in her mouth, gulping down 
the wizard's thick, creamy ejaculation as fast her mouth 
could swallow. She was like a wild animal, her head bobbing 
up and down as she heard the hoarse sounds of release that 
were coming from Harry's throat. 

"OOOOOOOHHHHHH! FUCK! Ohhh, DON'T STOP SUCKING!”, 
he screamed. "AHRRHHHHHHGGHHH! YESSSSSSSSS! SUCK 
IT HARD, BABY!” 

"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm!”, purred Hermione 
around his cock, deliciously turned on by having her lover 
pop his nuts in her mouth. 

Her firm tits were jiggling wildly, the erect nipples grazing 
firey trails over the heated flesh of Harry' belly as she 
bounced faster and faster, Harry's hand still working 
feverishly in the witch's crotch as it slithered madly around 
above his contorted face. Hermione came just as the last of 
her loving bestfriend's seed left the end of his throbbing 
prick. Her entire body rippled with ecstasy as she fucked 
back against his hand, coming down harder and harder on 
Harry's plunging fingers and thumb. Now it was Hermione's 
turn to scream as Harry brought her off with his hand, his 
fingers sawing deliciously against her ditty as they plunged 
in and out of her lust-swollen cunt. 

Harry felt Hermione's climaxing twat jerk and contract 
around his deeply buried fingers. Her hot anus grabbed his 



thumb in a tight, powerful grip as the witch raised and 
lowered her crotch on Harry's stiffly stabbing digits. 

"OOOOOOOOOOH, MERLINNNNNNNN 

HARRRRRRRRRRYYY!", she screamed, taking her mouth from 
his deflating cock. "I'M CUMMMMMING! OHHH, YEAHHH, 
SHOVE THOSE FINGERS UP THERE! MAKE ME CUM GOOD! 
OHHH, YOU SWEET, SWEET BASTARD! UNNNGGHHHHH!" 

Harry' long slender fingers were driving the beautiful 
sixteen-year-old wild, and soon the wizard felt a hot, slippery 
wetness cover his hand as Hermione came, her quivering 
pussy gushing a torrent of come into his palm. 

He wrenched his hand from her twin fuckholes and pulled 
the witch's still-twitching cunt against his lips, sucking and 
licking and tonguing her drooling gash until Hermione 
almost fainted from sheer pleasure. Within seconds, the 
carnal lovers were slumped against each other in a tangled, 
panting heap. Hermione was sprawled heavily on top of 
Harry with her cum-smeared mouth nuzzling his limp cock. 
Harry lay gasping for breath beneath her, occasionally 
stretching out his tongue to lick lazily at the last glistening 
droplets which dribbled obscenely from her gaping cuntslit. 

The two exhausted teens lay like that for some time until 
they finally regained their strength a little. Hermione was 
the first to move. She climbed off Harry and turned around, 
cuddling up beside him. 

"Ohhhh, Harry! I love you!", she whispered. 

"I love you too, Mione!", smiled Harry, hugging his lover to 
him. 


Hermione ran her fingers over Harry's naked body, stroking 
him lovingly. It wasn't long before her fingers curled around 



his soft cock. 


“Awww, Harry! It's gone soft already!", teased Hermione. "I 
though you wanted to fuck me... How can you fuck with a 
sausage like that?" 

Harry dragged his fingers through her slippery cuntslit and 
smiled at her. 

"Just keep talking that way and squeezing it, baby... and 
before you know it that 'sausage' will be nailing your 
precious ass to the goddamn bed." 

"Oooooooh! Promises... promises, lover!", giggled Hermione, 
sensuously rubbing her warm, slender body against him. 
Harry saw the look of desire on her face as she jacked him 
off with her tight fist. 

The wizard's cock grew rapidly under her fingers, as he 
thought of all the wonderfully dirty things he was going to 
do to his sexy sixteen-year-old bestfriend. Harry couldn't 
wait to get his cock into her tight, hot cunt and even tighter, 
hotter asshole. Soon Harry's prick stood proudly up from his 
belly, as hard as an iron bar... throbbing madly. 

"Not so any more is it, love?", asked Harry pushing the 
naked witch over onto her back. "Time to fuck, witch!" 

Hermione's legs flew wide open as Harry knelt between 
them, his long, hard dick in his hand. He looked down at her 
luscious cuntslit. Hermione's glazed eyes were fixed on 
Harry's formidable erection, the tip of which was pointed 
directly at her gaping cunt. She was beside herself with 
desire. All she wanted right now was him to bury that 
gorgeous thing as deeply into her hot, wet cunt as possible, 
and fuck the living daylights out of her! 



“Oooohhh Ohhh, yes!”, she cried. ”1 want your dick in my 
cunt, Harry! I want it so bad! Give me every fuckin' inch! 
Ohhh, I can't wait! Come on stick it into my pussy and fuck 
me to pieces. Fill me up with cock, Harry!” 

"Okay, you sexy cunt!”, grunted Harry, grabbing his hot- 
assed bestfriend by the hips. "Your lover's gonna fuck you 
like you've never been fucked before, witch! Yeah... you're 
gonna feel this fuckin' thing all the way up to your fuckin' 
throat, sweetheart!” 

With a mighty heave, Harry lifted the witch's hips up clear 
off the bed and stuffed a pillow under her perfect ass. 
Hermione lay back and spread her creamy thighs wide. 

Using the fingers of both hands, she pulled apart the juicy, 
pink lips of her narrow slit, wantonly offering her open twat 
to her fifthteen-year-old bestfriend. Harry gasped with 
delight at the shameless sight and lunged forwards. He fell 
over her, and held himself poised above her naked body 
with one arm, the other gripped his cock as he guided his 
huge hard-on into place against Hermione's hot, gaping sex. 

Hermione mewled softly as she felt the head of Harry's big 
prick press into the wet heat of her cuntslit. All she could 
think about was the anticipation of his cock. She was dying 
to have his cock shoved inside her. Hermione's hands went 
to Harry's naked ass, gripping his strong, flexing buttocks 
with urgent need. With guttural moans, she urged him on. 

"Oh, Ohhh! Put it in, Harry!... Ram it up my cunt and fuck 
me!... Oh, please fuck me! Ooooh, I'm so fuckin' hot. I can't 
wait!... Do it nowwww!” 

And Harry did! Stimulated by the witch's moans and cries of 
need, he lunged forwards and with one smooth, powerful 



stroke, rammed the entire length of his hard cock between 
the witch's sweetly parted cuntlips. 

“You're gonna like this, Mione!'', boasted Harry. I'm gonna 
give it to you all the way!" 

“Ohhh, Harry! It's so big!'', whimpered Hermione, grinding 
her mound up at the base of his cock . “Mmmmm! I can feel 
your hot balls on my ass. Ohhh, I'm fucking my bestfriend!... 
Wild!... Ooooh, your prick is so big and so deep inside my 
poor pussy!... Ouuuh, move it in me Harry! Fuck me and 
come in me! I wanna feel your stuff squirt in my cunt!" 

Hermione groaned aloud as Harry moved his cock slowly in 
and out of her velvety pussy, the huge shaft stretching and 
filling her pink fuckhole to the very limit. Harry couldn't 
believe how tight her wet cunt was even after all this times. 
He had fucked her so many times before, but she was as 
tight as ever. 

Harry held her tightly and began to fuck her in earnest, 
almost crushing her frame in his muscular arms as he 
pounded his prick into her willing snatch. Hermione 
whimpered and panted beneath him as she bucked her cunt 
up to meet his powerful downward lunges, fucking the 
wizard right back with everything she had. Her bestfriend's 
hold on her was so tight and her excitement so intense, 
Hermione could hardly breathe, but her twat was filled with 
cock and that was all that mattered to her pleasure-muddled 
brain right now. 

Harry plunged his throbbing prick diligently in and out of 
Hermione's clasping cunt, the grunting sounds she was 
making driving him crazy. Her hands clutched the straining 
cheeks of his ass, trying to force his lengthy prick deeper 
into her hungry snatch. Hermione didn't realize it then, but 



she was rapidly becoming hooked on sex, especially with 
him, and wanted every last, solid inch of cock her handsome 
bestfriend could give her. 

“Fuck me, you big stud! Ohhhhhhh! Fuck me hard!... Ohhh, I 
can't get enough of your cock! Ohhhhh! Ahhhhhh! Ohhh, I 
love to fuck!... don't you, Harry?'' 

“You better believe it, baby... Uhhh! Uhhhhhh!'', panted 
Harry, “...fucking is my favourite pastime... Uhhhh! Ohhh, I 
love tight, pussies!" 

“Mmmmmmmm, and I love long, hard cocks, so it looks like 
we were made for each other, lover!" 

“Yeah! Oh, yeah, me too, love, tight pussy's that is!" 

Hermione hunched her hips up at his imbedded cock. “Well, 
dear bestfriend...", she smiled. “Let's fuck up a storm... 
fucking me that is!" 

Grinning lewdly, Harry gave her a couple of quick jabs 
before setting down into a slow, satisfying rhythm... fucking 
his sexy lover with long, deep, penetrating strokes. Oh 
Ohhh, he's good, Hermione thought. What a lusty fucker he 
was! And what a lucky witch she was to have a horny stud 
like Harry for a bestfriend. He fucked like a dream! Just what 
the doctor ordered. 

With burning desire, Harry ground his cock into Hermione's 
hot, juicy cuntal-sheath, moaning with pleasure as her tight 
hole massaged his cock, holding him deep inside her cunt 
with a strong, vice-like grip. His hands went under her 
asscheeks, spreading them wide, making her trembling 
thighs part more widely than she thought was physically 
possible. Then, as her ass squirmed wildly, Harry began to 
fuck Hermione even harder... in and out, in and out, back 



and forth, faster, faster, in and out, ramming his cock deep 
into her clutching, quaking pussy. Her cunt sucked at him, 
drawing him in deep... deeper... and when it slammed into 
the bottom of her cunt, she still begged for more, pleading 
with him to give her more. 

They rocked and writhed, locked together like rutting 
animals, fucking each other as only a two real lovers can. 
Hermione sensed an orgasm approaching rapidly as Harry 
continued to pound her upthrust pussy with powerful 
strokes of his strong cock. It felt even better than when he 
had sucked her clit before. This time her cunt was packed to 
the hilt with hard, thick cockmeat and Harry's heavy, sperm- 
filled balls were smacking hard against the crease of her ass. 

The wonderful sensation that had overcome her so quickly 
when he had licked and sucked her tingling clit was upon 
her once more. It swept her breath away and her reason with 
it. Her conscious mind was dragged into the whirlpool of her 
orgasm as it burst upon her body like a runaway freight 
train. Harry felt her whole body stiffen and shudder under 
him as Hermione's cunt-muscles squeezed the life out of his 
deeply imbedded prick. Although amazed at how easily she 
seemed to climax, Harry was pleased as well. It meant that 
his lusty lover would have multiple orgasms before his own 
climax was even close... it gave him an exciting feeling of 
power. 

"That's it Mione! Come for your lover, baby!... Cornel... 
Come!... Come!...", grunted Harry, accentuating each word 
with a stab of his prick into her cunt. His fingers dug deep 
into Hermione's asscheeks, leaving livid, red marks in their 
wake, but Hermione was past feeling pain, she was utterly 
lost in the throes of a wonderfully intense climax. Hermione 
squealed loudly and thrust her twat eagerly up at Harry's 
pounding cock, mouthing obcenities as she came. The 



friction of his thick shaft slicing in and out of her hole sent 
waves of ecstatic tremors hurtling through her tense body. 


"AHHHHHH! OOOOOOH, MERLIN! FUCK! FUUUUUUUUUCK! 
I'M CUMMMMMMING! OHHHH, HARRY, FUCK ME HARD... 
FUCK ME AS HARD AS YOU CAN!... 
UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" 

“Oooooh, yes, baby, I can feel it!", gasped Harry, nailing her 
thrashing ass to the bed with each stroke. "Come on my 
cock, Mione! COME !" 

He fucked in and out frantically, the tightly stretched ring of 
Hermione's cuntlips clutched at his cock in wild spasms, it 
felt like a hot, oiled fist was pumping savagely up and down 
the whole length of his prick. Even after Hermione's spasms 
ceased, and her cunt began to relax a bit, Harry kept fucking 
her... slow and easy. Since he hadn't come yet, his virile 
cock still as big and as hard as ever... a fact that his sexy 
lover soon noticed. 

"Ooooooooooooh, lover boy, you're still nice and hard!", said 
Hermione with more than a delight in her husky voice. 
"Mmmmmmm! And by the feel of that, I bet it's not gonna 
go down in a hurry... am I right?" 

"Don't worry, love...", said Harry, doing a reasonable good 
impersonation of John Wayne, "...the way I feel right now, I 
could ride your sweet ass all damn afternoon!... Mmmmm, 
speaking of riding just gave me good an idea. How would 
you like to ride my pony for a while, lady?" 

"Oh, I don't know, mister... ", smiled Hermione. "... does it 
buck a lot?" 

"Yep!... sure does, mam! Best bucker in the whole goddamn 
state" 



“Oooooooh! In that case, let me on it, quick!” 


Hermione pushed Harry onto the bed beside her and wasted 
no time in straddling his hips. His throbbing cock stood up 
hard and erect, like a thick, red flagpole jutting from the 
tangle of dark pubic hair between his strong, muscular 
thighs. Harry reached up and squeezed Hermione's firm 
titties as she carefully positioned her juicy, gaping slit 
directly above his prick. Trembling with an uncontrollable 
lust, Hermione wrapped her fingers around Harry's blood- 
engorged cock and pulled the long, thick shaft up between 
her wide-open thighs, at the same time lowering her shapely 
hips until the tip of his cock came into sizzling contact with 
the slippery hotness of her juice-filled slit. 

Harry groaned as he felt Hermione's tight pussylips surround 
the head of his prick, and watched in awe as the witch 
shamelessly began to rub the large, purple knob up and 
down between the slippery, pink lips of her sweet slit. 

"Oh, Shit, Harry!”, whimpered Hermione, as she writhed 
above him, allowing just tip of the wizard's cock to enter her 
narrow slit. "Ohhh, that feels nice!” 

With her eyes closed and her head flung back, Hermione 
used her bestfriend's erect cock like a living dildoe, 
dragging his fat, swollen cockhead through her cuntslit from 
top to bottom, exciting her already excited twat to the very 
peak of sexual arousal. Her beautiful body was jerking with 
naked desire as she felt Harry's hands grasp her slender hips 
and try to pull her cunt further onto his eager cock. 

Harry was tired of being teased by his lover, he wanted to 
fuck! He couldn't wait to thrust his twitching cock up 
between her slim thighs and ram it once more into the 
deliciously wet heat of the witch's tight twat. 



“Come on, love! Sit on it!", urged Harry, pulling down on her 
hips. “Sit down on my prick, baby, and I'll give you the ride 
of your fuckin' life!" 

Hermione looked down at him through sex-glazed eyes. He 
looked so handsome and appealing. Her wonderful 
bestfriend had given her so much pleasure already... how 
could she refuse him? She felt obligated to give him 
anything he desired, and right now, what the wizard desired 
was quite obvious! 

Hermione hunched forwards, lowering her cunt over his 
prick. Harry moaned deep in his throat as his lover's cunt 
opened like a succulent, pink flower around the bulging 
head of his cock. The wizard watched in awe as her cuntlips 
parted to admit his massive organ, lifting his hips eagerly as 
the thick shaft disappeared inch by inch into her slowly 
descending slit. Harry pulled Hermione forward and kissed 
her deeply, the hot, slippery feeling of her tight, twat sliding 
down the length of his cock, and her hard tits rubbing 
against his chest was driving him wild. Her cunt was still 
incredibly tight, but well-lubricated with her copious 
spendings. 

“Ohhhh, Harry, your cock's so fucking big and hard," 
Hermione whispered as she continued lowering her juicy 
snatch. “Ohhh, it feels like a goddamn baseball bat goin' up 
my cunt! Mmmmmmmmmmmmm, but it feels soooo 
gooooood!" 

“Well baby, if it's any consolation, your tight twat feels 
mighty good around my cock too!" 

“I'm not finished yet, lover.'', grinned Hermione. 

She began to squirm shamelessly around on his boner, 
trying to get more and more of his big, beautiful cock into 



her insatiable fuck-hole. Soon, the entire length of Harry's 
hard meat was deeply embedded in her deliciously 
stretched cunt. It was so deep inside her that Hermione 
could feel his big purple knob throbbing way up inside her 
heaving belly. 

“Ok, love...", she smiled, once she'd caught her breath. "... 
now let's really fuck!" 

With her knees folded on either side of his hips, Hermione 
began to move up and down over Harry's cock, pressing her 
rock hard nipples into his mouth. 

“Oooooh, Ohhh, Harry! I love fucking you!'', whimpered 
Hermione, grinding her cunt down onto Harry's lurching 
cock. “I love that big, hard prick!" 

The lewd sounds of her slippery juices squishing out around 
his plunging cock seemed to further excite the witch. With 
her head thrown back and her half-closed eyes burning with 
passion, Hermione long brown hair was cascading down her 
naked back. 

“Ummmmmm! What a cunt! What a tight, juicy cunt you've 
got, Mione!" 

“Oh, yes! Yesss... and your big, hard cock is fucking it so 
wonderfully!" 

Grasping Hermione's naked buttocks in his palms, Harry 
started bouncing the witch up and down on his lurching tool. 
He looked down between their sweaty bodies and watched 
excitedly as his cock slid in and out of her lust-swollen sex. 
Harry gasped as he watched Hermione's hot pussylips 
sucking and clinging wetly to his glistening shaft. He bucked 
upwards, plunging his thick hard-on deeply into Hermione's 
receptive fuckhole with ever increasing speed. 



“Oh, Fuck! You sweet cunt!", grunted Harry as Hermione 
began to bounce wildly up and down on his impaling prick. 
“Uhhhhh, that's the way to screw!" 

Their two naked bodies lurched crazily on the rocking 
waterbed, aware of nothing but their depraved lust for each 
other. Harry clutched at Hermione's jiggling buttocks, 
squeezing and massaging the firm globes of flesh with wild 
abandon as he rammed his cock up into her clasping cunt 
with pile-driver force. Hermione suddenly felt Harry's middle 
finger lightly probing the tight, puckered ring of her asshole. 

“Uuuuhhhh, yes! Do it, Harry!" she squealed with 
excitement. “Stick your finger up my ass again!" 

Harry obeyed instantly, and Hermione shrieked with both 
pain and ecstasy as Harry's thick finger suddenly drilled all 
the way up to the palm of his hand in her tight, buttery 
shitter. The erotic joy of his finger swirling around in her 
quivering bunghole while his prick fucked her cunt, was 
driving the horny witch wild. 

“Eeeeeeghhhhhh! Oh! Fuck me, Harry! Fuck me in both 
holes at once!" Hermione was whimpering as she rotated her 
tingly ass around and around on Harry's indecently 
embedded finger. “Fuck my cunt and my asshole!" 

“I am fucking you, love!", grunted Harry, jabbing his prick 
up into her cunt as hard as he could. “Ohhh, witch, if I fuck 
you any harder, my dick's gonna be pokin' out of your 
goddamn mouth!" 

“Mmmmmm, Ohhh! it feels like it would too, you big 
beautiful bastard!" 

With his finger rammed all the way up her butt, Harry 
watched his cock disappearing in and out of Hermione's 



tight, juicy quim. Each time the thick shaft came out, 
Hermione's pink cuntlips pulled out around it, and clasped 
his retreating cock like a hungry, sucking mouth, only to be 
rammed violently back in again as his pistoning organ re¬ 
entered her hot, quivering fuckhole. 

Harry had his gaze fixed on their joined genitals, and he 
stared with mounting lust as Hermione's hot, sticky cunt- 
juices dribbled down his glistening prick and covered his 
swelling balls. Harry had never seen such a thrilling sight as 
Hermione's soft, plump cunt sliding lewdly up and down 
over his erect cock... nor had he felt anything so tight or so 
hot clamped around his pecker before... never in his wildest 
dreams. It was heaven... pure fuckin' heaven! 

He watched the sixteen-year-old's tits bounce as his horny 
lover impaled herself repeatedly on his upthrust prick. She 
bobbed up and down on him like a sex-crazed robot, her 
eyes closed tight, her hands on his shoulders for support. All 
the time, her frothy pussy was bumping and grinding on 
Harry's thrusting cock, her cunt-muscles gripping his prick 
like a vice. The room echoed with the sounds of flesh against 
flesh as bestfriends and lovers continued their energetic 
fuck. 

She sure was one hot-assed fucker, Harry thought with a wry 
smile, and judging by the way she was throwing her cock- 
hungry twat at him, he sure made a very good thing when 
he fucked her the first time back in the winter break. That 
sure was a hot break. 

Hermione was squirming and whimpering like a wounded 
animal. Her lover's frantically thrusting prick was really 
hitting the spot... her tiny swollen ditty to be precise. The 
base of his cock squashed and rubbed the sensitive bud in 



just the right way, and within seconds, the hotly aroused 
witch was once more in the throes of a thundering orgasm. 

“Oh, Ohhh! Ohhh! Fuck me, Harry! I'm coming again!", she 
cried, covering Harry's parted lips with her hot, open mouth. 

Harry's burning cock and plunging finger had set the witch's 
crotch on fire and now, her ecstasy reached an intensity she 
had never experienced before, something very new to her. 
She wished she had another Harry, so she could get him to 
fuck her too. Maybe at the same time... one cock fucking her 
insatiable cunt while the other fucked her hot ass. 
Hermione's brain filled with wanton, images as she came, 
again and again and again. 

“ARGHHHHHH! OHHHHHHHHH, FUCK! YESSSSS, HARRRRRY! 
YESSSSS!" 

Hot juices gushed out of the Hermione's spasming cunt, 
bathing Harry's throbbing, lurching prick with a torrent of 
clear, fragrant girl-cum. Harry had been trying desperately 
to hold back his own climax, but as soon as he felt the 
contractions of Hermione's quivering cunt squeezing and 
nibbling at his cock, the wizard knew he couldn't hold out 
any longer. Just the thought of filling Hermione's hot twat 
with cum was enough to blow his mind... it was all Harry 
needed to push him over the edge. 

“Uhhhhhhhhhh! Shit!", he grunted, jamming his twitching 
cock deep up inside her cunt. “Here it comes, Mione!... I'm 
cumming!.. Take it, baby!... Take it all!" 

“Oh, Ohhh!.. Ohhh, Harry!", sobbed Hermione as she felt 
Harry's cock jerk and swell within her pulsating cunt. It 
suddenly felt twice the size it had before, and she was 
certain it was going to split her pussy in two. 



The unbelievable pressure of his big rod was almost more 
than the witch could stand, but when she felt the first spurt 
of Harry's hot, thick jizz gushing into her fuck-hole, 

Hermione exploded into another wild convulsing orgasm. 

"OHHH, HARRY! YESSS, COME IN ME! SHOOT YOUR HOT 
STUFF UP MY CUNT, BABY!", she squealed, as Harry's mighty 
ejaculation jetted from the end of his deeply buried cock. 
"UHHHHH, I'M COMING! I'M COMMMMIIIINNNNGGGG 
TOOOOOOOO!" 

Screaming hysterically, Hermione's body bucked like crazy 
as she ground her hot, clasping twat around the base of his 
furiously spurting dick. She fell forward and pressed her 
mouth hotly over his, kissing Harry passionately while his 
big, throbbing cock pumped her cunt full of his thick, 
creamy, incestuous sperm. 

"Oh, Harry!", she whispered as he held her in his arms a few 
moments later. "That was the best ever!" 

"It sure was, love!", he grinned, slipping a finger into her 
juicy slit. She held onto his cock like she was afraid it was 
going to escape, stroking the sticky, semi-hard shaft 
lovingly. 

"How long before you can get this thing up again, love?" 
said Hermione, feeling the wizard's limp cock begin to stir 
again under the urgent manipulations of her fingers. 

"In a hurry to get fucked again, Mione?", asked Harry, 
smiling broadly. 

"You bet!" replied Hermione, hunching her reawakening 
cuntmound onto his deeply drilling finger. "You said we 
could fuck all afternoon, didn't you?" 



“I sure did, love!”, he replied, pushing her head down to his 
crotch, "but if you want some more, you're gonna have to 
work for it, ok?” 

Hermione knew exactly what was expected of her, and 
without another word, the horny witch opened her hot, wet 
mouth and swallowed his half-hard cock whole, sucking and 
chewing like crazy. 

"That's it, love! Suck my cock real good!”, moaned Harry, 
rubbing his fingers into the witch's juice-filled slit. "Get it 
nice and hard for me, baby!... 'Cause once you do, honey. 

I'm gonna roll you over and screw your hot asshole till you 
fuckin' faint!” 

Hermione sucked greedily. Her crinkled anus was the only 
hole in her excited body that had not yet felt the pleasure of 
Harry's big cock, and she quivered with lust at the very 
thought... she couldn't wait! 

Once Harry' prick was sufficiently hard, he tossed his lover 
onto her stomach and lifted her ass up off the bed, 
spreading her legs wide apart. Her pink anus was fully 
exposed, and Harry wasted no time in fitting the tip of his 
cock to the tiny, puckered opening. 

"Oooh, do it, baby!... Put it in and fuck me hard!”, squealed 
Hermione with a smouldering look over her shoulder. "I 
wanna feel your cock in my ass now!” Harry hunched 
forward, pulling Hermione's hips backwards at the same 
time, and to his surprise, his cock slid into her buttery 
rectum with unbelievable ease. 

"Arhhhhhhh! Oh, Ohhh yessssssss, Harrry! Mmmmmmm, 
baby, it feels so fuckin' good!”, gasped Hermione raising her 
butt up in the air. "Now, fuck me hard, love... I can take it!” 



By the way she was moaning and wiggling her ass around on 
his deeply embedded cock, Harry was certain she could take 
it alright. Instantly, he began to fuck his cock in and out of 
her, savouring the delicious feeling of Hermione's hot, 
clasping asshole gripping his plunging prick. 

“Ohhhhhh, love!”, he groaned. ”Ohhh, that's fuckin' tight, 
baby!” 

"Uhhhhhhh! Tightest ass in the world, love!” 

"I believe you, Mione!”, said Harry, increasing the speed of 
his cock stabs. 

"Mmmmmm, Harry! That's nice!... Ohhh, play with my cunt 
at the same time!” 

Reaching down under her belly, the wizard slid two fingers 
into Hermione's pussy, and began finger-fucking her 
drooling slit in time with the deep anal strokes of his big 
prick. 

For what seemed like ages, Harry fucked his squirming 
bestfriend hard and fast, giving it to the horny witch in both 
tightly stretched holes at once, until finally she could no 
longer stand the intense pleasure washing over her body. 

"Ahhhhhgggghhhhhhh! I'm gonna come! I'm gonna come!”, 
screamed Hermione, grinding her frothy cunt against Harry's 
slicing fingers. Becoming extremely excited by Hermione's 
screams and moans of lust, Harry rammed his cock into her 
slurping asshole until his bushy groin slammed against the 
cheeks of her ass with each thrust, making her slender 
frame jolt violently. 


"Ooooooh, I'm almost there, Harry! Rub my clit! Pinch it, 
love!”, gasped Hermione, unashamed about telling her 



horny bestfriend exactly what she wanted. Harry knew his 
own orgasm wasn't far away either and increased the speed 
of his ass-fucking so that he could climax with her. 

"Come with me, love!", he grunted, stabbing his fingers into 
her cunt like crazy. "I'm gonna blow any second!" 

Hermione felt fireworks bursting inside her as Harry pumped 
her squirming ass full of boiling cum, and rubbed her clit 
hard and fast. She felt her belly filling with his thick, creamy 
jism, felt it dripping out of her tightly stretched asshole and 
running down her thighs. 

She reached between her legs and squeezed Harry's balls as 
the last few shots of his cum squirted into her asshole. 
Exhausted, the pair flopped forwards onto the bed and lay 
panting in each others arms. Harry kissed Hermione hotly, 
and Hermione eagerly returned his deep tongue-kiss with a 
passion that soon had them both panting for breath... 


Chapter 16 - And the Next Day Sure was Crazy (Harry/Mrs 
Granger) 

Emma Granger was having a very sexy dream and she was 
dreaming about her handsome lover, Harry. She could see 
herself bending over the side of a table and Harry pumping 
his cock into her firm round behind...but the dream she was 
having would soon become reality. 

Emma woke up, turning off the alarm clock as it buzzed into 
her ear. It was half past seven and today, like the rest of the 
week, she was staying home from the dentistry practice she 
and her husband were having and could afford to lie in till 
after nine. The other side of the bed was empty. Her 
husband was getting ready to go to work. He'd got up before 
the alarm and she could hear him humming to himself, as he 




usually did while he was shaving. Emma just lay there 
thinking over what she had to do that day, then she 
remembered, had it been a dream? Had she really fucked 
Harry here on this very bed? Not just once... She 
remembered the taste of his long cock as she sucked him 
off, and the way his cockhead had rubbed against the roof of 
her mouth, and then the taste of his salty cum as he'd 
ejaculated. 

"Mmmmmmm" she gasped, pushing her index finger further 
in through her pussy folds and into her tight, hot cunt, 
images of Harry's body shooting through her mind. 

She heard the sink empty in the bathroom as her husband 
finished shaving. 

“You awake yet Emma?" Her husband asked 

“Just about" she replied, she moved another finger inside 
herself, arching her back and throwing back her head as the 
sexy sensations poured over her body. 

“I'm just gonna take a shower" her husband said and Emma 
heard the shower go on and the water hitting the shower 
cubicle floor was quite noisy. 

Stop playing with yourself, her concious spoke up. 

Wait! What was she doing? It said. She'd had a nice dream, 
now get over, it demanded. She took her fingers out from 
her pussy, letting out a little sigh as she did. She rolled over 
onto her chest, her fine breasts flattened against the 
mattress. She relaxed, again trying to think about what she 
had to do today, trying to block out the images of Harry's 
hard dick, but again she couldn't stop herself. She pushed 
her hand underneath herself and rubbed on her pussy and 



she was now quite worked up. Her body was getting real 
horny. 

“Mrs Granger, you awake?” It was Harry. He knocked lightly 
on the door. Emma froze. Christ! Would she be able to look 
him in the eye after the naughty thoughts she'd had about 
him? 

"Yes Harry, what did you want?” Emma replied. Her pulse 
quickened slightly as she thought of Harry standing at the 
door while she rubbed on her pussy in here. It was only a 
sexy dream she told herself, everybody has them, even 
horny women like her. 

"Could I come in?” Harry asked. 

Before she could answer, Harry opened the door. He was 
wearing some running shorts and a white vest. His hair was 
all wet and pressed against his forehead, beads of sweat 
dripping from his chin down onto the vest, which was also 
wet across the front. He looked like he'd been out for a 
morning jog or something, but she'd never seen him doing it 
before since he was staying here. Hermione sure did it 
almost with regularity since coming home on vacantion and 
since Harry was here, not so much. They, or only he, maybe 
went this morning. 

Harry shut the bedroom door behind him. The room was 
quite dark with the curtains still closed, but a fraction of 
light slipped through, shining on the bed. He could just see 
Hermione's mother lying under the sheets and she looked as 
though she was lying on her chest. He walked over to the 
curtains, opening them to reveal bright morning sunshine. 

Emma turned over onto her front, pulling the covers of the 
duvet up around herself, barely keeping her head above the 
top. For some reason she felt slightly embarrased becuase 



she was completly naked while Harry was in the same room, 
but after what happened in the past ouple of day, he 
shouldn't. She looked down the duvet, all that was sticking 
out was her foot from the bottom of the bed. 

Emma heard her husband, sing louder in the shower. 

"Daniel taking a shower?" 

"Yes!" she replied, her eyes taking in Harry's bulging biceps. 
He sure was looking good, thought Emma. 

"Well then, my bestfriend's mother all alone in this big 
double bed, I heard you moaning before I knocked. Thinking 
about my cock again?" he smiled very wickedly looking at 
his bestfriend's mother with hungry, horny eyes. 

"Oh my god, again Harry?... no... no... not now...Harry, No!" 
she said when she saw his eyes, knowing by instinct what he 
had in mind. 

Harry had grabbed hold of the corner of the duvet and was 
pulling it towards him. The sheet started sliding down off her 
very naked body. Emma tried to hang onto the duvet, but 
Harry was too strong and ripped it from her grasp, dropping 
it on the floor by the bed. 

Harry looked over her delicious body, her round, full breasts 
looked like they belonged to a woman of twentone, not 
thirtyeight. Her hips were quite large, which just made her 
waist look even smaller than it was. He looked down at her 
bush. The dark black hair was trimmed around the edges 
into a diamond shape. Her legs were spread slightly and he 
could see her pussy lips. They looked quite large, hanging 
down between her thighs, a dark pink in colour. Her full, 
tanned thighs were smooth and toned from exercise. 



Emma saw Harry looking over her body, studying her every 
curve. She should have called out for Daniel because she 
could still hear him singing in the shower, some stupid pop 
song he'd heard, but she didn't. From the same reason she 
didn't do it yesterday morning. Every thing was much to 
exciting. 

Harry came over to the bed and sat on the edge, right next 
to his naked bestfriend's mother. She had't moved at all, her 
arms lay by her sides, her breast's jiggled slightly as she 
started breathing hard from a mixture of fear and 
excitement. He placed his hand on her tummy and started to 
move his fingers slightly, just rubbing them in small circles 
on her skin, feeling her breath in and out. 

His touching her sent what felt like electrical charges 
running through her. Her pulse increased even more and she 
opened her full, pouty lips as she started to breath harder. 

“Are you in need of another good fuck?" Harry questioned. 

He began to move his hand up her flat stomach, pressing his 
fingers into her smooth skin, moving his hand up towards 
her breasts. 

Harry sure was pushing all the right buttons, his touch was 
setting her pussy on fire. He stopped his hand just below her 
right breast and moved a finger up onto it, tracing a small 
mole she had just below her nipple. 

“Mmmmmm!''. Emma moaned out, Harry's finger rubbing on 
her breast cuased her to arch her back, pushing her body 
upwards as another sexual sensation ran through her. 

“Was that a yes?" he said, moving his fingers up onto her 
nipple now, teasing it between his thumb and forefinger. He 
moved his other hand to the inside of her smooth thigh 



nearest him, again rubbing his fingers in small circular 
motions. 


“Uuuugghh!'' was all Emma could say in reply to his 
question. She felt him work her nipple with his fingers. The 
pleasure was intense and she was getting very excited now. 
The thought of Harry doing this to her again made her pussy 
juices flow. 

Harry moved his hand further up her thigh, his fingers 
coming into contact with her black, wiry bush. He traced his 
fingers round the edge, feeling the heat coming from 
between her legs. He bent over her naked, sexy body and 
licked her left nipple with his tongue, while still teasing her 
right with his fingers. 

“Yes...Yessssss! Fuck Me!...I want you to fuuuccckkk me!” 
Emma screamed when Harry's wet tongue runned over her 
sensitive nipple. Had she ever felt this horny before? She 
did't think so, her pussy was dribbling with anticipation, 
eager for Harry to fill her with his massive cock and to fuck 
her wildly. 

Emma heard the shower go off in the bathroom, but still, she 
lay there letting Harry have his way with her body. 

”Harry...my...Ohh!...my husbnd is going to be in..Uuhhh! 
Here any second!” she whispered scared her husband might 
hear her. 

"Well I'm not going. I'm going to fuck you right here. He can 
watch if he wants!” Harry said defiantly. 

"No...we can't...no plea-ahhhh..se stop!” Emma begged 
Harry, Daniel would be out any second. What would he do if 
he was confronted with this sight? 



Harry had traced his finger round Emma's entire pussy bush. 
Now he pushed his hand up further, through the dense hairs, 
using his thumb and index finger to spread her pussy lips 
wide. He started to push his forefinger into Emma's wet, hot 
cunt. He felt her pussy spasming, the muscles tightening a 
bit then releasing and moved his finger in deeper trying to 
locate the small nub of her clit. 

Emma's hips jerked off the bed, as Harry pushed his thick, 
long finger deep into her pussy. She dropped her head back, 
leaning against the headboard, closing her eyes tight as the 
pleasure took hold. 

"Honey, will you remember to get some toothpaste if you go 
to the supermarket! We're nearly out!" Daniel shouted out 
from in the bathroom, brushing his teeth was the last thing 
he did before he came back into the bedroom to get 
changed for work! 

"Yesssss... " Emma said trying to keep her voice normal, as 
she started to push her body back and forth onto Harry's 
finger deep inserted in her pussy. 

"Harry no more please!" Emma murmured. 

"I'm not going!" Harry replied. 

Emma panicked. If Harry was't going to leave, she'd have to. 
She just couldn't let her husband see them doing this. She 
leaned up off the headboard and pushed Harry back off the 
bed and onto the floor, then she jumped from the bed and 
ran out the bedroom door and down the hallway. Her firm ass 
cheeks were bouncing up and down in time with her jiggling 
breasts as she fled down the stairs. She'd have to get some 
clothes from the laundry room before her husband or her 
daughter asked her what she was doing running around the 
house naked. 



Harry got up off the bedroom floor and followed Emma. 


Emma made it to the laundry room. A pile of her clothes 
were stacked up on top off the drier in the corner waiting to 
be ironed. She was just picking out a t-shirt when she felt 
some hands grab her hips, then she felt something hard 
pressing into her naked ass cheeks. One of the hands moved 
there way from her hip and round towards her pussy. The 
other hand moved off her hip and was brushed along her 
spine towards her neck, her black, long, wavy hair pushed to 
one side and then she felt hot, wet lips kissing her on the 
back of the neck. She liked that alot! The stimulation was 
getting her hot again. 

“Mmmmmm!” Emma groaned. 

“I think it's time for another fucking, Mrs Granger!" Harry 
said into her ear. 

"Yes...fuck me...Oohhh...right now baby!" she demanded. 

Daniel stepped from the bathroom into the bedroom. His 
wife had gone, probably making some breakfast. He saw the 
duvet lying at the bottom of the bed. She could have at 
least made the bed before she went, he thought. He picked 
it up and brushed it down, dropping it on the bed, then he 
turned to the wardrobe to decide which suit to wear to work. 

If anybody had ever told Emma Granger she'd one day go 
through something like this in two mornings in a row, she'd 
have laughed. But here she was. Harry Potter, her daughter's 
bestfriend was rubbing his long fingers in and around her 
pussy, making her shiver with delight. Of course she hadn't 
actually let him jump her bones yet, but she was about to. 

Emma dropped the t-shirt she was holding onto the floor as 
Harry started to work on her body. He sure seemed to know 



exactly what he was doing... which surprised Emma. After 
that first time, she had assumed that she had taken his 
virginty, but after what he did yestarday morning with her 
and the way he was touching her and where to touch her, 
particulary the way he was slowly rubbing her pussy, 
making her juices flow showed, he was obviously quite 
experienced. Very experienced. Again she asked her self 
what the fuck did they teach at that school he and Hermione 
go. Oh, no... Hermione? 

But the thought has passed just as it came to her mind, 
because Harry was doing real magic with her body. 
“Mmmmm! You Got it!” Emma squealed because Harry had 
rubbed his finger over her swollen clit. 

The erotic sensations as he rubbed it again, led straight to 
her brain, as the force of her hidden desire rose to the 
surface. Her legs shook again as Harry started to rub on her 
clit in small circles, slowly at first then he became gradually 
faster, and faster. 

Emma leaned forward, moving her legs apart. The tumble 
drier was directly in front of her and she placed her hands on 
the edge. Bending her legs slightly, she lifted her sexy, pink 
ass high into the air and pushed back onto Harry's cock as it 
strained against his shorts. She rubbed her bottom slowly 
against the hot, stiff bulge pressing in between her butt 
cheeks. 

"Oh my! You feel like your ready to go!” Emma gasped. 

Harry's cock was rock hard. He was almost in pain as his big 
tool pushed hard through his thin shorts, as his horny lover 
moved her ass from side to side against it. 

Since he'd ripped the sheets from her bed and looked down 
upon her sweet, hot body he'd had a full-on erection, and 



now here he was, Emma offering herself on a plate to him, 
teasing his cock with her ass. He placed his hands firmly on 
her sexy ass. Bending down he ran his tongue from the small 
of her back down over the slope of her ass cheeks and then 
pushed his hot, wet tongue in between them, probing her 
crevice. 

“Mmmmm...please...Uhh..stop teasing me...I 
ne..Ohhhhh!..need you insideeee me!” Emma screamed. 
Harry was pulling open her ass cheeks firmly and again his 
tongue pushed between her firm ass cheeks, the tip 
brushing her small, pink asshole. 

"Fucccckkkkme now!” she ordered. 

How could Harry refuse this cock-hungry mother of his 
bestfriend? 

He took his hands away from her body, and pulled his shorts 
down, his cock springing from his shorts like an eager 
greyhound from the trap. It almost shot straight up. His cock 
was straight as a greek column. 

”My God!” Emma gasped. 

She'd looked over her shoulder after Harry had taken his 
hands away and her eyes widened as she saw Harry rip 
down his shorts, his big, thick curved cock springing free, 
forcing up the front of his vest as it did. His face filled with 
eagerness to fuck this hot mother. She thought he'd looked 
and felt big last times, but now he looked an even bigger 
boy. 

Emma lifted her ass higher into the air. Her tits wobbled as 
she did. She was still slowly shaking her ass from left to 
right. Her pussy lips slick with her juices were clearly visible 



to Harry, she thought. Her cunt throbbed harder as she 
waited for him to penentrate her with his fine ass cock. 

Harry took hold of his blood-veined shaft with his right hand 
and moved forwards towards her expectant body. He placed 
his left hand on her shoulder, and gripping tight, he pushed 
his cock-shaft down in line with Emma's quivering, pink 
pussy lips. Slowly he pushed the tip of his purple, bulbous 
cock-head in between her fleshy folds. 

“Yessss!...mmmmmm...more...c'mon baby more!" Emma 
begged. Even feeling the tip of his cock pushing into her 
fuckhole was making her go wild. She bit down on her lip 
and closed her eyes tight as she felt him push more of his 
hard meat into her wet, hot passage. 

"God! That feels so good!" she exclaimed. 

Emma felt her pussy stretch to allow Harry's cock inside her. 

"Uhhhhh...Where do you get a cock that size?" she gasped, 

Harry took his hand off the shaft now as he fed more of 
himself into Emma and placed it onto her hip as this hot 
mother of his besttfriend rocked her body, pushing herself 
back onto his dick, her slick passage was making it alot 
easier. 

Emma pushed harder onto the drier and it started to move, 
the feet squeaking on the floor as she leaned on it. 

"Yesssss!" she hissed. Harry's cock felt huge inside her. Her 
pussy was stretched to it's maximum by his amazing 
thickness and she could feel his shaft rubbing onto her clit, 
making her crazy with desire. 



Harry felt he couldn't insert his dick into her fully. He was 
simply to big, but he was in a whole world of pleasure. Her 
pussy muscles tightened around his cock, clamping down on 
the shaft. 

"Ohhhh" Harry murmured, and then he started to fuck her. 
He pulled his cock out almost to the tip with her pussy juices 
smeared all over it and then thrust it back in. Emma's ass 
cheeks wobbled crazily as he did. 

“God!...Yes!...Yes!" Emma moaned, her pussy was throbbing 
wildly and she just couldn't get enough of Harry's cock. 

Harry quickened his strokes, pushing his hips forward, as he 
fed his meat into Emmama's accommodating cunt. 

Emma, felt her knees buckle as Harry again pushed his hard 
dick almost fully into her, the tumble drier pushed forward 
again, the feet squeaking loudly on the floor as Emma 
gripped harder on the edge of it, her knuckles going white 
as Harry pumped her slick pussy faster. 

“Fuck Me!" she screamed. 

“Yes" 

“Uuuhhhhh...harder...fuck me...harder!" 

Emma's pussy was burning with desire. She'd never had 
such an intense sexual experiance in her life. Every thrust of 
Harry's massive cock sent her into spasms. She was pushing 
her round ass backwards in time to Harry's manic thrusts 
into her, her ass cheeks slapping against the tops of his 
thighs. 


Emma was pushing the tumble drier back, lifting the front 
off the ground. It banged against the back wall of the 



laundry room in time to Harry hammering of his mighty dick 
into her. 

BANG! "Yes!" BANG! "Yessss!" BANG! "YESSSSSS!" Emma 
cried 

They were going at it like wild animals. There was now some 
natural instinct at work, neither of them were going to stop 
until they had fulfilled their sexual needs. 

Harry was ramming his cock into her juicy cunt at full speed 
now and could feel the cum welling up in his sac, the horny 
feeling building inside him. He still couldn't believe he was 
doing this, not to Emma Granger, his bestfriend's mother. 

"Never...uhh..stop...Ohh!...fucking me!". Emma demanded. 

Harry did't want to, but he could feel he was on the verge of 
cumming. 

Emma also was near the edge. Harry's dick rubbed intensly 
against her swollen clit, every time he pushed in and she felt 
a wave of amazing sexual sensations wash over her. She 
leaned her head forward onto the top of the drier, scattering 
all the towels and clothes onto the floor around them. 

Harry moved his hand from her hip, and along her hot, 
sweaty back to the spot between her shoulder blades and 
began to gently push her down onto the tumble drier. Her 
large breasts squashing against the metal top and her 
thighs pressed against the loading door. Now every time 
Harry, thrust his manhood into her pussy, the drier lifted at 
the front from her weight on it, cuasing her ass to rise into 
the air slightly. 

"That's lt!...Uh!...Ugh!" Emma said, her body humped and 
bucked onto Harry's cockshaft using the machine to assist 



her as it rose into the air. 


Harry was trying to hold out. He really was, but with every 
thrust his sensitive red thread on the underside of his 
stretched dick was being stimulated. His cum-sac was now 
full of hot cum just ready to spew out. 

Emma also felt her orgasm building inside her. She was 
pushing her hands against the back wall now, the drier 
rocking wildly beneath her. 

Harry took hold of the bottom of her thighs and lifted her 
legs off the ground. 

“Ohhhhh” Emma groaned as Harry's cock drove even deeper 
inside her. 

She started thrashing about wildly on top of the drier that 
was rocking back then forward in time to Harry's furious 
thrusts. The feet underneath squeaked as they grinded 
along the floor. 

"Yesss! ...Ugh!...Ugh!.. .Yessssssss!" 

Emma just couldn't hold out anymore. The orgasm that had 
been building, shot threw her like a rocket, her whole body 
started to tremble as wave after wave of intense sexual 
ecstacy overtook her, her sticky, creamy juices flooded into 
her pussy covering Harry's cock as he continued to bore into 
her. 

"OH..Ohhh...Ohhhhhh...Ohhhhhh!". Emma moaned her face 
grimacing with the intense pleasure. 

As the hot mother came wildly, her pussy tightened around 
Harry's thick cock-shaft. Hhe held tightly onto her legs as he 



pumped his last few strokes into her now very slick, wet 
passage. 

“Ughhhh!” was all Harry grunted as his cock started 
releasing it's massive load. 

“Yesss...GO ON!...GO ON!...Ughhh". Emma ordered. 

The hot cum rippled out the end of his cock-head and with 
his mighty final full thrust, he pushed himself hard into 
Emma, his hairy, tight balls banging against the backs of her 
toned thighs. Her body rocked forward on the drier, the two 
back legs snapping finally under the strain and the drier 
started to pitch over, but was stopped by the wall, the top, 
back edge removing a large chunk of plaster from the wall. 

Emma collapsed on top of the drier, riding out the last of her 
orgasm. She lay her head onto the cold metal surface, the 
sweat dripping from her forehead. She was breathing 
deeply, trying to recover from the fucking Harry had just 
gave her. 

Harry slowly withdrew his wilting cock from her creamy, hot 
pussy, and looked down at his dick, covered on Emma's 
pussy-juice, but he couldn't help smiling, he'd done a very 
naughty thing he told himself. But the fact it was so bad had 
made it even more intense and Emma knew that as well. He 
ran his hands down either side of her legs, then up again 
and he was still feeling horny, as though he had't been 
fulfilled properly. Merlin, he felt as though he could go again. 

Emma also thought she'd done a very bad thing, and with 
Harry she thought, the intense sexual pleasure she'd felt has 
been replaced by some guilt about what she'd done. What if 
Daniel had caught them? Or Hermione? Then she 
remembered Daniel was still up stairs probably almost ready 
to go to work. He took pride in his apperance so it took him a 



while to choose his suit in the morning, but he must be 
almost ready now. 

Emma spun round to face Harry and he just stood their 
smiling at her. 

“Did you enjoy that?" Harry asked, running his eyes across 
her cock-teasing body. 

“More than I should have done!" Emma admitted 

“I think we broke the drier!" Harry said looking past her. 

The drier was leaning against the wall, a chunk of plaster 
scattered on the back edge. 

“I guess so" Emma smiled a wicked smile. “I thought the 
earth was moving" she joked. 

“Emma you down here?" It was Daniel calling from the living 
room in the living room 

“I'll be right out!" she shouted. 

Emma grabbed a bath-robe off the floor and threw it on, 
covering her sexy curves. 

“Stay here. I'll be back in a minute" She again smiled 
wickedly “See if we can't get you good to go again" She 
walked off wiggling her curvy ass from side to side slightly 
more than she needed to, knowing Harry was watching. 

Harry felt his cock, rise slightly watching her ass as she went 
out of the laundry room. 

Daniel was sorting through his papers on the dining table. 

He looked up as Emma entered and she gave him an 
innocent smile. 



“You look like you've been getting some exercise!" he said, 
looking at her pink, flushed face. 

"No, I was ern.just moving the tumble drier!" she lied. 

"I thought I heard someone banging about back there!" her 
husband said, distracted by some paperwork. Emma 
couldn't help smiling a little. 

Daniel shut his breifcase and came over to his wife. 

"I gotta go!" he said and kissed her on her cheek. 

"What's that perfume your wearing?" he asked. Emma was't 
wearing any, the combinaton of sweat and sex was coming 
from her pores. 

"It was something Hermione got me from the wizarding 
world", she replied. 

"You smell good, maybe we'll have an early night tonight, 
you know... wake the neighbours!" 

Emma smilied "Yeah maybe!" All she could think of was 
Harry's cock pumping her full of his hot cum as she leaned 
over the drier. Her pussy twitched, and a hot flush swept 
over her. "But I've got alot on today... I might be to tired." If I 
can get Harry away from Hermione for four or five hours, I 
probably won't be able to walk straight, she thought. 

"Ok. We'll see. Hey Harry! What you doing today?" Harry 
came into the living room and stepped over to where Emma 
and Daniel were, standing next to the hot muggle woman. 
She looked over and saw he'd got his shorts on again. 

"I don't know. Hermione said something about going to the 
muggle pool to get some sun on my skin because I'm to 



white or something like that...” he said, moving his hand 
over onto the back of Emma's covered thigh. He was close 
enough to her for Daniel not to be able to see and started 
moving his hand upwards, pressing his fingers against her 
skin. 

Emma jolted upright at Harry's touch because he was 
working his hand up the inside of her thigh. 

"Well I've got to go. Hope you have a good day and I'll see 
you later”. Daniel took off for the door, grabbing his car keys 
from the coffee table as he did. 

"Yeah see you later, Mr Granger!” Harry said smiling, but 
he'd slid his fingers inbetween Emma's legs, pushing the 
thick cotton of the bathrobe against her pussy lips, rubbing 
a little. Emma swooned a little, leaning back into Harry's 
body, her nipples hardening as she felt herself getting 
aroused again. 

Bang! Daniel shut the door behind him as he left. 

Emma turned around to face Harry, looking straight into his 
eyes. "You like living dangerously don't you?” she asked. 

Harry did't reply. Instead he pulled open her bathrobe, 
dropping it to the floor, revealing her naked body. "I think I'll 
do some... studying now” he replied, moving his hands to 
her ripe breasts and began to massage them, kneading 
them with his fingers. 

Emma couldn't resist Harry's advances. All her guilt was 
pushed to the back of her mind as she willingly gave herself 
over to Harry again. She reached for the waist band on his 
shorts and pushed them down and again his hard cock 
sprung out towards her. 



“Well you certainly are eager... to learn!" She gasped, still 
amazed by how well endowed Harry was, knowing very well 
what would follow. Then she remembered that Hermione was 
still at home. The living room sure was not the place for what 
she had in mind. 

She reached for Harry's hot, throbbing member and started 
to tug his foreskin back and forth, his purple cockhead 
appearing and disappearing as she started to slide her hand 
along. She was thinking where to go so that Hermione 
wouldn't bother them. “Come with me! This is not a good 
place. Hermione could find us!" 

Harry was growing more and more eager to fuck the horny, 
dark haired mother of his bestfriend again. “Ok!" he said, 
following her with his dick still in her hand. He sure didn't 
want for Hermione to find out that he was fucking her 
mother... not yet at least... 

Emma took him back down in the laundry room with her 
fingers still wrapped eagerly around his cock. When they 
arrived there, Harry began to tremble with desire... then a 
look of sudden apprehension crossed his handsome young 
features. 

“Emma! What if Hermione comes in?", he whispered. 

“Don't worry, baby. I've locked the door!", said Emma, 
sliding her closed fist up and down the full length of his hard 
prick. “But we'd still better be very, very quiet. Okay?" 

“Uuuuuh! Oooh!... Okay! Sure Emma!", murmured the 
wizard. His virile young prick began to twitch in Emma's 
hand. 


“Do you like me touching your cock, honey?" 



“Yeah! You bet! It's outta sight! Your fingers are so soft and 
smooth, Emma!" 

“Ohhhh, I can't believe you're so big! This is better than 
doing it to yourself, isn't it baby?" 

“Ohhhh, yes! You can do this to me any time you want!'', he 
groaned, humping his cock into her hand. 

“Don't worry darling, I intend to", promised Emma, staring at 
her lover's huge, throbbing erection. 

Harry groaned, clasping Emma around the the waist, and 
pushed his hard-on against her upper thighs. Emma 
whimpered as she buried her face into his neck, returning 
the pressure against his cock. She felt him shaking in her 
arms, and impulsively kissed his neck, just above the collar. 
Harry tightened his arms around her waist, and with a little 
cry, Emma burned her lips over his cheek, finally reaching 
his mouth. The young wizard opened his lips instinctively as 
Emma pressed her own parted lips against his, kissing him 
passionately, moving her lips and sucking his tongue into 
the heated pit of her mouth. 

Harry returned Emma's kiss instinctively, and she marvelled 
at the sweet, eagerness with which the wizard went about it. 
It was different with her husband, his kisses almost bruised 
her soft, full lips, but Harry's mouth pressed against her own 
with an urgent yet tender pressure. His tongue lashed 
against hers, the tip running over her teeth, probing and 
exploring every inch of her mouth as he kissed her. 

Emma squirmed her hips against her lover's hard young 
body, using her hand to position the shaft of his cock down 
between her thighs until it lay in the groove of her very wet 
pussy. Then, relinquishing her grip on his prick, Emma threw 
both arms over the wizard's shoulders and hugged him 



tightly to her, grinding her tits sensually against his chest 
and herfirey cuntmound hard against his rigid penis... 

They clung to each other, kissing with growing passion. 

Harry felt the length of his cock rub against the wet crotch of 
Emma's panties, pulsing against her heated flesh. Emma felt 
it too, and moved so that the hard, bloated head was 
wedged solidly against the top of her lust-soaked slit, 
grinding her taut little behind towards him in tight, small 
circles. 

She moved her right hand down to his ass, pulling him as 
hard as she could against her feverish cunt. Her other hand 
held the back of his neck as Emma thrust her tongue down 
her lover's throat, licking the inside of his mouth, moaning 
and gasping as her pussy-slit soaked what was under them. 
Harry could feel the moisture seeping out over the head of 
his prick, coating the bulbous tip with hot, slippery cunt-oils. 

"Oh Ohhhh, this is fantastic! You're so damn wet! I have to 
fuck you, Emma! Will you let me? I know you want it too!", 
he whispered eagerly, jabbing his virile cock against her 
crotch to emphasize his need. 

"Not so fast baby!", Emma moaned in a low voice, "Just let it 
happen! A woman likes to be aroused slowly. I'm real hot, 
but I need more to make it extra special for me. Play with my 
tits Harry, rub my nipples!" Dutifully, Harry cupped Emma's 
full, round breasts in both hands, squeezing and kneading 
the soft flesh with his big, strong hands. 

"Yesss! That's it. Now squeeze my nipples! A girl loves to 
have a man squeeze her nipples! But do it gently, honey... 
very gently" 


As her lover worked diligently on her tits, Emma reached 
between their thighs and once more closed her fingers 



around his mighty organ. It had almost doubled in size and 
she could hardly get her long, slim fingers around the 
circumference. With practiced strokes she rubbed the tip 
along the wet groove of her juicy gash. Up and down she 
rubbed it, from the base of her cunt to the top of her slit, 
becoming more and more excited by the thought of 
masturbating herself with her lover's erect penis as he 
played with her hard nipples. 

Emma realized at once that it was the forbidden element of 
their lovemaking that really turned her on. The thought of 
making love with her this young wizard and teaching him 
how to please her, was so wickedly provocative, that Emma's 
highly aroused vagina began to fill with a steady cuntal flow. 

Harry's hands were on her ass now, squeezing and kneading 
the compact cheeks as he had done her tits. But this time, 
he could pull her pussy lips more tightly against his cock at 
the same time. It turned him on something fierce to fill his 
palms with the tight, firm flesh of Emma's ass and grind his 
stiff cock into between her tights, just under her pussy lips. 

Emma cried out softly with need as her lover grabbed her 
ass, and began moving backwards, pulling him with her. As 
the backs of her legs touched the edge of the broken tumble 
drier, she fell back across it, pulling him on top of her. She 
opened her legs and smashed her juice-soaked pussy 
upwards, onto his throbbing hard-on, writhing in passion 
beneath him. Harry looked down at Emma's body. Her bath¬ 
robe was still bound on it's cord around her midriff and the 
part bellow was bunched up around her waist and her tits 
were falling out of the top of her bath-robe like two over-ripe 
melons. He dipped his head to her bosom and began to lick 
and suck the large, erect nipples in turn. 



“Ohh! Yes, Harry! Suck my tits!.. Ohhhh! I love that!”, 
moaned Emma, gyrating her hips wantonly against her 
lover's hard, throbbing cock. 

The tip of his prick had found the entrance of her slit again, 
either by fortunate accident or by unconscious design, but 
this time the delicious contact was just too much for the 
highly aroused wizard to endure and he began pumping his 
cock along Emma's pussy lips. Emma gasped and clung to 
him, her head twisting from side to side, eyes glazed in lewd 
passion as she felt her lover's cock bulge mash against her 
clit. 'Ohhhh, he was like a young, strong bull!' she thought, 
'Any second, he was going to bury his huge cock deep in her 
hot, juicy cunt'. The unbearably lewd thought drove her 
quickly over the edge. 

"Oooooh, Harry!” she whimpered, as she felt waves of 
rippling pleasure building deep in hertwat. "Ohhhh... it's... 
I'm... Harry, you're making me.. Oh, Harry... Ohhhh baby. 

I'm cumming!” 

Emma's hips arched up to meet him, her mouth open in a 
silent scream of pleasure as she thrashed about beneath 
him. Harry pushed his cock tightly against Emma's 
vibrating, convulsing pussy. His balls ached, firey with 
passion and swollen with fullness. He had never seen her 
come as hard as that before, and what made it all the more 
surprising to his young mind, was that she had climaxed 
without him even getting his cock into her hot pussy. 

Emma had come hard alright... very hard. She shook in 
shuddering ecstasy, closing her eyes, then went limp 
beneath him. Her hands fell away, and her legs spread 
outwards. She sprawled beneath her lover, with her cunt still 
pressed against his prick, and most of her ass hanging over 



the edge of the tumble drier. Dimly, through the warm glow 
radiating through her body, Emma felt his hands on her. 

Harry also managed to pull Emma's bath-robe off until she 
lay naked and panting on the tumble drier in front of him. 

His cock was rock-hard by now, and Harry scrambled 
between Emma's wide-spread thighs and positioned the 
head of his prick in the entrance of her pussy. He took only a 
moment to stare at it, running his eyes over the crimson 
cuntlips which even now quivered and twitched around the 
half-buried tip of his cock, planting wet, slobbery kisses on 
the flared head. 

Emma looked up and saw the lust in her lover's eyes, then 
she looked down at his throbbing cock, wedged between the 
outer lips of her pussy, and moaned deep in her throat. 

Then, before she could move or say another word, Harry 
fucked his cock into her cunt. 

“Harry!... Ohhhh! It's splitting me open!'', she gurgled, 
feeling his gigantic prick penetrate the moist constriction of 
her pussy with a single hard thrust. 

“Slo... Uhhh!... Mmmhhh, s...slowly, or you'll hurt me! Please 
be gentle, honey!" 

“Oh, Emma! Ohhhh, you're tight! I can't believe it!", he 
groaned as Emma's hips jerked upwards, sliding onto the 
length of her lover's eager cock. 

Her eyes bulged as she felt him fuck deep into her open¬ 
lipped twat. 'Ohhhh, he's so much bigger then my 
husband!', she thought, with a certain amount of surprise. 
The surprise rapidly gave way to pleasure though, as her 
lover's fifteen year-old cock began to stretch the elastic 
walls of her pussy a little more painfully than she was used 
to. 



Harry, meanwhile, was equally surprised. He had envisioned 
Emmas cunt as being big and loose after the earlier fuck, 
but he was pleasantly surprised to find that her vagina was 
very, very tight. So tight in fact, that he could feel every 
ridge and groove of her cuntal lining as it clung to his 
cockshaft like a tightly stretched glove. Harry prepared to 
fuck Emma in earnest. Taking the weight of his body on his 
elbows, he began to move his hips up and down, slowly at 
first, and then, much faster as her juices began to flow 
copiously, lubricating the junction of their mutual lust. 

He stabbed his prick in and out swiftly, causing Emma to 
pant and writhe. She began to sob, but wasn't sure if it was 
in shame or ecstasy. She clawed at the tumble drier, her 
head twisting from side to side as she began to lift her hips 
and fuck back at her lover's thrusting cock. The friction of 
his thick cockshaft along the sensitive lips of her cunt made 
Emma's mind spin, and she churned her ass in a most 
wanton manner, no longer caring that it was him who was 
fucking her so deliciously. 

"Yessss! Fuck me, Harry! Fuck my cunt with your big, fat 
cock!", she hissed through gritted teeth. 

Harry looked down between Emma's splayed thighs, 
watching his cock fuck in and out of her cunt. Her pink 
cuntlips clung to the shaft as he withdrew and disappeared 
back inside as he plunged into her. Now he could see the 
way her pussy stretched and clasped his prick as well as feel 
it, and the stimulating combination increased his excitement 
a thousandfold. Grunting and moaning with lust, Emma 
lifted her legs, drawing her knees back, shoving her cunt up 
at her lover's lunging cock, with her legs bent and her knees 
pulled back against her tits. It offered the deepest 
penetration, and made herclit rub hard up against his 
hammering pubic bone. 



The pounding of his hips drove the airfrom Emma's lungs in 
loud rushes. Yet despite the tremendous pounding he was 
giving her, she began gasping and whimpering 
incessantly... wonderful obscenities that Harry had never 
dreamed not long ago he would hear coming from Emma's 
lovely mouth. 

"Oh Ohhhh, fuck me Harry! Fuck me real hard! Ram your big 
cock into my juicy cunt and don't stop fucking it! 
Uhhhhhhhhhhhhgnhhhhh!" 

"I AM Emma! I AM fucking you! I'm going to cum in your 
cunt, and make you cum till you faint! 

"Oooooooh! Harryyyyyyyyyyy! Yes, come in me! I want to 
feel your hot juice in my pussy! Ooooooo! Unnnnnnnnggg! 
That's it! I'm close! Harder! Oh, fuuuuck! 

Emma was on fire, her whole body burning up with 
unbridled passion for her handsome young lover, who was 
fucking her so magnificently. Her cunt clasped his cock each 
time he pulled out, then expanding to take every wonderful 
hard inch as he plunged it back inside her. Emma drew her 
legs wide apart, offering her pussy to the full, frenzied 
thrusts of her lover's powerful prick. A whimper escaped her 
lips as she felt the spreading heat of another orgasm filling 
her battered twat. Her eyes fluttered open to look up at him. 
Harry was staring down at her with an equally glazed look 
on his face, and it was obvious that his own climax was also 
very close. 

"Unnnnnnnhhhh! Fuck! Oooooo, yessssss! Fuck meeee!... 

I'm cuuuummmmmming!", squealed Emma, as waves of 
pleasure surged outwards from the very heart of her 
throbbing, twisting cunt. 



Harry fucked Emma harder, extremely excited by her 
shameless crys of lust. His hips pumping up and down, his 
cock stretching and filling her bucking twat with hot, 
throbbing hardness. It was just what the convulsing woman 
needed and she felt her thighs begin to melt and her eyes 
go out of focus as his prick slammed into her quivering hole 
with jackhammer force. Emma strained her quivering snatch 
high, grinding her clit deliciously against her lover's cock as 
she came, climaxing in a surge of raw, mindless ecstasy. 

“Harry! Ohhhhh, Harryyyyyyyyyl", she moaned. 

Harry was beginning to show the strain, his face screwed up, 
eyes half closed, gasping for breath as Emma flung her 
hands behind his body to grab his jerking ass, pulling him 
into her as deep as she could while she came. Her body 
began to shudder all over and her cunt exploded, squeezing 
and gripping his long cock like a tiny toothless mouth. 

Emma had to bite her bottom lip hard to stop from 
screaming, her hands clawing at her lover's clenched, 
teenaged ass. 

Emma's wild reaction was all Harry needed to slip over the 
edge himself, and with a deep, panting grunt, he threw back 
his head and sent jet after jet of thick scalding sperm deep 
up inside her cunt. Her lover's spurting cum sent Emma into 
shuddering spasms of rapture, her cuntal contractions 
increasing in intensity. 

As he came, Harry grabbed Emma's boobs and gripped them 
tightly, twisting and squeezing the sweaty, jiggling titflesh 
as he filled her hot cunt with a full load of creamy sperm. 

She cried out. The sound a mixture of passion and wanton 
ecstasy. Her lover was coming inside her... the experience 
was unbelievably exciting. As soon as she felt it kick and 
spurt inside her, Emma strained even harder onto his 



jerking, spewing cock, desperate to receive every single 
drop her virile young lover had to offer. She urged him on. 

“Come in me, Harry!", she cried. “Cum in my pussy! Shoot 
your stuff right up my hot cunt! Uuuuhhhh, baby! I wanna 
feel you come in me!" 

Harry groaned and hunched into her as he emptied his balls 
inside Emma's gooey fuckhole. In return, Emma squeezed 
his asscheeks with both hands, pulling his cock deeper and 
deeper inside her insatiable snatch. To Emma's delight, her 
lover continued to fuck her even after he'd finished coming. 
His cock was still extremely hard despite an obviously mind- 
blowing orgasm. 

“Ooooh, you were wonderful, Harry!", crooned Emma, 
wiggling her ass up at him. “You're still hard! Hmmmmm, 
We'll have to call that thing a 'repeater-peter' won't we, 
baby?" 

“You'd better believe it!", he grinned. 

They giggled together as Harry began sliding his prick in 
and out of her cunt. It was a wet fuck. Emma's jizz-filled 
pussy-slit was slippery and hot, her clit sticking out like a 
small pink tongue as it rasped deliciously against the shaft 
of the wizard's cock. Emma couldn't believe how quickly her 
lover was able to arouse her again. Within seconds, she felt 
the old familiar ache in her loins... her sixth or seven or 
eight orgasm in less than an hour!... She lost the count some 
time ago. 

“Ohhhh yeah, baby!" Emma panted. “Fuck me again!" 

Harry's balls slapped against Emma's upturned ass at the 
end of each stroke as Emma sprawled back on the tumble 
drier, letting her young lover fuck her as hard as he liked. He 



was eager for it and so was she. Her ass bucked as she 
pumped her hips up at his thrusting cock, wriggling her cunt 
around on his sliding fuckpole like an oversexed little 
teenager. 

She was overwhelmed with lust for her handsome lover. He 
was so good! Such a strong, virile young fucker! People 
would say it was wrong, but Emma didn't care. It was too 
good. Life was too short, and you had to take what pleasure 
you could get, no matter what the source. As long as nobody 
found out, what harm would it do? Besides, he had such a 
big hard prick... such a lovely cock to fuck. 

And fuck her he did, bringing Emma to climax after climax 
before his rejuvenated young balls spewed forth another 
deluge of thick, creamy jizm into her heaving belly. This time 
though Harry had had his fill, and his cock deflated rapidly 
inside Emma's twitching cunt. He became weak, and his 
arms collapsed. He fell heavily onto her and Emma grunted 
as his weight settled on her and on the broken tumble drier. 
Her legs slid down each side of his body and hung over the 
edge of the tumble drier, but couldn't touch the floor. She 
ran her hands over his back, caressing his hot, damp skin 
and hugged her wonderful young lover tightly against her 
own sweaty body. They lay there for several minute, before 
he rolled off the tumble drier, and practicly felled on a chair 
near the wall. 

"Emma, are you alright?", asked Harry as he saw the serious 
look in Emma's eyes. 

"Yes, honey. I'm okay. But we really shouldn't be doing this." 

"Why? Didn't you like me fucking you?" 

"Ohhh, yes! That's the problem, Harry. I love everything we 
do to much! But we shouldn't! Yesterday morning and this 



morning it was much to risky!” said Emma, getting to her 
feet. 

Harry just grinned and started laughing. Emma just watched 
him, not getting what was so hilarious. "What?” she asked. 

"Nothing... just your thinking!” 

"What about my thinking?” 

"Well... you still think like a muggle that doesn't know about 
the wizarding world!” 

"What? You mean to tell me that you bewitched me?” she 
almost shreked. 

"Not if you count the fucks I gave you. Remember... I can't 
do any magic outside school until I am seventeen.” 

"Ok... then what?” 

"In the wizarding world there is this very handy charm called 
the Notice-Me-Not charm. What it does is to practicly hide 
the caster from the people that don't know he is there.” 

"I don't get it.” 

"Remember yesterday morning? Well... Daniel's eyes never 
landed on me... because he never knew I was there ...that's 
what the charm does... if I didn't touch him or he me by 
accident, he could never know that I was there... he could 
never look at me... his eyes would practicly just drift 
someplace else... but when I have touched you... you knew I 
was there... this morning the same..,” 


"Ok... I kind of get it... but you can't cast magic outside of 
the school... how did you do it then?” 



“Well... I kind of learned to cast the charm on post its, then 
when I want to use the charm, I just stick one post it on me 
or the thing I want to hide and nobody that doesn't know, 
doesn't see. I can use the charm when ever I want, in 
muggle world... and wizarding world... it doesn't last much, 
only about twelve hours or so... but is very handy..." 

“Holy shit!" 

“Yeah... holy shit... I could even fuck you in a corner and 
nobody that doesn't know before puting a post it on us, will 
never know what we do..." 

“Now that I realy want to try..." 

“When ever you want..." 

“Does Hermione or other magicals can see past this... 
charm?" 

“Yeah... that is kind of the drow back... it works only on 
muggles and some magicals that are not very strong... but 
Hermione is very strong and can see past the charm..." 

“Well, it's a very good charm... but I still want to try it..." 

“What?" 

“I want to go shopping later... but now, be a good boy and 
take a shower... did Hermione went for a run with you?" 

“No... she was still sleeping when I went..." 

“Good... then go take a shower and wake her up before 
coming down stairs... I have this list of chores for her to do 
today... while you and I go shopping..." 



Well, the shopping trip sure was very exciting for both of 
them. And the next week that Harry stayed with the 
Grangers was... well... let's just say that Harry needed a lot 
of rest when he came back at Potter Manor... 


Chapter 17 - Hot Summer Nights at Potter Manor 
(Harry/Hermione) 

It was a hot summer evening at Potter Manor and Harry was 
heading towards his bedroom on the second floor of the 
manor. After saying good nigth to his parents, he had only 
one thought on his mind. Hermione! His hot bestfriend had 
arrived this afternoon to spend a few days with him at the 
manor just before they had to head back to school. He was 
just about to arrive to his room to get rid off his clothes and 
then go to the room she was using while she was here, when 
he heard her voice. But not from her room, but from the 
opened bathroom door down the hall. 

"Harry! Can you come in here for a second. I need your help, 
love!" 

Harry's face dissolved into a devilish grin and headed 
eagerly for the bathroom. He tried to appear calm, but when 
he saw Hermione, he almost gasped out loud. Hermione was 
standing in front of the big mirror, trying to fasten the catch 
on her necklace. She was wearing only a short robe, but she 
hadn't even bothered to pull it closed. Harry could see half 
of each tit and all of her fur-covered mound. 

"Help me with this darn thing will you, love. I can't seem to 
get the necklace catch to stay closed." Harry just gazed at 
her. 


"Stupid, damn thing!" muttered Hermione. "I don't know 
why I bother taking it off sometimes. Do it up for me will you 




please, love?” 


As if in a dream, Harry stepped up behind Hermione and 
took the clasp from her fingers. He noticed that his own 
fingers were shaking. He glanced over her shoulder into the 
mirror and froze, staring down at her pussy. It was clearly 
exposed. The light dark hairs covering her mound doing 
little to hide the pink, glistening slit that nestled at the base 
of her creamy thighs. It looked puffy and wet and, as Harry 
guessed correctly... ready for cock! 

Hermione felt Harry's stiff cock press delightfully into the 
crack of her ass. Watching him in the mirror, she pretended 
to hum a tune and began to rotate her ass against him in 
tiny circles, as if she was doing a slow dance. All the time 
rubbing her backside slowly against the wizard's prominent 
bulge. Harry couldn't keep his mind on the job anymore. He 
was having difficulty concentrating on anything now, except 
how nice her firm butt felt against his straining cock. 

"What's wrong, love...? Having trouble?” breathed 
Hermione. 

"Ahhh... No... Ehhh, I mean yes, I am!” stammered Harry. 

"It's hard when you keep moving around like that, Mione!” 

"Mmmmmmm, it sure is, love!” Hermione whispered, 
pressing back against him. Harry suddenly realized that 
Hermione was doing it on purpose. He pressed his cock 
against her even harder and began to stroke her bare 
shoulders with his fingers. The necklace fell to the floor, 
completely forgotten. 

"Do you like that, Mione?” asked Harry, looking at her in the 
mirror. 



“Yessss! Ooooh yes, love! I love it!” gasped Hermione, 
leaning against him. Harry saw the hot gleam in her eyes 
and read it for what it was. He'd seen that hungry look 
before... on her face every time they'd fucked, and it excited 
him beyond belief to see it now on her face again! 
Emboldened by her lust, Harry slid his hands inside her robe 
and cupped her tits with both hands. She arched back 
against him and made a low, animal sound deep in her 
throat, her eyes going instantly moist with desire. She threw 
all pretense to the wind now, and began to writhe her ass 
back against Harry's bulging crotch in the most suggestive 
manner, at the same time delighting in the touch of his hot 
hands on her aching tit-flesh. 

Hermione stared at Harry in the mirror. The look on his 
handsome, young face made her pussy twitch. She closed 
her thighs tightly, and a ripple of tingling hunger burned 
through her cunt. Harry rubbed her nipples to erection, 
pinching and squeezing the hard little buttons until she 
began to groan loudly with pleasure. 

"Lower, love!” she gasped. "Move your hands lower! Touch 
my cunt!” Harry left one hand on her tits, sliding the other 
down over the curve of her belly, and into the moist, inviting 
cleft between her legs. Hermione gasped when she felt the 
exquisite pressure of Harry's fingers on her cunt. He rubbed 
her expertly, the outside fingers massaging the lips of pussy 
while his middle finger dipped inside to explore the soft, 
slippery depths of her hot cunthole. 

"Ahhhhhhhhhhh, Harry! You gorgeous fuck! Fuck my cunt 
with your finger, love! Oh, Merlin! Fuck yesssssss! Deeper! 
Stick it in deeper, love!” 


"I will, Mione!” groaned Harry, thrusting his finger in as far 
as possible into her juicy, gaping slit. "I'll fuck you all 



right...! Merlin, you're wet...! Ummmmmm, so fuckin' hot 
and wet!" 


"Oooooh! It's you, sweetheart!" gasped Hermione. "Just 
thinking about your cock has made me all hot and gooey...! 
Merlin, love, I need it real bad!" Hermione reached round 
behind her and groped for the bulge in Harry's crotch. She 
squeezed his prick through the material of his pants, 
marvelling at the hugeness of it. It jerked and twitched 
under her palm as if it had a life of its own. Locating Harry's 
zipper, Hermione jerked it down and slid her hand inside. 
Harry gasped as he felt her cool fingers grasp his prick. It 
was hard as steel, and Hermione found to her surprise and 
delight that her fingers didn't quite meet around its huge 
circumference. 

"Merlin, you're hung like a fuckin' horse!" gasped Hermione, 
jerking on Harry's huge, erect shaft. "Ohhhh, love, I'm so 
hot...! I want it in me! I want you to fuck me with it...! Do 
you want to, Harry...? Do you want to fuck your bestfriend?" 

"Oh Merlin, Mione, yes!" he groaned. With a cry, Hermione 
let go of Harry's cock and removed his hand from her cunt. 
She spun around and threw her arms around his neck. Her 
full, red lips opening over his in a firey, french kiss which 
Harry returned with equal passion. His bestfriend's naked 
body was pressed full-length against his own, and Harry was 
aware of every wonderful inch of it. Her soft tits were 
crushed between them, the hard, pink nipples drilling into 
his chest. Her tongue darted hotly in and out of his mouth. 
And best of all, between Hermione's legs, his cock rubbed 
deliciously between the lips of her hot, inviting cuntslit. 

Hermione broke the kiss and grabbed Harry by the hand, like 
the times when they were inocent bestfriends in school, and 
pulled him into his room and closed, locked and cast a 



silencing charm on the door. Then, without a word, she 
stripped off her robe, and flopped backwards onto his bed, 
her legs falling wide apart. She stroked her cunt, enjoying 
the look of hunger on his face. 

'Take your clothes off, darling! I want to see you naked too!" 
grinned Hermione, staring openly at Harry's bulging crotch. 
Harry just stared at her, his eyes on the moist, pouting lips 
of her dark-fringed pussy. 

"Oh, Mione! You're so beautiful!" he murmured, pulling off 
his clothes. As the wizard stepped out of his pants, his cock 
jerked free, standing out from his crotch, stiff as an iron bar. 
Hermione gasped at the sight of it. 

"Ooooooh, Harry! What a gorgeous prick...! You really do 
have a big one, don't you, love?" 

Without waiting for an answer, Hermione sat up and bent 
towards him, her tits swinging like two firm melons. She 
grasped Harry's prick tightly in both hands, trembling with 
excitement as the thick pole of flesh jerked powerfully 
between her fingers. She began to stroke it up and down, 
totally mesmerized by the length and hardness of the 
wizard's lust-swollen tool. Harry looked down at Hermione 
and saw the way she was looking at his cock. 

"Wanna suck it first, Mione?" he suggested boldly, a lewd 
grin spreading across his handsome young features. He'd 
had his cock sucked plenty of times before, but the thought 
of getting a little head from his own bestfriend made Harry's 
prick literally drip with lust. He was eager to fuck her, but 
that could wait. The image of her hot, wet mouth wrapped 
tightly around his prick was such a turn-on. Harry simply 
couldn't resist. Hermione smiled up at him and licked her 
lips. 



“Oooooooh, you horny little prick! You'd like that, wouldn't 
you?" she said, squeezing the wizard's balls. "You'd like 
Mione to put her lips around your lovely hard cock and suck 
you off, wouldn't you?" 

"Ummmmmm!" Harry moaned, reaching for her head. "Ohh, 
fuck yes! Do it, Mione! Eat my cock! Suck the hot come right 
out of my fuckin' balls!" 

"Ohhhhh, Sweet Merlin!" she gasped, staring at the intense 
look of desire on Harry's face. With a cry, Hermione opened 
her lips wide and wrapped them lustfully around the meaty 
thickness of his prick, sucking it into her mouth as far as she 
could. Her left hand fondled the hairy orbs of the wizard's 
bloated balls, and as she continued to suck him harder and 
harder, Hermione began to move her other hand quickly 
along the base, stroking and masturbating Harry feverishly. 
Then with a little whimper she quickly moved her head back 
and forth sliding her lips further and further over his cock 
until almost every inch of it was bathed in the constricting 
wetness of her throat. 

As Hermione intensified the rhythm of her sucking, Harry's 
eyes widened. This was incredible, better than anything he'd 
ever felt before. 

"Merlin!" he muttered. Hermione looked up and saw the 
pleasure on Harry's face, her over-heated cunt drooling like 
mad between her legs. She loved the feel and taste of his 
cock, so fresh and stiff! Hermione drew back until just the 
large, sensitive head was in her mouth and sucked hard. 

"Aaarghhhhhh! Oh, yeah! That's nice, Mione! Ungghhhhh! 
Yeah, suck it hard!" Harry began pumping his ass frantically, 
his legs jerking with the effort as he tried to ram his cock 
deeper into her hot, sucking mouth. 



“Ummmmmmmmmmmm!'' Hermione moaned, her mouth 
tightly stretched by his hard, pulsating prong. 
“Mmmmmmmmmm! Ummmmmm! Ummmmmm! 
Ummmmmmmmmmmmmmm!” She was using everything 
she had now... hands... mouth... and lips in an attempt to 
give Harry the best damn mouth job he'd ever had. 

"Oh, Mione! Ahhhhhhhhhhhh...! Merlin, that feels sooooo 
fuckin' good...! Suck me, Mione...! Yeahhhhhh, lick my balls 
too...! Ohhhhhhhh, Merlinnnnnnnnn!" Hermione sensed that 
Harry was close to orgasm, but she didn't mind. She knew 
what he was like. If she could take the edge off for him with 
her mouth, Harry's next erection would last a long, long 
time. Hermione bobbed her head back and forth on his cock, 
sucking and slurping and squeezing his balls, trying 
desperately to get Harry to blow off in her mouth. His prick 
slid hotly between her lips, rubbing on her tongue and the 
roof of her mouth as he fucked her face. It wasn't long before 
the tight, wet friction of her lips became too much for Harry 

jr. 

"OH, SHIT, MIONE!" he yelled. "SUCK! SUCK! ARGHHH, HERE 
IT COMES!" Hermione felt Harry's sperm surge up the length 
of his cock, his whole body quivering with the effort, then it 
splashed thickly against her tonsils, squirting in giant waves 
down her throat. She swallowed greedily, sucking harder for 
more of the precious fluid that was now trickling from 
Harry's throbbing pecker onto her tongue. 

"Ummmmmm!" moaned Harry, tremors of delight making 
his young body shake. Hermione sucked the last drop of 
juice from the end of Harry's cock and licked the shaft over 
quickly, then, looking up, she smiled at him seductively. 


"Nice one, love?" 



“Mm mm mm, mmmmmm Mione! You have no idea!" 


“Oh, I think I do," replied Hermione, flopping backwards onto 
the bed. She gazed up at his cock which, despite unloading 
a formidable quantity of jism into her eager mouth, seemed 
to have lost none of it's former glory. 

Harry was staring at her cunt. 

“You look so hot, Mione!" he said huskily, "... so hot and 
wet!" Hermione dipped a finger into her slippery gash and 
rubbed it back and forth with exaggerated slowness. 

“I am, love," she whispered, her eyes taking on a wanton 
gleam. “Mione's all hot and wet for her big handsome lover!" 
Harry's face parted in a wide, lustful grin. 

“Bet I can make you even hotter and wetter, Mione!" he 
promised, her cunt twitched with animal heat. She wanted 
Harry's cock badly. 

“Ooooh! Hurry, love! I can't wait any longer," she groaned, 
spreading her long tapering legs as wide as she could. With 
a moan, Harry joined heron the bed, crawling between her 
thighs until his cock hung directly over her sweetly gaping 
snatch. 

He kissed her tits and then her lips, which parted eagerly to 
admit his probing tongue. They clung to each other, kissing 
with growing passion. Hermione felt Harry's cocktip press 
against the groove of her slit, and automatically raised her 
hips up at him, her ass bunching. She shoved her right hand 
down onto his ass, pulling him as tightly as she could 
against her feverish body. Her other hand wrapped around 
his neck. 



“Ohh, Harry! I love your body, love,” she husked. ”lt feels so 
strong and smooth against me. You don't know how long I've 
waited for this, darling!” She slid her tongue into Harry's 
mouth, making Harry pant hotly. She licked inside his 
mouth, purring and gasping as she happily rubbed herself 
against him, her flooded slit soaking the head of his cock 
with a plentiful supply of oily, cuntal lubricant. 

"Ohhhhhhhhh, Merlin! Harry! My darling, wizard!” gasped 
Hermione. "What have I been missing out on all this week?” 

"What have we both been missing out on, Mione?” Harry 
grabbed his cock and attempted to place the bloated tip 
between her cuntlips, but Hermione shook her head. 

"No, love! Let me!” she moaned. Taking Harry's huge prick in 
both hands, Hermione lifted her hips, positioning the 
wizard's large, flared cockhead into the entrance of her cunt. 
She gazed down between her legs and stared at Harry's 
cock, her heart skipping a beat at the very size of it. It felt 
like a baseball bat in her fingers... the head swollen... the 
long, purple-veined shaft thick as her arm, and hard as steel. 

"Merlin, Harry!” gulped Hermione staring in awe. "My poor 
cunt hasn't seen a cock that big in a week,” gulped 
Hermione. "I hope I can take all that!” 

"So do I, Mione!” said Harry, gasping as her hot, slippery 
outer lips closed around the head of his cock. It was too 
much for the young wizard, and whether or not her cunt 
could take his prick, Harry was past caring. All he wanted to 
do right now was plunge further into the tight, hot wetness 
that enveloped the tip of his cock. 

"Here I come, Mione! Ready or not!” grunted Harry, getting 
ready to slam it to her good. Hermione looked down at the 
wizard's massive cock in alarm. 



“Harry, no! You'll hurt me!" she squealed. “Let me get used 
to it a bit first!" He ignored her cry, pushing her hands away 
from his cock. Hermione tried to protest, but her voice 
wouldn't work. She felt his body tense, and then, before she 
could move or say another word, Harry fucked his mammoth 
cock into her cunt. 

“Harry!" she screamed, feeling his prick penetrate the tight 
wetness of her pussy in a single thrust. Although Hermione 
felt pain, it wasn't half as bad as she'd been expecting, and 
even as she screamed Harry's name, her hips jerked upward, 
sliding onto the length of his mighty prick before she could 
stop herself. Her eyes bulged as she felt him slide deep into 
her pussy, the walls of her womb flexing as Harry's cock 
stretched them, almost to the limit. 

“Oh, Merlin! Fuck! Oh, Harry, that feels good, love. Your cock 
feels so fucking good! Oooooh! Is all of it inside me love?" 
asked Hermione, trembling. 

“Unnnnngghhh! Y... Yeah! Oooff! I think so, Mione!" grunted 
Harry. 

“Good...! Then fuck me, Harry! Fuck me hard and make me 
come!" screamed Hermione, grabbing the cheeks of Harry's 
ass with both hands. 

“Ohhhh, Merlin, yes Mione! I'll fuck you alright!" panted 
Harry clutching her hips. “I'm gonna fuck your hot snatch 
real good!" 

“Do it, love! Do it now!" hissed Hermione, unable to keep 
still any longer. Harry began to fuck Hermione vigorously. He 
stabbed his cock in and out of her cunt with long, powerful 
strokes that soon had her squirming and squealing beneath 
him as she writhed in ecstasy. She clawed at the bedspread, 
her head twisting from side to side as she began to whimper 



and gurgle. Her hips moved in time with Harry's prick, 
grinding even as her ass lunged up and down to meet his 
every stroke. 

“Ohhh, yes! Fuck me! Merlin, Harry fuck me harder! I love 
your cock!" At her words, she felt the wizard's cock plunge 
in deeper, slamming against the entrance of her quivering 
womb. The significance of their act was not lost on 
Hermione. She knew what she was doing, and she knew the 
implications. But instead of feeling shame or guilt, she felt 
only extreme sexual pleasure, unbelievably heightened by 
the excitement of knowing that the long, hard cock fucking 
her so deliciously, belonged to her own sweet bestfriend and 
lover. 

Hermione threw up her slender arms and wrapped them 
around Harry's neck, trying forcibly to pull his young body 
into hers. Her back arched in mindless ecstasy, her dark hair 
flew, and her slender hips bucked up off the bed, sending 
her squirming cunt up at just the right angle to receive 
Harry's pounding thrusts. The base of his cock mashed her 
clit, causing her to moan and cry out with intense pleasure. 

"Fuck me...! Fuck me, you gorgeous prick!" Hermione urged 
wantonly. Her nostrils flared with agonizing desire, and she 
began to grind her hips into the mattress in a shameless 
frenzy of lust, furiously thrusting her cunt up onto the shaft 
of Harry's cock in the convulsive rhythms of fucking. 
"Merlin!" Harry grunted loudly. He still hung onto her 
undulating hips, trying to keep her wild gyrations under 
control. 

Harry couldn't believe the incredible constriction of her snug 
little slot around his cock. It was like fucking her again for 
the first time. 



“Ahhhhh! Merlin, but you're tight, Mione!" he grunted, 
grimacing with the delicious effort. 

"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmm, tight and wet... and so fuckin' 
hot!" Harry began to revolve his hips in a circular motion, 
grinding her clit against the base of his cock as he thrust in. 
He knew she loved it. His bestfriend went wild. 

"UHHHHHHHH! OOOOOOOH! FUCK! WHAT ARE YOU D... 
DO... ARRRRGGGGHHHH! HARRY!" Hermione was 
whimpering loudly. She had never felt so much pleasure. 

She threw up her long tapering legs and locked her heels 
tightly in the middle of Harry's back. Then she began to 
thrust up her buttocks much harder, moaning as she felt his 
cock slam solidly into her tightly-stretched cunthole. 

"Oh, Harry! That feels so good! Harder, darling, harder! 
Uhhhhh! Uhhhhhh! Slam it to me, love...! 

Mmmmmmmmmm, fuck Mione really hard! Oh Merlin, yes!" 

"Unnnnghhhh!" Harry grunted. His face contorted into a 
mask of obscene pleasure. The tight, sucking warmth of her 
cunt seemed to be sucking the very cum out of his dick. 
Several times he pulled his hips way back, withdrawing until 
only the fat, bulbous tip of his cock remained. 

Then, he'd suddenly slam it back inside her upthrust snatch 
until every inch of his meaty thickness was buried once 
more in her hot, forbidden sheath, impaling her cunt almost 
brutally, with a single, convulsive thrust. 

"Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh! M... M... M... M... Merlin!" squealed 
Hermione. Every contour of Harry's cock sent electric thrills 
up and down her spine as his hard, pistoning shaft scraped 
deliciously against the walls of her tightly-stretched cunt. 

"Merlin, love, where did you learn to fuck like that?" she 
moaned into his mouth. Harry just grinned at her, delighted 



by the contorted look of pleasure on her pretty face. 


“You like me fucking you, don't you, Mione?" he asked, 
thrusting harder. 

“Yes! Oh, fuck, yesss! You have such a big cock, love!" 
hissed Hermione, locking her thighs more tightly around 
Harry's waist. “Uhhhhhhh, and you use it so well, love!" 

Her lover was fucking her like a young bull... hard and 
strong and deep, and still Hermione couldn't get enough of 
him. She loved it! She loved every depraved second of it. 
Every squeeze of his fingers... every ravashing jab of his 
cock... every wicked sensation brought Hermione closer to 
the brink of ecstasy. She continued thrusting her pussy up at 
her energetic lover with jerky, convulsive movements, 
milking his hard, monster cock for all she was worth. 

Harry was in seventh heaven, and the more Hermione 
whimpered and squirmed beneath him, the harder he began 
to hammer his cock into her eager, responsive twat. He 
wondered vaguely how long he could keep this up. 

Her hot slit was sucking at his prick, massaging it in its tight 
grip. His balls grew heavy as they smacked into the crook of 
her thighs again and again. With every motion of the 
wizard's hips, Hermione could feel Harry's blood-engorged 
stiffness driving into her cunt, chafing lusciously against the 
engorged bud of her clit, pushing her irrevocably towards 
the carnal fulfillment she so desperately craved. 

“Ohhh, Harry! Yes, love! Fuck my cunt! Make me come! Oh, 
Merlin...! Merlin, I'm so damn close! Ungghhh, make me 
come you gorgeous fuckin' prick!" 

“Better make it fast, 'cause I'm gonna blow any second." 



“Yes, yes!" gurgled Hermione. “Come in me, love! Ohhhh, 
faster, Harry, faster! We can make it together...! Fuck...! 

Fuck! Ohhhh, fuuucckkk!" 

Harry's cock slammed into her cunt with jackhammer force, 
rocking her whole body with rapid, powerful thrusts. Her hot, 
responsive cunt was tight and clinging, and the obscenities 
bubbling from her beautiful mouth only served to excite him 
even further. Hermione arched her back, rising her slender 
hips up to meet Harry's every blow. Each successive lunge 
seemed to penetrate her deeper, filling her tortured cunt 
with a sensation too wonderful to believe. Sensations that 
nobody else had ever been able to arouse in her. She had 
her arms tightly around him, her crotch grinding frantically 
up against his pounding cock, swallowing its entire length 
with voracious delight. 

“Ahhhhh, you lovely big stud! Merlin, you fuck the bestlt" 

Harry smiled and pumped harder, proud that his king-sized 
prick was giving Hermione so much pleasure. 

Her cunt was on fire, rippling around Harry's pounding cock 
as he grunted and groaned above her. Suddenly, she felt a 
familiar heat spread outward from her crotch, enveloping her 
tits and ass in a white hot inferno of release. Her clit had 
expanded into a very tight, very hard knot, and she was 
quickly approaching orgasm. 

“UNNGGGHHHHHHH, I'M COMING, HARRY...! I'M GONNA 
COME...! OOOOOOOOH, FUCK IT TO ME, LOVE! 
AHHHHHHHHGGGHHH, I'M CUMMMMMMMMMMING!" 

As Hermione screamed, her whole body stiffened. She 
shuddered wildly, her vagina quivering around Harry's 
deeply imbedded cock in wild, convulsive spasms. It was all 
Harry needed to send him over the edge too. 



"MIONE! OH, FUCK! I'M COMING TOO! 
ARRRRRRGGGGGHHHH!" he yelled, lifted his head to the 
ceiling. Harry's eyes squeezed shut and his mouth fell open 
as his prick gushed hot sperm into her spasming cunt. 

Bestfriends and lovers went at each other like a pair of 
rutting animals, their sweaty, naked bodies jerking in a 
wanton frenzy of consumate fuck-lust. As Harry's hot seed 
splattered against her womb, Hermione lifted her ass high 
off the bed, and, with a cry of wanton abandon, ground her 
cunt up against his cock, eager to receive Harry's thick load. 

“COME IN ME HONEY!" she screamed. “UMMMMMMMMMM, 
COME IN MY CUNT!" The hot jets of sperm made her orgasm 
intensify, and she pulled him against her, wanting Harry's 
cock as deep as possible inside her while he came. Her cunt 
rippled in wet waves around his spurting prick as she 
climaxed with him, her asshole puckering, her clit throbbing. 

“AHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGHHHHHH! UHHHHH! 
UHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" yelled Harry, emptying his balls 
inside her cunt. The walls of her snatch seemed to be 
milking his cock, drawing the jism out of him with rapid, 
squeezing contractions. 

As the last of his cum shot into her cunt, Harry collapsed on 
top of her, his cock still deeply imbedded in her quivering 
mound. Hermione lay panting and shaking under him, her 
eyes tightly closed as ecstatic thrills danced up and down 
her spine. After a few minutes, Harry rolled off and lay 
beside her, his cock pulling free from her well-fucked pussy 
with a juicy, suctioning sound. 

“How was that for a fuck, Mione?" he grinned. 

Hermione just smiled and pressed her open lips against his, 
slithering her tongue inside Harry's mouth. She held the 



passionate kiss for a few long seconds before answering his 
question. 


“Mmmmmmmmmmmmm! Fantastic, love!” Hermione 
replied, stroking his cheek. "Merlin, Harry, you shouldn't 
have come home! You should have stayed at my house! A 
week without this beautifull fucker is to damn long!” 

"I wish we had,” he sighed, caressing her tits. A sexy smile 
crossed his face. "But since we have, Mione, why don't we 
make up for lost time!” 

"You mean you want to fuck me again...? So soon?” gasped 
Hermione increduluously. Harry only grinned at Hermione 
and nodded. One look at the the wizard's cock told her that 
he was up to it too. His energetic prick had recovered 
quickly, and as her fingers encircled it, the thick column of 
muscle throbbed powerfully in her hand, a testimony to 
Harry's virility. 

"Oooooooooh!” squealed Hermione, feeling Harry's hard 
length twitch under her fingers. "You really do want to fuck 
me again, don't you, darling?” 

Harry squeezed her tits. They were round and firm, large 
enough to fill his hands, the nipples very hard and puckered 
with desire. The wizard's eyes were on her wetly gaping 
pussy, and more than once, his tongue flicked out to wet his 
lips. 

Hermione clutched Harry's cock as he looked at her, feeling 
her tits. Her breathing deepened with anticipation. After the 
unbelievable sex they had just shared, Hermione was more 
than willing to do anything Harry desired, no matter how 
wicked, how wild, how unusual. 



“Do things to me, love," she whispered, her eyes glowing. 
“Do dirty, delicious, depraved things to your bestfriend, 
Harry! I want you to make me do everything, and I mean 
everything, lover... as nasty as you can make it!" 

She squeezed his balls, then closed her fist around the base 
of his shaft, and rubbed hard. Harry reached down between 
her thighs, enjoying the little whimper of pleasure that 
escaped her lips as he deftly inserted two stiff fingers into 
her creamy cunt. 

“Uhhhhhhhhh, love, love, love!" she crooned, as Harry 
began to fuck his fingers in and out of her hot, slippery hole. 
Hermione stared at his rock-hard prick, the swollen head 
sticking straight up, his tiny pisshole glistening. 

With a strangled cry, Hermione pushed her face down and 
began to lick her half-dried juices off Harry's sticky cock, 
making Harry gasp. He ran his hands through her hair, his 
balls tightening as her tongue licked around his distended 
pisshole. Gripping his cock as hard as she could in her fist, 
Hermione looked up at Harry with gleaming eyes, her face 
flushed. 

“Make me, love!" she breathed throatily. “Oh Merlin, Harry, 
make me do crazy things with you! Wicked things! Nasty 
things!" 

Harry cupped her face and kissed her tenderly. 

“What kind of things, Mione?" he asked, jabbing his fingers 
deeper into her wide-spread snatch. Hermione hunched her 
hips up against his hand. 

“Harry, please!" she cried. “Fuck my cunt, fuck my ass! Make 
me suck your cock! Come in my mouth, sweetheart, and 
make Mione swallow your cum!" 



Hermione was shaking with need now, holding onto Harry's 
cock as tightly as she could. “Ohhhhhhh, lick my cunt! I 
wanna come in your mouth! Suck my snatch, Harry, and let 
me come all over your pretty face! Ummmmmmm! Oh, 
Merlin, love! Make Mione do real nasty things with you!" 

Her cunt was firey with wetness, her tits tight. 

"Get on your back, Mione!" grunted Harry. He pulled his 
fingers from her cunt and rolled Hermione over. "Lie on your 
back and spread your legs!" Hermione did as she was told, 
feeling the wanton lust mounting once more inside her. She 
closed her eyes and opened her legs wide, very wide, her 
feet hanging over the edge of the bed. She felt Harry's 
hands on her thighs as he caressed her creamy skin, 
fondling her, making her flesh tingle with forbidden 
excitement. 

Her hips jerked involuntarily upwards when Harry's 
fingertips touched her tender pussy. She opened her eyes, 
and amid low moans of pleasure, watched the wizard stroke 
her swollen cuntlips. He gently pulled them open, and 
began to rub very lightly along her wet, pink slit, paying 
particular attention to her clit. Hermione groaned softly 
when she felt Harry push a finger into her cunt. And when he 
wiggled it, she lifted her hips up against his hand. 

"You're so wet and hot down there, Mione," Harry gasped. He 
began to fuck his finger in and out of her, watching the way 
her cuntlips clung to it. "It's so soft and hot! Ohhhhh, Mione, 
your cunt feels so good!" 

Hermione arched her crotch, pushing it at him. He was 
making her hot, but she wanted more... much more! 

"Taste it, love!" she ordered. "Get down and lick my pussy!" 
Harry smiled, and dipped his head into her shamelessly 



spread crotch. For several tantalizing seconds he licked and 
kissed the insides of her thighs, before finally placing his 
mouth over her wet, gaping slit. Hermione gasped aloud, her 
hips bucking in a wild frenzy as Harry's tongue slid into her 
cunt. She grabbed the back of his head, holding his mouth 
steady as his wiggling lingual organ probed her deepest 
recesses. Almost instantly, Hermione felt her cunt spasm, 
releasing a steady flow of cunt-juice into Harry's open 
mouth. Harry lapped it up with glee. He loved the taste of 
her snatch, and he was determined to suck her juicy, 
delicious cunt until it was squeeky clean, no matter how 
long it took. When Harry began fucking his tongue it in and 
out, Hermione screamed, humping her groin up at his face. 
She lifted her feet, draping her legs over his shoulders, 
hugging him with her soft thighs as he licked at her burning 
cuntslit and clit. 

He was licking her cunt like it had never been licked before. 

He sucked on the lips, first one then the other, and when he 
closed his mouth around her clit, Hermione began to thrust 
up and down, mashing her cunt onto his face. Harry sucked 
gently, his tongue flicking the hard little bud with practiced 
ease. 

“Ohhhhhhh, love! How do you do that?" squealed Hermione. 
"Merlin! Suck it out, lover! Suck, my cunt all fuckin' night...! 
Merlin!" 

She held him captive with her hot thighs, her hands on the 
back of his head for added pressure, twisting her own head 
from side to side in ecstasy as hot, ravashing passion flared 
through her tortured body. Hermione looked down at Harry, 
immensely aroused by the sight of his face buried in her 
twat, her soft cunt-fur hiding his nose. Harry was staring up 
at her heaving tits as he lapped and tongued her seeping 



twat. His hands were under her ass, cupping the firmly 
bunched cheeks as she writhed and bucked beneath his 
vacuuming mouth. 

“Uhhhhhhhhhhh! Harry! Ohhhhhh, love!” Harry fucked his 
tongue deeply into her cunt, and Hermione strained onto it, 
her hands grabbing her tits, squeezing them, her nipples 
bulging between her fingers. She let out a low shriek when 
he began lapping the full length of her cuntslit, his tongue 
dragging from her asshole to clit with long, satisfying 
swipes. His mouth seemed to be all over her crotch, his 
tongue everywhere at once. Hermione churned her ass, 
thrashing her hips in wanton ecstasy, ramming her cunt into 
Harry's mouth. She was soaring with rapture, Harry's mouth 
filling her cunt with sensations that burned her flesh in a 
way she had never felt in her life. 

"Harry, your tongue... your lips! Ohhhhhhh, love, you're 
gonna make me come! Ahhh, fuck it into me! Push your 
tongue real deep up my cunt! Fuck me with your tongue, 
love!” 

Grabbing her grinding ass, Harry plunged his tongue as far 
up her pussy as he could, his mouth spread wide over the 
opening. 

"Ohhhhhhhhh, Harry! Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

Her ass lurched hard, her cunt grinding against his sucking 
mouth. Hermione screamed again, coming in powerful waves 
of consuming heat. The contractions increased and her 
pussy closed around his stabbing tongue, grabbing at it 
tightly. Hermione came hard, holding Harry's head between 
her clamped thighs as tightly as she could. She began 
whimpering as her orgasm kept rumbling through her. 
Arching her back up off the bed, Hermione thrust her cunt 



against Harry's face in convulsive little movements, every 
muscle in her body becoming taut as a bowstring. 

Harry sucked and licked at her cunt ravenously, slowing only 
when he felt her spasms subside. With a deep sigh, her 
thighs fell from his shoulders, and she lay there limp and 
drained, sprawling lewdly before Harry's eyes. But Harry 
wasn't through yet. Sucking Hermione off had excited the 
wizard beyond belief, and now his rock-hard cock, throbbed 
painfully between his legs, aching for some sort of relief. He 
stood up. 

“Turn over!" Harry ordered, fisting his cock. Hermione hardly 
heard him. She was still in a daze, too busy staring at his 
oversized prick to understand what he was talking about. 

“Turn over, Mione!" he repeated. “Show me some ass!" After 
staring at him blankly for a moment, Hermione rolled onto 
her stomach. Harry looked down at her back, at the 
tightness of her naked ass and thighs. His cock was straining 
with hardness. The swell of her smooth, creamy ass 
fascinated him. 

“Open your legs, Mione," he said, his voice hoarse. 

Hermione trembled, slowly parting her thighs, pressing her 
hot cuntmound down against the cool sheets as she did so. 

“Lift it!" he panted. “Lift your ass in the air!" Hermione had 
been in this position before, and she felt a delicious shiver of 
anticipation as she drew up her knees, arching her shapely 
ass for him. 

“Spread your knees!" he groaned. Hermione pushed her 
knees outward, exposing her entire crotch to the hungry, 
gleaming eyes of Harry. She felt so excitingly vunerable, 
crouching like this with her knees apart, her naked ass stuck 



up in the air like a bitch in heat. Hermione was hot alright, 
and the cool air on her tightly-stretched asshole and cunt 
did little to abate the heat. Harry had excited her like no one 
else, and although the wizard had already fucked and 
sucked her to two magnificent orgasms, Hermione doubted 
that Harry's talented cock would be enough to quench the 
volcanic fires of lust raging within her tonight. 

Behind her, Harry gripped his cock and stared at her spread 
crotch, fascinated at seeing everything Hermione usually 
kept so well-concealed in her panties, on full display. Her ass 
was tight and satiny, the cheeks open, the little pink 
rosebud of her asshole pouting, the slit of her cunt 
glistening wetly. 

“Higher!" groaned Harry, and Hermione raised her ass, 
bowing her back, her head and shoulders on the bed, her 
knees close to the edge of the mattress. “Mmmmmmm, 
that's beautiful, Mione! You look so fucking horny with your 
ass stuck up in the air like that. Boy, do you ever look ready 
for a good fuck!" 

Hermione turned her head and looked over her shoulder at 
Harry's long, thick cock, her eyes glazing with ravashing 
desire. 

“Fuck me then!" she gasped. “Fuck me from behind, love! 
Just ram your prick, up my cunt fast and fuck it!" 

“I am gonna fuck you, Mione!" grunted Harry. “I'm gonna 
fuck you so hard you won't be able to sit cross-legged for a 
week. Hold your ass up for me! Hold it in your hands. Show 
me how hot you are for my cock, Mione! Yeah, that's it, pull 
your cunt open for my prick, love!" 

Panting with lust, Hermione shoved her hands up the backs 
of her thighs. 



She pulled the wet lips of her pussy wide apart for him, and 
tried to lift her ass higher. Harry licked his lips as he watched 
her, his cock jerking madly up and down, his balls on fire. He 
stepped up and, placing his hands on her asscheeks, fucked 
his cock into her wet snatch with slow pressure. 

“Oh, Mione, I can see your cunt take my cock!" 

“Uhhhhhhh, love, yes! Watch my cunt swallow your hard 
cock!” 

Then, suddenly, she felt her cunt being stretched around 
Harry's prick, and she began to shiver as he slid it in deeper. 
She let out a soft cry of ecstasy when she felt his balls brush 
against her clit. Her cunt twitched around his cock and she 
gave her naked ass a wiggle. 

“Oh, Merlin!" Harry gasped, gripping her hips and lunging 
back and forth, fucking Hermione with long, swift strokes. 

Hermione began to whimper and moan, clawing wildly at the 
sheets as Harry fucked her cunt from behind, the lewd 
slapping noises adding to her pleasure as her ass rippled 
from the delicious pounding. She looked up between her 
open thighs and watched Harry's huge cock slicing into her 
cunt. His balls slammed against her clit with every thrust, 
causing Hermione to gyrate wantonly, twisting and grinding 
her ass back at him as he fucked her cunt with his hot, hard 
prick. 

Her tits swelled and her nipples hardened into erect pink 
little buds, sending sharp thrills through her body as they 
rubbed sensuously against the crisp sheets. Her flesh felt 
like it was on fire. 

“Ram it to me, Harry, darling! Ram your fat cock up my cunt 
hard!" 



“Unnnnnggghhhh! Oh Merlin, Mione, yeah...! Wiggle that 
ass for me, love!” Hermione caught sight of Harry in the 
large bedside mirror, he was staring down at the junction of 
their sexual organs, watching his cock plow into her 
suctioning cunt. His green eyes blazed with an intensity that 
Hermione had never seen before. It was a look of pure carnal 
desire, and Hermione suspected that right now, the same 
expression of animal lust was reflected on her own face. 
Harry caught her gaze in the mirror and licked his lips, 
provocatively. Hermione maintained the sensual eye contact 
with him, staring into Harry's lust clouded eyes as he fucked 
her deeply. The lewdness of it made Hermione shiver and 
tremble, her excitement increasing by the second. 

The pulsating ridges of Harry's cock rubbed along the walls 
of her clinging sheath, his swollen cockhead sending 
rippling waves of cuntflesh before it as he fucked her hard, 
driving very deep. 

"I bet that feels good, don't it, Mione?” asked Harry, giving 
her cunt a couple of hard stabs in quick succession. "Tell me 
how much you want it, witch! Come on, tell me how much 
you like my big prick shoved up your slimy, wet cunt, you 
horny fuckin' slut!” 

"Ohhh, Harry! I love it, love! Merlin, I love every fuckin' inch 
of it!” 

"Ummmmmm, I bet you do, bitch!” panted Harry. "And I bet 
if I had another ten inches you'd take that too, and scream 
for more, wouldn't you, cunt?” 

"Merlin! Harry! Ohh, fuck yes! Ohh, love!” Hermione 
squealed into the mattress, becoming more and more 
aroused by Harry's obscene suggestions. It excited her 
immensely to let Harry talk to her that way, cursing her like 



a common backstreet whore. If it had been, anyone else 
Hermione would have felt degraded, dirty, but she knew that 
Harry loved her dearly, and speaking to his own bestfriend 
like that was as big a thrill to him as it was to her. 

“Squeeze my balls, bitch!" growled Harry. “Reach underand 
squeeze my fuckin' balls while I give your hot snatch the 
fucking it deserves!" 

Hermione did as she was told, grabbing the wizard's swollen 
testicles with both hands. She squeezed gently at first, then 
harder as she felt his strong, lover's cock slam faster into her 
flooded gash. Harry reached round between her jerking 
thighs and fondled her cunt, feeling his slippery, wet prick 
sliding between the swollen lips of her pussy. 

“Ohhhh, yeahhhh! Fuck, that's nice! Mmmmmmm, throw 
that cunt at me, Mione!" 

“Hold, my ass!" Hermione cried out. “Uhhhhhh, Harry, hold 
my ass and fuck as deep as you can, love! Jerk my hot ass 
back! Pull my cunt onto your cock, love!" 

Harry grabbed her hips and pulled her roughly towards him, 
yanking her backwards onto his glistening prick like he was 
fucking a rag doll. Hermione screamed with pleasure, her 
asshole puckering as wild, depraved sensations coursed 
through her body. 

“Ahhhhhhggghhhhhh! Screw me, Harry! Fuck your 
bestfriend hard! Uhhhhhhh, you gorgeous prick!" 

“You're a fuckin' horny bitch, aren't you Mione?" panted 
Harry, feeling her hot juices cover his fingers. “Your cunt is 
so damn wet, it's running down your legs! It's like a fuckin' 
swamp down there!" 



Hermione sobbed and shook her uplifted ass, grinding onto 
his prick as Harry kept up the glorious fucking. His words 
increased her hunger and she gyrated her ass frantically, 
her clit rubbing against the shaft of his cock. Harry watched 
her exposed asshole, the crinkled ring of her anus making 
sucking motions as he fucked her cunt. He pressed a thumb 
into the tight, puckered opening, causing Hermione to cry 
out. Not with pain, but with intense pleasure. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhh, yessss, love! Touch my asshole! It's okay, 
Harry! Touch it... do anything you want with it!" 

"You like that, don't you, Mione?" grunted Harry, inserting 
his middle finger into her hot, buttery asshole. 
"Mmmmmmmm! Merlin, it's tighter than your fuckin' cunt... 
and hotter too! Move your ass, bitch! Twist onto my cock 
while I finger-fuck your horny ass!" 

"Ahhhhrrrrggggghhhhh!" screamed Hermione, feeling 
Harry's finger stab deeply into her rectum. "Merlin, that feels 
fantastic! Oh, love! Ram that finger up my ass and fuck me 
with it! Fuck me in both holes at once!" There was some 
slight pain, but it was insignificant compared with the 
combined pleasure of his plunging cock and finger. 

Hermione shook her ass from side to side, panting hotly as 
Harry fucked his finger in and out of her hot asshole, his 
cock pounding into her cunt with increased vigour. 

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhh! Merlin! I wanna fuck your tight ass!" 
groaned Harry. 

"You are, love!" Hermione grunted. "Uhhhhh, Merlin, are you 
ever!" 

"Not with my finger, love! With my fuckin' cock!" Harry 
growled. Hermione gasped as she pictured Harry's huge 
prick stuffed up her narrow rear passage. 



His finger in there felt big enough, but should Harry manage 
to get his prick inside her asshole, she was sure his 
oversized prong would split her wide open. Even so, the very 
thought of letting Harry put his cock up her anus excited her 
to such a degree, that Hermione made only a token effort in 
discouraging him from the idea. 

“No, Harry! Your cock's too big! You'll hurt me!'' 

“You'll change your mind once it's in there, Mione, believe 
me!" Harry pulled his cock from her clinging cunt with a 
quick jerk, and pressed it against the tiny opening of her 
tight asshole. Hermione whimpered as she felt his fat 
cockhead push past the muscular ring of her anus and pop 
inside. 

“Careful, love! Not too hard... real slow and easy at first, 
okay?" She held her breath as Harry exerted more pressure. 

Harry grasped her asscheeks and pulled them wide apart, 
watching his glistening prick sink slowly inward. His eyes 
burned with excitement as he felt her asshole squeeze his 
cock and then expand around it, gripping the long, thick 
shaft like a hot, velvet vice. 

“Uhhhhhnnnnggggghhh! Shit, that's fuckin' tight!" 
bellowed Harry, his cock buried halfway inside her hot, 
clinging asshole. 

“Ohhhh, Merlin!" whimpered Hermione. 

Harry paused. 

“No, don't stop!" she gasped. “It feels good! You're not 
hurting me, love! Push it all the way in, push your cock up 
my hot ass!" 



“I told you you'd change your tune once I had it in you, 
Mione!" laughed Harry. Harry smiled inwardly. His bestfriend 
was just like always when they'd fucked. Once he got his 
big, fat prick stuffed up inside her, she just couldn't get 
enough of him! 

Harry moved his cock deeper, watching her asshole engulf 
it. The heat was intense and, as he'd knew, her rear passage 
was much tighter than her cunt. Hermione gasped and held 
her breath as she felt her asshole stretch to accommodate 
Harry's huge cock. Surprisingly, what little pain there was 
seemed to enhance her pleasure, and the more cock he 
forced into her ass, the better it began to feel. 

“Ummmmmmmmmmmmmm!" she moaned, arching back 
onto Harry's prick. 

Hermione could tell when Harry fucked in the final inch of 
his long, thick shaft. His balls bumped against the open folds 
of her pussy, tickling the delicate slot. Grunting, Harry 
squeezed her wiggling asscheeks, allowing his cock to rest 
inside her for a moment. 

“Unnnnggghh! Fuck! My cock is all the way inside you, 
Mione!" 

"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh Merlin!" groaned Hermione. "Merlin's 
balls, don't I know it!" 

"Feel good?" breathed Harry. 

"Oh, Merlin yes!" Hermione cried. "Your cock feels so fucking 
big up my ass, love! Oooooooh, it's driving me crazy! And 
I'm glad it's you, love! It's so exciting having you fuck me!" 
Hermione tingled all over with pleasure. The wild, ravashing 
wickedness of it heightened her pleasure a hundredfold. 



Harry began to move his cock inside her butthole, holding 
her firm, round asscheeks spread wide apart. Hermione 
wiggled her ass around Harry's cock and turned her head, 
looking back over her shoulder at him. She smiled sexily, 
meeting Harry's bulldozing cock-strokes with wanton little 
jerks of her hips, offering him her ass as shamelessly she 
had offered him her cunt. Something wicked and hot was 
beginning to mount within her, something she knew she 
wouldn't be able to control. Maybe it had something to do 
with the wizard's balls slapping against her pussy. 

Maybe it was the unusual friction of his cock that excited 
her. Or perhaps it was simply that the very sexy young 
wizard fucking her shitter was her own bestfriend and lover. 
Whatever was creating the wonderful feelings, Hermione 
wanted more, and judging by the way Harry had performed 
so far, she was sure that her virile lover would be able to 
give it to her. She only wished that the sensations she was 
experiencing right now, could go on and on forever. 

Harry listened as her guttural whimpers became louder. Her 
pussy was dripping, the hot juice simply running from her 
empty fuckhole. Her lovely, firm ass writhed and twisted 
against him, moving back and forth as her hips whipped 
from side to side. 

“Uhhhhhhhhhh! Merlin, that's tight!" he grunted. 

"Mmmmm, your cock feels good in there . Ooooooh, I wish I 
could see it, sweetheart! Merlin, it would be such a turn-on 
to watch you fuck my ass, love!" 

"Next time, Mione!" promised Harry. "We'll do it in front of a 
mirror so we can both watch my prick fucking your tight, 
sexy little asshole, okay?" 



“Oooooh, yes, my love, yessss!” she hissed, shivering at the 
deliciously horny thought. 

Harry rammed his cock in and out of her asshole, holding 
firmly onto her jutting hips, watching her naked ass-flesh 
ripple from the solid pounding he was giving her. He felt the 
muscular ring of her anus scraping up and down the length 
of his turgid shaft... milking him... sucking him... squeezing 
his cock like a tightly clenched fist. 

“Uhhhhhhhh! Fuck it, Mione!” he growled. “Move it just like 
that! Yeah! Show me how much you like my fuckin' cock 
stuffed up your hot, horny ass!" 

Harry didn't need to encourage Hermione one little bit. His 
prick was doing that all by itself. She lurched and thrust her 
ass back at him with shameless abandon, grinding her teeth 
as she fucked with him. She could feel every inch of his hard 
prick inside her belly, penetrating her in such a fantastic 
way, she never thought possible. 

“Oh, you wonderful, wonderful wizard! Fuck my ass! 
Ahhhhhhhhhhh! Ram my shitter, love! Oooooh, Merlin it's 
never felt like this before! Fuck meeeeee!" 

“I am, Mione!" panted Harry, watching her asshole cling 
wetly to his cock. “Uhhh, Merlin! Blaise has no fuckin' idea 
what he is missing out on!" 

“Unnnnggghhhh, I know, love!" mewled Hermione. 

“Pity he hasn't fucked you yet, Mione!" Harry chuckled. “I 
bet I could show him a thing or two about ass-fucking!" 

“Oooooh Merlin, love, you could show him EVERYTHING 
about fucking!" 



“How about two cocks fucking you at once, Mione?" grinned 
Harry. “Blaise fucking your horny, wet snatch... me fucking 
your tight ass! I bet you'd like that, wouldn't you, Mione?" 

Hermione moaned as Harry quickened up the pace of his 
ass-fucking. 

“Uhhh! Yesss! Yes, I would! Oh, Merlin! Two pricks at once! 
Fuck, I'd love that!" 

She could feel Harry's prick pulsating inside her, and it felt 
just as good in her asshole as it did in her cunt. She twisted 
her hips, grinding backwards onto his cock she squealed 
excitedly. Harry began to fuck Hermione hard, slamming his 
cock into her ass with terrific force. 

“Uhh! Uhhh! Uhhh! Tight! Fuckin' tight!" he chanted, 
stabbing deeply. Hermione reached for her cunt and slid two 
fingers inside the slick, gaping hole. She jammed them in 
deeply, rubbing her aching clit with the heel of her hand as 
Harry's cock slammed in and out of her quivering ass. 

“Fuck me, love! Fuck my ass! Ohhhhhhhh, so fucking good! I 
love it this way! I can feel your cock going in so deep! 
Mmmmm, fuck the piss out of me!" 

Excited by her wanton encouragement, Harry began to 
really fuck Hermione hard, stabbing his cock inside her ass 
as deeply as he could. Hermione simply whimpered with 
pleasure, fucking her cunt just as deeply with her fingers. 

Shivers of erotic excitement raced up and down her heated 
flesh. She could feel Harry's cock through the thin 
membrane separating her asshole from her cunt, and each 
time he pulled his prick back, Hermione thrust her fingers 
deep inside her gooey slit, the sensations in her crotch 
flooding her brain like liquid fire. The drag of Harry's cock in 



her ass while her own fingers diddled her cunt was unlike 
any feeling Hermione had ever experienced. 


Her erect clit bulged under her fingers in a tight knot as her 
mind filled with lewd, exciting images... images of Blaise 
and Harry, their cocks hard as steel, one in her cunt, the 
other in her ass, fucking her simultaneously, filling her body 
urgently with twin poles of hard, throbbing meat. Her mind 
soared with the ultimate rapture. 

“Ohhhhh! Harry, oh love, fuck my ass... ram that big cock up 
my fuckin' asshole...! Merlin, I love this! I love it so much! 
Fuck me, Harry! Fuck the shit out of my hot ass, love...! 
Ahhhhhgggggghhhh, this is so good!" 

Harry grunted as he fucked his cock in and out of her tight 
butt. The wet sounds were loud, as were the slaps of flesh 
against flesh. 

"I want you to come, bitch!" shouted Harry, fucking her ass 
with frantic thrusts. "Come all over your fingers while I plug 
your hot fuckin' ass!" 

As he pounded her asshole vigorously, Hermione cried out 
with each lunge into her body. Her cunt was soaked with hot 
juices, and clung to her fingers wetly, making loud slurping 
noises as she fucked her whole hand up into her crotch with 
brutal force. Her whole body seemed to expand, to swell 
with the delicious sensations flooding her. Hermione 
screamed as Harry pulled her roughly against him, fucking 
his cock into her asshole to the hilt. 

"Unnnnnnnggghhhh! Merlin Harry, ram it to me!" she 
sobbed. "Oh, love, fuck it as hard as you can! Fuck my ass! 
Fuck my cunt! Fuck me anywhere... just give me that hard 
cock, lover!" 



Harry grinned at Hermione and knifed his prick deep, 
ramming her cunt to the hilt. Wet sucking sounds rose from 
their meshed crotches, and his cock glistened with the 
gooey wet slime oozing from her cunt. Hermione churned 
her ass wildly, Harry's cock penetrating her bowels felt so 
good, better than she had thought possible. His balls 
slapped into her frothy cuntslit, making her clit strain 
outward against her fingers. 

"I hope you're nearly ready to come, Mione? 'Cause I sure as 
hell am!" 

"Yesssss! Oh, yes! Make me come too, Harry!" squealed 
Hermione. "Ummmmmmm, love, fuck Mione fast, as fast as 
you can! Ohhhhhh, yeah, love! Ram that that fuckin' thing 
right up my ass and come in my belly!" 

She pushed her hips at Harry with wild abandon as the 
wizard began to pound her ass savagely, fucking her with 
strong, rapid thrusts that shook her whole body. Within 
seconds, Harry climaxed into her writhing ass, and as 
Hermione felt his hot sperm enter her butt, she began to 
climax also, screaming out in loud, uncontrollable ecstasy. 

"AHHHHHHHHHHHH! FUCK! I'M COMMMMMMMING!" she 
yelled, rubbing her clit frantically. "OOOOOH, BABY, NOW...! 
SHOOTTHAT HOTJUICE UP MY FUCKIN' ASS!" 

Harry felt her ass squeeze his cock with a tightness that 
almost weakened him. The flexing contractions of it around 
his cock caused his balls to draw up against the base of his 
prick. He lifted his head to the ceiling, his eyes squeezed 
tightly shut, his mouth open. With a loud yell, he came, 
gushing hot come into her convulsing asshole. 

"ARRGGGHHHH! , I'M GUMMING,! OHHHHHH! HERE IT 
COMES! I'M GONNA FILL YOUR HOT, FUCKING ASS WITH 



CUM. AHGGGGGGGHHHHHHHH, YOU GORGEOUS FUCK!” 

Hermione cried out with ecstasy as she felt Harry climax 
inside her, the hot, splashing juices causing her own orgasm 
to intensify greatly. 

”YES! YES! YESSS, BABY! OH, THAT FEELS SO FUCKING 
GOOD!” squealed Hermione. 

Harry lunged into her ass with all his strength, grunting 
loudly as his deeply imbedded cock spurted jet after jet of 
hot, sticky jism into her quivering gut. 

"UNNNNNHHHHH, YES! COME! COME WITH ME, MIONE! 
OHHHHH! OHHHHHH! TAKE MYJIZZ! TAKE IT RIGHT UP YOUR 
ASS, YOU FUCKING HORNY SLUT!” yelled Harry. 

His bestfriend strained her spread asscheeks against him, 
wanting his big cock as deep as it would go while he came. 
She clutched at the mattress, bracing herself as Harry 
emptied his balls into her butt, her own orgasm crashing in 
tremendous waves of pleasure throughout her ravaged 
asshole and cunt. Hermione sobbed and thrashed with 
rapture, coming over and over again as Harry's hard prick 
jerked and twitched inside her. 

The whole bed shook with the intensity of their fucking, but 
neither of them noticed, not even when a glass fell from the 
bedside table shattered loudly on the floor. Hermione made 
strangling noises, her hot ass gripping Harry's cock, 
pulsating around it, sucking at it like a tight, wet little 
mouth. 

"OHHHHH HARRY! I FEEL IT...! I CAN FEEL YOUR HOT CUM, 
BABY!” bleated Hermione. Her ass seemed to be melting 
around Harry's hard, spurting prick. 



A big jet of cum flooded her insides, then another and 
another, until her ass was awash with Harry's hot sperm. 
Spunk hung off his prick in strings each time he pulled out 
of her ass. It overflowed and poured from her asshole in 
torrents, saturating her upper thighs and dribbling down 
into the slit of her pussy. Harry reached beneath her and 
cupped her steamy cuntmound, rubbing a handful of the 
sticky slime over her pulsating clit and into her gash, taking 
a great deal of pleasure in smearing her wetly gaping cunt 
with their combined spendings. It gave him a queer kind of 
thrill. 

Harry left his prick inside her ass for a long time, moving the 
dwindling shaft languidly back and forth until it was drained 
and limp. Only then did he withdraw completely and flop 
down onto the bed beside her. 

"How was that, Mione?" he grinned. "How did you enjoy your 
assfuck!" Hermione rolled onto her back in an exhausted 
heap. If she'd been able to speak right then she'd have told 
Harry that she absolutely loved it, but all she could do for 
the moment was gasp and pant, trying to catch her breath. 
Harry put his arms around Hermione and hugged her tight. 
As soon as she was able to breathe easier, Hermione covered 
Harry's mouth and neck with hot kisses, holding his naked 
body tenderly against hers. 

"Oh, Harry!" she moaned. "That was utterly fantastic! How 
was it for you, love?" 

"Mione, you'll never know how good it felt," he said, smiling 
at her. "It was like a dream come true." 

"Mmmmmmmm, it was for me too, Harry!" gasped Hermione. 
"I don't know why, sweetheart, but you make me feel so 
fucking horny I could die!" 



Harry kissed one of her naked breasts, using his fingers to 
squeeze and caress the firm flesh gently. 

“You do the same to me, Mione," he replied. “Ummmmmmm 
Merlin, you have gorgeous fuckin' tits!" 

“Why thank you, love!" laughed Hermione, becoming more 
and more turned on by the wizard's hot mouth action. Harry 
stuck out his tongue and flicked her erect nipple, teasing 
her. Finally, he sank his whole mouth onto the creamy, 
swollen boob and began to suck shamelessly. 

“OOOOOOOOH! OHHHHHHHHHHH!" she moaned. Sparks of 
pleasure were shooting into her tit. 

She grabbed Harry's cock and rubbed the limp, sticky organ 
until it began to stiffen convincingly between her stroking 
fingers. 

“Oh love, you horny stud! You're ready again! 
Ummmmmmmmmm, and so soon!" marvelled Hermione as 
she felt his cock enlarge in her hand. It began to swell 
rapidly, growing to full size again in a matter of seconds. 
Hermione opened her thighs wide and grabbed Harry's 
hand, pressing it over the pulpy lips of her pussy. 

“Feel my cunt!" she moaned. “Feel how hot and wet you've 
made me again, love!" 

Harry slipped his fingers inside, dragging them through her 
juicy slit from top to bottom. Hermione whimpered and 
bucked her cunt up against Harry's hand. Sweet melty 
feelings were soaring up between her legs. 

His bestfriend's pussy fluttered wildly around his fingers as 
Harry probed deeply. She was hot... so hot, his fingers felt 
like they were in a fucking oven. She had a tight grip on his 



cock, and was jerking it up and down real hard, 
masturbating him harder the deeper his fingers penetrated. 
A quiver went through her, and Hermione began bouncing 
up and down, impaling herself on Harry's stiffened fingers 
again and again. The wizard's cock grew huge in her steady 
fist. 

“Uhhhhhhh, Harry!" she groaned, closing her eyes tightly. "If 
you keep that up, you're gonna have do more than finger- 
fuck you, love!" Harry lifted his head from her boobs and 
grinned at her. 

"That's the whole idea of playing with pussy, isn't it?" he 
chuckled. 

"Oh yes, yes! Merlin, yessss!" gasped Hermione, squeezing 
Harry's cock hard. 

"Merlin, Mione!" yelped Harry. "Slow down a bit or you'll 
make me squirt all over you!" 

"Mmmmmmm, that's a nice nice thought," purred Hermione, 
"but I had something else in mind, love!" 

She sat up and pushed Harry flat on his back. His big cock 
stood straight straight up, jerking with intense hardness. 

She crawled over him, straddling the wizard's thighs with 
her own. 

"Are you gonna sit on my cock, Mione?" asked Harry 
hopefully. Hermione smiled and shuffled further up over 
Harry's slim athletic body on her knees, pausing when her 
cunt hovered directly above his erect cock. 

"You'd like that, wouldn't you, love?" she breathed sexily, 
stroking her fingers teasingly up and down the length of his 
prick. "Ummmmmm, I bet you'd like your bestfriend to sit 



right down on this big, hard-on of yours and fuck herself to 
death, right love?” 

Her eyes glowed with ravashing passion as she watched 
Harry's face. 

"Oh, yeah, Mione!” groaned Harry. "Fuck, yeah!” 

"You want to stuff your cock up my cunt and fuck the shit 
out of it, right?” continued Hermione, panting with 
excitement. "Say it, love, say it...! You want to fuck your 
bestfriend again, right, love?” 

"Uhhhhhh yeah, do I ever!” he grunted. "I wanna fuck you, 
Mione! I wanna drive my cock up your tight, wet snatch and 
screw your hot fuckin' ass off!” 

"Ooooooooh, Harry!” Hermione said with a thick voice. "That 
sounds so wild, I just might let you do it, sweetheart! But...” 

"But what, Mione?” asked Harry, urgently. "Merlin, you're not 
feeling tired are you?” 

"No, love!” she laughed inching upwards again. "It's nothing 
like that!” Hermione rested her cunt on his stomach, and 
Harry gasped as he felt the wet heat of her cunt on his flesh. 

"I was just thinking that if you were real nice to me. I'd 
probably let you fuck me again.” 

"I'll be nice, Mione!” said Harry eagerly. 

"Of course you will, darling,” she cooed, rubbing her cunt 
higher until she had it on his chest. She twisted her ass, 
smearing her wet pussy over his skin. "You'll do anything 
Mione wants... as long as you get fucked. Right, love?” 



“You bet, Mione. Anything!" panted Harry, staring into her 
crotch. 

Hermione saw the look in Harry's eyes and smiled, wickedly. 
Raising herself up off his chest, she reached down between 
her thighs and parted the lips of her pussy with both hands, 
hunching forward until her succulent, pink gash was only 
only inches from the wizard's face. 

“That give you any ideas, love?" Hermione said throatily. 

“Oh, yeahhhhh!" panted Harry, his eyes widened as he 
stared at her face. “You want me to suck it, don't you 
Mione?" 

“Only if you want to, love," said Hermione. “But you want to 
suck Mione's cunt again, don't you, love?" Harry's eyes 
blazed from her cunt to her full round tits. Hermione waited 
for his reply, rolling her hips wantonly, teasing him, 
smearing her leaky cunt close to his neck now. 

“Well, wouldn't you like to suck Mione's cunt?" 

With a look of pure animal lust on his handsome face, Harry 
gave Hermione the answer she knew he would. 

“Ohhhh, Mione! Give it to me!" he gasped, sliding his arms 
around her hips and cupping her ass, pulling her pussy 
towards his face. “I'll suck your juicy cunt! I'll lick it and suck 
it and tongue your clit and... Uhhhh, sit on my face, Mione!" 

“Mmmmmm, Harry, you great wizard, I knew you would!" 
Hermione giggled with pleasure, lifting her cunt off Harry's 
chest and sliding higher. She was on her knees, still holding 
her pussy open. Harry gazed up at her glistening cunt, his 
eyes burning and his tongue licking at his lips. A drop of 



pussy juice dripped onto his tongue, and Harry pulled it into 
his mouth, then swallowed it. 

“Ooooooooh Merlin, Harry, kiss Mione right on the cunt!” 

Holding onto her tight ass, Harry pushed his face into her 
gaping pussy. Hermione arched her back and gasped with 
pleasure as she felt Harry's lips collide with her hot, wet 
cuntflesh. The wizard's tongue darted out and slid over her 
clit, flicking the sensitive little nub to instant erection. 
Hermione jerked her ass back and forth, fucking her cunt 
into Harry's face with wanton urgency. 

"Inside!” she squealed. "Push your tongue inside me, love! 
Mmmmmm, fuck Mione with your tongue!” 

Harry opened his mouth wide, and plunged his tongue deep 
into her cunt. Hermione whipped her ass about, gurgling 
and whimpering with ecstasy. She rubbed and twisted, 
smearing her drooling pussy into Harry's eager face. 

her brain spun with forbidden ecstasy as she writhed 
wantonly above Harry. She looked down between her tits at 
his face, seeing only the wizard's firey young eyes above the 
soft, brunette mass of pussyhair. The ravashing depravity of 
what they were doing was fabulously exciting to her. She felt 
no guilt at all, only wild, erotic pleasure as Harry's hot 
tongue stabbed in and out of her twat. It felt for all the world 
like a miniature cock, except that it wriggled deliciously 
round and round inside her squirming fuckhole, licking and 
teasing every inch of the sensitive, pink cuntflesh. 

"Harry! Ohhhh my Merlin, love!” 

Hermione held the lips of her cunt open for him and pushed 
her crotch into his face as Harry licked the juices from her 
pussy like a ravenous young puppy. 



“Eat me, eat me!" she cried. “Suck that hot cunt, Harry! 
Uhhhhh, love, love! Lick Mione's juicy cunt! Yeahhhh, fuck 
me with your tongue! Mmmmmm! Suck it lover, suck it hard! 
Make Mione come in your pussy-suckin' mouth!" 

Harry gazed up at her heaving tits as he lapped and 
tongued her cunt. Clinging to her grinding ass, he cupped 
the tightly bunched cheeks, sucking and licking her creamy 
pussy from cunthole to clit. Her juices dripped directly into 
his mouth, and despite the copious flow, Harry managed to 
swallow every drop with ease. The taste of her cuntal 
secretions excited him, especially with the knowledge that it 
was the action of his own mouth and tongue that was 
producing them in such abundance. 

Hermione began to moan and whimper, jerking her crotch at 
his face, rubbing her gaping pussy into Harry's face with 
total sexual abandon. Her lover was licking her hotly 
aroused cunt like it had never been licked before. His young 
mouth seemed to be all over her crotch, his tongue 
everywhere at once. 

She churned her ass wantonly, thrashing in ecstasy, beating 
her cunt against Harry's open mouth, almost brutally. But 
she didn't care, her pussy burned with a feverish intensity 
she had never felt in her life. 

“Harry, your tongue... your lips! Ohhhhh, you're gonna make 
me come! Ahhhhh, stab your tongue in there, love! Push it 
real deep up Mione's cunt! Fuck me with your hard tongue, 
you horny little prick!" 

As Harry fucked his tongue deeply into her cunt, her hands 
went behind his head, pulling his mouth as tightly as she 
could against her burning pussy. He sucked her clit into his 
mouth and looked up to watch her reaction. His bestfriend's 



eyes were tightly closed, and her back was arched like a bow 
as she leaned backwards, grinding her leaking cunt into his 
sucking mouth. Hoarse, guttural obscenities spilled from her 
lips as she approached her climax. 

“Unnnnnnggghhhh! Fuck! Eat my cunt! Suck it, you fuckin' 
bastard! Suck it all into your mouth! Uhhhhhhh! Uhhhhh, 
don't stop! Don't ever fuckin' stop! I love it! 
Oooooooooooooh, Merlin, yessssss!" 

His bestfriend began to whimper incoherently, her voice a 
low croak as Harry sucked her clit hard. He nipped at it with 
his teeth and flicked it with his tongue. Her cries of pleasure 
grew louder and more desperate as her orgasm approached, 
building in her cunt with the speed of a runaway locomotive. 
Hermione whipped her ass about wildly, slithering her pussy 
over Harry's mouth again and again, her tits jiggling. But no 
matter how much Hermione writhed and squirmed around, 
Harry's open mouth remained firmly plastered on her gooey 
cunt. His nose mashing against her clit and his stiff tongue 
fucking deeply into her spasming hole brought her off 
quickly. 

"OOOOOOOH, I'M CUMMMING!" she wailed. "UHHHH, 
MIONE'S GONNA COME IN YOUR MOUTH, HONEY! SUCK IT 
UP! AHHHHGGHHHHH, BABY, DRINK MIONE'S CUM...! EAT 
YOUR MIONE'S CUNT... SUCK IT... FUCK IT... AND... OHHHH! 
OHHHHHH, YEEEEEEESSSSSSS!" 

With a shout of ecstasy, Hermione gave one last lunge that 
damn near snapped Harry's head off. Her ass lurched hard, 
her cunt smashing into his sucking mouth with tremendous 
force. She screamed again, coming in powerful waves of 
consuming heat. The convulsions increased, and hertwat 
closed tightly around Harry's deeply buried tongue. She 
could actually feel the lips of her cunt opening and closing. 



the contractions intense. Hermione shuddered violently as 
she came, clamping her thighs on his cheeks as tightly as 
she could, her hands on the back of his head, forcing Harry's 
tongue to the very depths of her spasming hole. Harry 
gripped her twisting ass tightly, burying his face in her cunt, 
loving the feel of her hot thighs squeezing his head. As 
Hermione climaxed, Harry continued to eat out her cunt with 
gusto, sucking her juicy, quivering hole until her rumbling 
orgasm slowed, then finally stilled. 

Harry looked up at her, his lower face still pressed into her 
cunt. His lips still nibbled gently on her clit as he gazed with 
interest at her heaving tits, admiring the size and shape of 
her light-brown nipples. They were large and erect, and 
jutted sensuously out from her swollen boobs, twin beacons 
of her wanton, ravashing fulfillment. Hermione looked down 
at Harry, a satisfied smile on her pretty, glowing face. 

“Oooooooh! Fuck that was good, love!" she sighed 
breathlessly. 

"I could tell, Mione!" chuckled Harry, his voice muffled by 
her cunt. "You came like a fuckin' rocket!" 

Sliding her cunt back to Harry's chest again, Hermione 
moaned with pleasure. 

"Mmmmmmmmmmm, I sure did, and you lit the fuse, 
sweetheart!" 

Harry's mouth and chin glistened wetly with her smeared 
juices, but instead of wiping it off, he reached up and pulled 
her mouth down to his. Hermione returning Harry's hot soul- 
kiss feverishly, kissing him back with a firey passion that 
soon had her insatiable pussy dripping with lust once more. 
She could taste her own cuntjuice on Harry's lips and it 
stimulated her so much that her hips were soon squirming 



wildly, smearing her wet pussy over the smooth hardness of 
Harry's belly. They clung to each other, devouring each 
other's mouths with a ferocity that only ravashing lust can 
inspire. Hermione felt Harry's cock brush her ass. She 
reached behind her body and pumped the long, thick shaft a 
few times, rubbing it into the hot crevice of her butt. Harry 
moaned into her mouth. 

“Mmmmmmmm! Ummmmmmmmm! Uhhhhhmmmmmmm!" 

His hands flew to her bunched asscheeks, pulling her as 
tightly as he could against his feverish body. Hermione 
thrust her tongue down the wizard's throat, making Harry 
pant hotly. She licked inside his mouth, moaning and 
gasping with need as she rubbed her soaking wet pussy 
against him. 

“Uhhhh, Harry! You're so hard!" she gasped, pulling her 
tongue from his hot mouth. "You wanna fuck Mione again, 
don't you, love?" 

"Yeahhhh, Mione! I wanna fuck you, now!" 

As Hermione stared down into Harry's hot young eyes, she 
trembled with pleasure at the very thought of his huge, 
throbbing prong rammed deep up inside her pussy once 
more. 

She scooted her ass lower, positioning her crotch directly 
above Harry's pulsing erection, and as he watched his 
beautiful bestfriend squat down over him, Harry's eyes 
shone with eager brightness. Her creamy breasts hung low 
over his face, and Harry lifted his mouth, sucking first one 
nipple and then the other as Hermione bent forward. She 
grabbed Harry's prick with one hand and opened the lips of 
her cunt with the other, slowly lowering her pussy until it 
touched the bloated tip of his cock. Then, with a soft 



whimper, Hermione began to rub the head of Harry's cock 
between the moist, gaping lips of her pussy, dragging the 
fat bulbous knob tantalizingly back and forth through the 
entire length of her firey cuntslit. She rubbed his cock at her 
swollen clit, mewling softly. Harry watched impatiently, 
writhing his ass in eagerness. He wanted to lift his ass, ram 
his cock up into her tight cunt and fuck her till his balls 
exploded in her belly. But she had hold of his cock and 
wouldn't let him inside her any deeper. 

Hermione knew how eager Harry was to fuck her, but he'd 
only just finished sucking her cunt to a mind-shattering 
orgasm. After that sort of heavy stimulation it was going to 
take a little raunchy foreplay to get her properly into the 
mood, and teasing him like this was turning her on 
something fierce. She looked down into Harry's pleading 
eyes with a devilishly lewd expression on her beautiful face. 

"Come on, Mione! Stop playing around and let me fuck you!" 

"You want it bad, don't you, love!" grinned Hermione. "You 
want to fuck Mione real bad, don't you...? Can't wait to fuck 
Mione's cunt... Yeah, that's it isn't it...? You can't wait to 
stick your big, fat cock up Mione's hot, wet pussy and fuck 
the shit out of it, can you Harry, dear?" 

"Yes, Mione," hissed Harry, struggling to get his cock deeper 
into her. "And if you don't let me into your cunt real quick. 
I'm gonna fuckin' shoot come all over it!" 

"Ohhh, well we can't have that, can we, love?" chuckled 
Hermione. She lowered her crotch just enough to let another 
inch of Harry's cock slide between the lips of her pussy. She 
rolled her hips, in small circles, with his cock barely inside 
her cunt. 


"Is my pussy hot, love?" 



“Oh, yes, Mione! It's hot alright!" gasped Harry, wriggling his 
hips up at her. “Mmmmmmm, and wet too...! Very hot and 
very wet!" 

“Want your cock in Mione's cunt?" 

“Uuuhhh, yes!" 

“Maybe I should suck it some more," Hermione teased. 

“My cock is hard enough already, Mione! I wanna fuck!" 
whimpered Harry in total frustration. Hermione knew Harry 
wasn't kidding either. His cock was huge! She gave it a 
squeeze, gasping at the size of it. It was so thick at the base, 
that her fingers didn't quite meet around its huge, turgid 
circumference. It throbbed in her hand with a life of its own, 
sticking vertically up from between his muscular thighs like 
an angry red spike... ready to split her in half. 

Hermione stared down at it hungrily, almost tempted to let 
the wizard have his way. His wonderful prong would feel so 
damned good rammed up her horny cunt. 

“Maybe I will let you fuck me," Hermione said huskily. “But 
you're gonna have to tell Mione how bad you want it, love!" 

Gazing into Harry's contorted face, Hermione slipping her 
cunt down a bit more, feeling his cock spread the lips of her 
cunt wide. She gasped with delight as she felt the hot throb 
of it. 

“Ohhhhh, Mione! I wanna fuck you so much! Let me fuck 
you, huh? Merlin, I'm so hot for you! I need it bad, Mione! 
Uhhhhh Merlin, I wanna drive my cock up inside your wet, 
juicy little cunt and fuck your hot ass off!" 



“Oooooooh, you really do, don't you?" Hermione gurgled. "I 
love it when you want to fuck me so badly. It makes my 
pussy real hot! And you want to fuck Mione's hot pussy real 
bad, don't you, darling?" 

"Mione, please!" 

"Ohhhh Harry, yes! Come to me, love!" 

Hermione suddenly released her grip on Harry's cock and 
put her hands on his shoulders. Bracing herself, she spread 
her knees wide apart and then, with a loud animal groan, 
hunched downwards with her hips. Hermione let her weight 
do all the work, wiggling her hips a little as Harry's hard 
thickness sliced into her cunt. 

"Watch, love!" gasped Hermione, staring between her 
thighs. "Watch my cunt take your cock!" 

Harry watched her cuntlips engulf him, swallowing the hard 
cylindrical thickness of his cock steadily, an inch at a time. 
Hermione clawed at his shoulders, whimpering incoherently 
as her belly filled with Harry's immense cock. But she didn't 
stop until she felt Harry's wiry pubic hair tickle the tightly- 
stretched lips of her twat, and she knew he was in her all the 
way. Hermione sat like that for several seconds, Harry's prick 
buried to the balls inside her cunt. 

"Ummmmm Merlin, that's nice!" sighed Hermione, feeling 
his prick throb deep within her belly. "Oh, Harry, love! I still 
can't believe how fuckin' big you are, love! UHHHHHHH! It 
feels so long and thick and hard, just like always when you 
fuck me." 


"Fuck!" groaned Harry, squeezing her tits. "Yeah, Mione!" 



“Mm mm mm mm! Fuck yes! I know you have, love!" breathed 
Hermione, contracting her cunt walls about Harry's deeply 
buried cock. “And believe me love, I wouldn't have it any 
other way." 

Her playful brown eyes stared into Harry's handsome face. 
His cock felt like a baseball bat stuffed up her snatch, yet it 
throbbed and jerked with a life of its own, stretching her 
deliciously. Hermione slowly began to squirm her cunt 
around on his crotch. Her lover's cock was deep, very deep. 

“How does that feel, love?" she asked, rotating her crotch 
teasingly. “Doesn't it feel nice to have your big, fat prick 
stuck up my cunt again? Hmmmmmmm...? Ohhhhhhh, 
yeah! I bet it feels good... It feels real good to fuck your hot 
bestfriend, doesn't it love?" 

“Ahhhhhh, fuckin' Merlin...! Does it ever...! Merlin, I love 
fucking your tight, juicy twat, Mione!" groaned Harry, 
attempting to lift his hips up at her. 

“Good! Then move that big prick in my cunt, love, and let's 
you and me really fuck up a storm, huh?" 

“Ohhhhhh, Mione!" groaned Harry, fucking his hips up at her 
eagerly. 

His bestfriend began to bounce up and down on top of him, 
initially riding his cock with a gently rocking motion. But as 
the delicious sensations in her cunt increased, so did the 
pace of her fucking. 

“Watch me, Harry," grunted Hermione, clutching her tits 
with both hands. “Watch Mione's cunt fuck your lovely hard 
prick, love!" With a squeal, Hermione began to bounce up 
and down, slapping her pussy onto Harry's cock to the base. 



then lifting up until she almost lost it, only to ram down 
again, real hard. 

“Ummmmm, yeah! That's it!" grunted Harry. "Fuck my cock! 
Uuuuh, unnhhh, fuck it good and fast, Mione...! Oh Merlin, 
your cunt feels so fuckin' hot!" 

Hermione shivered with ecstasy at Harry's words. "Uhhh, 
Harry, darling! I want you to!" she panted, kissing his neck. 

"I want to do everything with you, love...! I want you to fuck 
me... and suck my cunt... and fuck my ass and my mouth 
and my tits and... OHHHHHHH, FUCK ME FOREVER, BABY!" 

"Ooooh, fuck yes! I will, Mione! I will... Unnnnhhh, Merlin, 
come all over cock, you hot horny cunt!" 

Her hard nipples were rubbing lightly over Harry's chest, the 
skin created a luscious friction against the erect little buds. 
Her eyes closed again, and her brain reeled with the 
wonderful sensations Harry was producing within her. Up 
and down she rode Harry's engorged cock-shaft, her clit so 
well stimulated that she knew she would cum in moments. 
Her pussy began to drool, coating his huge fuck-pole with 
plenty of cunt-cream, making it slide smoothly into her tight 
cunt with the power and precision of a oiled piston. 

"More, more!" she squealed. "Oooooooooh, Harry, I'm almost 
there, love! I really need you to fuck me harder. Ohhh Merlin, 
I'm so fuckin' wet! Your balls must be dripping!" 

"They are, Mione," he grinned. "And after I've shot another 
load up your juicy fuckin' cunt, you're gonna get down there 
and lick it all off!" 

"Mmmmmmmmm yes, I will love!" promised Hermione. 
"Merlin, you think of the sexiest things!" 



Harry stabbed faster and faster into her saturated fuckhole, 
feeling her quivering pussy squeeze and milk his cock at an 
ever increasing rate. Finally the mounting ecstasy became 
too much, and her climax burst upon her, wrenching a loud, 
high-pitched cry from her parched throat. 

"OHHHHHHHHHHHHH! FUCK! FUCK, I'M 
CUMMMMMMMINGGGGGGG! I UHHHHHHHH..." But even as 
Hermione wailed in release, her scream was cut short. Harry 
clutched Hermione to him and closed his mouth over hers, 
thrusting his hot tongue deep into her panting mouth. Lost 
in the rapture that Harry had helped her achieve, Hermione 
responded to his kiss, lurching up and down on his big 
fucker, wanting to cum some more. 

In less than a minute she did, shrieking into Harry's mouth. 
Holding him tightly, Hermione forced herself to plunge even 
more wildly onto his cock. Harry encouraged her, using his 
hands to help her ride his throbbing prick, thrusting the 
rock-hard shaft of meat vigorously up into her yawning cunt. 
Her lover was fucking her. Merlin, and was he ever fucking 
her! Harry wasn't afraid to really shaft her. Ummmm, what a 
stud he was! His prick was so big, so filling and so damned 
wonderful. Her cunt-juices squished out around his cock, the 
sound and smell of it only making their fucking that much 
more exciting. 

Once more she came. She tore her mouth from his, clawing 
at his shoulders. Her hair whipped about as she flung her 
head wildly from side to side, her loud screech ringing in his 
ears. 

"AHHHHHHHGGGGGHHHH! I'M GUMMING TOO!" he yelled, 
fucking his cock into Hermione savagely. "OOOOOHH, FUCK 
IT! I'M GONNA SHOOT, ! I'M GONNA FILL YOUR HOT, JUICY 
CUNT WITH CUM! UHHHH! OH, FUCK! OH, FUCK! 



UNNNNNGGHHHHHHHH!” As Harry's hot sperm spat into her 
cunt, Hermione had yet another orgasm, so potent and 
rending that she slumped over him, her body trembling 
uncontrollably. Harry held Hermione tightly, his prick still 
twitching in her well-fucked cunt as she sprawled on top of 
him, breathing heavily. 

They lay like that for some time, enjoying the dying spasms 
of a really mind-blowing fuck. Then, slowly, Hermione came 
out of her orgasmic trance and rolled off Harry's limp body. 
His cock pulled from her sloppy cunt with an audible plop 
and lay twitching wetly across his thigh, still half-hard but 
deflating rapidly. 

“Oh no. It's going soft already!" cried Hermione in mock 
despair. Harry grinned at Hermione and forced her head 
down between his legs. 

“Give it a little lick, Mione, and see if you can make it come 
back up again!" 

“Merlin Harry, you're a randy fucker!" she chuckled, taking 
his sticky cock in her hand. “You're gonna fuck your poor 
bestfriend to death!" 

“Mmmmmmmm, yeahhhh...! But what a way to go, huh 
Mione?" Harry grinned. Hermione bent forward and let her 
tongue glide lovingly over the wizard's velvety cockhead, 
coating it evenly with her glistening saliva. His soaked 
crotch reeked of pussy, but instead of being revolted, 
Hermione found the heady smell of her own sex combined 
with that of Harry, deeply arousing. She sniffed a little like a 
bitch on heat and then, with a low whimper, opened her lips 
wide, taking the wizard's limp, meaty prick deep into her 
hot, wet mouth. 



“Yeahhhh, Mione! Ohhh, Merlin! Suck my cock, bitch! Suck 
my fuckin' prick!" Harry's hands were at the back of her 
head, holding her mouth firmly on his rising cock. But he 
needn't have bothered, because right now, taking her mouth 
off Harry's gorgeous prick was the last thing on her tortured 
mind. 

The very taste of it made her pussy crawl, and as Harry 
began hunching his swelling meat up into her throat, 
Hermione groaned with instant arousal. 

"Ohhhhhh, Harry! Your cock is really delicious, after it's been 
up my pussy," she purred. "Mmmmmmmm, I can taste my 
own cunt on your dick, love!" The piquant flavour of her own 
cunt combined with the salty taste of his sperm seemed to 
work on the hot witch like a potent aphrodisiac, and in no 
time at all, Hermione wanted him again! In fact, she couldn't 
wait to feel Harry's long, hard prick stretching her insatiable 
cunthole once more... reaming out her tight, wet pussy... 
fucking her like she deserved. Her mouth watered around 
the wizard's hardening dick almost as much as her pussy 
was watering between her squirming thighs. 

"Mmmmmmmm, nice and hard for Mione," Hermione 
murmured, letting Harry's cock slip momentarily from her 
mouth. She stared lovingly at Harry's oversized organ for a 
moment and then stroked her fingers up and down the 
length of his velvety hardness, enjoying the feel of the 
wizard's virile prick as it throbbed sensuously in her hand. 

"Oh Merlin, Mione!" gasped Harry, reaching for Hermione. 
"Lie back and spread your legs. I want to fuck you again!" 
Hermione gave a long, low sigh and fell backwards onto the 
bed, her thighs falling wide open in shameless invitation. 



“Uhhnnnnhhhhhh,” she grunted urgently. “Oh Merlin, yes, 
love, yes! I want you to fuck me again too! Ooooooh Merlin, 
Harry, you make me so damn hot!” Hermione lifted her legs 
in the air until her knees hovered over her shoulders, her 
curly-haired fuck-slit wide open and dripping in readiness for 
Harry's huge cock. 

With speed borne of raw lust, Harry clambered between her 
lewdly spread thighs, and shuffled forward until the tip of his 
prick pressed into the heated folds of her gooey twat. At the 
sudden delicious contact, Hermione whimpered loudly and 
made a grab for Harry's cock, anxious to get the long, stiff 
pole as deep as possible inside her ravenous cunt. But 
before she could reach it, Harry shoved his hips savagely 
forwards, and with one magnificent thrust, rammed his 
throbbing cock to the balls inside her hot, juicy cunthole. 

“Oh Merlin, Harry!" screamed Hermione, gasping for air. 
“Unnghhhhhh! You're splitting me apart... Ummmmmmm, 
but I can take it, love! Oh, shit yeah, Mione can take every 
fuckin' inch of your big, fat cock, love!" Her sopping pussy- 
hole stretched wide, deliciously accommodating the massive 
thickness of Harry's prick with ease. His virile prick seemed 
to get bigger and longer each time he fucked her. It filled 
her completely this time, stretching her tortured cunt to the 
limit. Harry's cock was buried deep inside her belly, so deep 
that Hermione could feel Harry's helmet-shaped cockhead 
probing the very entrance of her womb. 

“Uuuuuhhh, Mione! Fuck, but you're tight!" grunted Harry. 
“Mmmmm, I love fucking your cunt, Mione! It's so hot and 
wet... and so fuckin' tight!" The feeling of being totally 
crammed with Harry's enormous prick was incredibly 
exciting to Hermione. But as much as she loved the 
sensation of his hard cock throbbing deeply within her 
tightly stretched cunt, Hermione was impatient to get the 



show on the road. She knew what it felt like to have Harry's 
gorgeous cock sliding in and out of her cunt, making her 
quiver with orgasm after orgasm, and she wasn't about to 
waste precious time. She moaned and whimpered 
impatiently under Harry's weight, gyrating her shapely hips 
upward, thrusting and grinding, inviting him to pump his 
prick inside her cunt and give her the fucking she so 
desperately craved again. 

"Fuck my cunt, Harry," she hissed, locking her legs around 
Harry's waist. "You know what Mione wants, love! Fuck me, 
Harry! Come on love, fuck my hot, horny cunt!" 

Harry wasted no more time either. As soon as he felt her 
heels lodge firmly into the small of his back, he raised up on 
his arms and pulled his cock out of her cunt, drawing back 
until only the fat bulbous head remained inside. Then 
without warning, Harry lunged forwards savagely, forcing 
the very breath from her lungs with the force of the blow. 

"Uffffffffffff! Ohhhh! Unnnngggghhhhh!" grunted Hermione 
as Harry's massive fuck-pole slammed into her cunt once 
more, spreading the pouting lips of her pussy to the bursting 
point around the meaty thickness of his invading cock. 

"Oh, Harry! Uhhhhhh! It's so big, love! You've got such a big, 
fat prick!" 

"I know," gasped Harry, withdrawing his cock from her silky 
cunt for the second time, "... and I'm gonna fuck the shit out 
of you with it, Mione...! So move that horny ass for me, you 
gorgeous hot-cunted bitch!" The first savage lunge to her 
cock-hungry cunt had felt so good, Hermione simply 
couldn't wait for Harry's next powerful thrust. In frustration, 
she grabbed the firm cheeks of his ass with both hands, and 
tried to force Harry's cock back into her hungry cunt. 



excitedly bucking and grinding her blushing ass-cheeks up 
off the bed in wild, ravashing abandon. 


“Oh, fuck, I need your cock, love! Ahhhhhh, shit! Just go 
ahead an stab it up my pussy! Pump me real hard, Harry! 

You know I can take it! Fuck me as hard as you can, love!" 

“Okay, you asked for it, Mione!" growled Harry. “Get ready, 
'cause I'm gonna ram this fucker right up to your tonsils, 
bitch...! Yeah, I'm gonna fuck the piss out of your hot, juicy 
cunt,!'' 

“Fuck my pussy deep, Harry! Ram that monster all the way 
in!" With a deep cry of lust, Harry pounded down hard into 
her buttery cunt, slamming his cock to the hilt in her 
upthrust snatch. His whole body shuddered with pleasure as 
his cockhead slammed into the back of her cunt. He pulled 
out and instantly speared his prick-meat back up inside her 
pussy, this time sinking his cock even further up her 
quivering twat. 

Her tits jiggled and slapped together lewdly and she began 
to hump her slim ass in a frenzy of ravashing lust, panting 
and gasping as she ground her throbbing pussy against the 
root of his stabbing prick. 

“Fuck me! Fuck me!" she begged, the words an obscene 
chant. “Ungggghhhhh! Harder you gorgeous stud! Fuck me! 
Ooooooh yes, fuck Mione real deep with your big, hard cock, 
love!" 

“Unnhhh, fuck, Mione... I am!" grunted Harry, slamming his 
blood-engorged prick-shaft in and out of her tight, juicy 
cunthole. The wet, swollen lips of her pussy clung to his 
cock, sucking and clasping his huge fucker each time he 
sank it deep into her quivering twat. 



With another load of jizz churning in his balls, Harry fucked 
his horny bestfriend and lover faster and faster, making the 
bed springs squeak with the fury of their ravashing fucking. 

“Haaaaarder!” Hermione bucked her ass up off the mattress, 
frantically fucking her well-hung lover as fast as she could. 
“Uummmmmm, your prick is so big, Harry! Unhh... ahhhh, 
feels so good up my pussy! Harder, love, fuck my cunt as 
hard as you can!” 

Spurred on by her shameless request, Harry did as his lover 
asked, increasing the tempo of his powerful cock-thrusts, 
fucking his beautiful bestfriend as hard and as fast as he 
could. He bent his elbows, letting more of his weight down 
on top of her, crushing her big, stiff-nippled tits under his 
heaving chest. 

Harry wiggled his hips from side to side with each thrust, 
causing Hermione to buck and writhe sensuously beneath 
him. She jerked her hips high up off the bed, throwing her 
pussy up at Harry's pounding cock like a bitch in heat. Harry 
loved it...! Lustfully, he gazed down at her gooey wet 
fuckhole, enjoying the sight of his massively long, thick 
cock, slicing deep into the welcoming tightness of her hairy 
cunt. The more Hermione squirmed and bucked under him, 
the harder Harry fucked her, returning her wild, ravashing 
abandon with equal vigour. As her moans of pleasure 
became louder, he thrust more strongly, moving his cock 
back and forth inside her cunt with the power and rhythm of 
a piledriver. He gave her everything he had, panting into her 
shoulder as he fucked his gigantic prick relentlessly in and 
out of her wet pussy-slit. Hermione grimaced with pleasure 
as Harry started to give her the fucking she so desperately 
craved. Her glove-tight pussy contracted wetly around his 
rock-hard cock as she humped up eagerly to meet her 
wizard's jarring downward strokes. 



Locked into a savage, rhythmic coupling, bestfriends and 
lovers were soon fucking each other like rutting animals, 
oblivious to everything except the intense, carnal pleasure 
of their forbidden and secret union. 

“Ohhh Merlin, yessss...! Fuck me like that, love!” pleaded 
Hermione, spreading her knees wide apart. ”Oh shit, Harry! 
Uhhhh, fuck my cunt and make me cum!” The horny witch's 
pussy was becoming hotter and wetter with every jab of 
Harry's prick. Her head rolled from side to side 
uncontrollably, her fingernails raked his back and her soft 
wet lips roamed his handsome face. The pleasure was so 
intense, Hermione sank her teeth into Harry's shoulder to 
muffle the noise, and squealed in ecstasy as Harry fucked 
her brutally towards another cunt-wrenching climax. 

Harry hardly noticed the sharp pain in his shoulder, all he 
could feel right now was the incredibly tight grip of her cunt 
on his raging prick, and the incredible sensations building in 
his groin. 

"Oh, babe,” he panted, his breath hot on the side of her 
face. "Mmmmm, oh yeah, move that cunt...! Shit, you're a 
hot piece of ass, Mione!” Hermione grinned up at Harry 
lewdly, squirming and panting as she slapped hertwat up 
against Harry's hard groin. 

"Uhhhh, Merlin, forget the compliments, love!” grunted 
Hermione. "Just concentrate on fucking me, you bastard. 
Mmmmmm, yeahhhh! Shove that big cock in as deep as you 
can and fuck hard, Harry, I nearly ready to come!” Her 
tongue sought out his once more and she kissed him wildly. 

Harry began to slam his cock into Hermione hard and fast, 
wanting to come at the same instant she did. Hermione 
sensed his need and lifted her legs high, draping them over 



Harry's shoulders. At this angle, Harry's cock pierced her 
cunt even deeper, causing the horny witch to jerk her hips 
up and down at him feverishly, whimpering in sheer carnal 
delight as his thick, skewering prong slammed in and out of 
her gaping twat. Although Harry's cock was ramming her 
upthrust cunt-mound like a piledriver, Hermione was 
desperate for deeper penetration. She became carried away 
by an overpowering, ravashing fuck-lust which could only be 
satisfied by Harry's wonderfully long, hard cock. She wanted 
Harry to hold her down and ravage her, to fuck her so hard 
she'd remember it for the rest of her life! 

“Harry! Help me, love. Grab my legs and hold them apart!" 
gasped Hermione, removing her legs from his shoulders. She 
held onto her knees and opened her thighs. Harry grasped 
her ankles and pulled her legs apart, pushing back until her 
knees rested on the bed beside her shoulders, her cunt was 
wide open, her groin stretched to the limit, but it felt 
wonderful. Her lover's cock felt ten times bigger, and 
Hermione thought she was going to burst as he rammed the 
huge fucker balls-deep into her deep, gaping snatch, again 
and again. 

“Oh, Harry!" she squealed. “Oh fuck, Harry...! Shit, that's 
good! Ummmm, yeah, ram it into me love! Fuck Mione just 
like that!" Harry hunched his hips with all his might, driving 
her ass deep into the bed with every powerful thrust. Her 
juice-filled cunt was steaming, and with her legs wide open, 
the heady odour of hot pussy permeated the air. 

Her slushy twat slurped obscenely each time Harry plunged 
his cock into it, filling the room with the juicy wet sounds of 
heavy fucking. Harry was fucking Hermione almost brutally 
now, and with every savage thrust, his prick seemed to 
pierce her wide-open cunt-slit even deeper. His big balls 
smacked repeatedly against the puckered little rosebud of 



her stretched anus, making an obscene slapping sound 
which reverberated loudly in the small room. Hermione was 
finally getting the fucking she had always wanted. Hermione 
had often fantasized about sex with other men, brutal men 
who would fuck her hard and long, ramming her horny, wet 
cunt with their big hairy pricks till she passed out with 
pleasure. Now, to her utter delight, Hermione was getting 
just that! And the fact that it was her own handsome 
bestfriend and lover, Harry Potter, who was giving it to her, 
made it all the more exciting! 

She squeezed Harry's bunched ass-cheeks and pulled his 
cock into her boiling cunt, squealing and whimpering with 
ravashing passion as her strong lover fucked her relentlessly. 
His thick, ridged cockshaft rasped magnificently along the 
tender walls of her pussy, exciting her immensely, pushing 
and stretching the juicy, pink cuntflesh until Hermione 
thought she would faint from the incredible waves of 
shuddering ecstasy that raced unchecked through her 
quivering loins. 

"UHHHHH! YEAHHHH, BABY! SHOVE IT IN HARD! FUCK ME! 
FUCK ME! FUCK ME!" screamed Hermione, writhing beneath 
Harry in mindless, wanton lust. 

Hermione was in seventh heaven as Harry's talented cock 
pushed her closer and closer to the brink of a mind-blowing 
orgasm. Her throbbingly erect clit received stimulation by 
Harry's every move. Each time he drove in or pulled out, the 
sensitive little bud dragged deliciously back and forth along 
the rough shaft of the wizard's cock, sending tingles of erotic 
pleasure racing up and down her spine. But what thrilled 
Hermione most was the way his hard pubic bone mashed her 
clit, exquisitely grinding the throbbing source of her 
pleasure each time his long prick drilled into her heaving 
belly. 



Harry's eyes were slitted with hot, animal lust as he stared 
down at Hermione. Her big tits wobbled and quivered and 
her wide-stretched pussy gripped his cock like a tight, wet 
fist, squeezing the life out of him. He pumped her harder, 
enjoying the guttural sounds of passion that escaped her full 
red lips. 

"You like that, don't you Mione?" he grunted, punctuating 
his question with bone-jarring cock-thrusts into her cunt. 
"Yeah, you like it hard and dirty, don't you bitch!" 

"Ohhhhhhhh, Merlin, yesssssss!" sobbed Hermione opening 
her eyes and staring up at her leering lover. "I need your 
big, hard cock so bad, you big horny fucker!" Her beautiful 
face seemed contorted in agony, but Harry knew that even if 
his vigorous thrusts were causing her some pain, Hermione 
didn't care, she loved it. 

"Look at my cock fucking your pussy, Mione!" growled Harry, 
lifting her head up with one hand. Hermione stared between 
her legs with glazed eyes as she watched Harry's huge 
glistening erection pistoning up and down in her cunt, the 
thick, blue-veined shaft slicing through the hairy lips of her 
pussy like a hot knife through butter. Harry saw the look on 
her face and smiled lewdly. 

"Yeah, that's it, watch me fuck you, Mione!" he gasped. 
"Watch my cock fucking your hot cunt, you sexy bitch! It'll 
make you cream!" As Hermione stared at their meshed 
genitals, she knew Harry was right. It really did turn her on 
in an outrageous way to see herself being fucked by Harry's 
incredibly large prick. 

Hermione threw her pussy up at him, moaning and 
whimpering unintelligibly as she watched his cock slam into 
her drooling twat. Her copious pussy-juices were whipped to 



a foam by the force and speed of Harry's energetic fucking, 
and the frothy cream spilled from her ravaged cunt in 
torrents, coating his balls and matting hercuntlips in a 
lather of ravashing lust. Hermione writhed in wanton ecstasy 
beneath Harry, her eyes fixed on his glistening cock. She 
thrust her hips up urgently to meet his every lunge, 
watching intently as the wizard's gigantic cock slid solidly in 
and out of her wetly gaping slit as fast as he could. 

"Harder, harder, harder!" Hermione cried. Grimacing, she 
tossed her head wildly from side to side. "Fuck your 
bestfriend, Harry! Fuck that big prick all the way in! Unhh... 
unhhh... unhhh... oh, fuck! Oh shit, keep banging me Harry! 
Make me cum! Oh, Merlin, fuck the piss out of my hot fuckin' 
cunt!" 

Relentlessly, Harry pounded her spread snatch as hard and 
as deep as he could. By now, he was almost oblivious to her 
pleasure, thinking only of the painful stiffness in his blood- 
engorged cock. His giant fuck-tool was almost a blur as he 
slammed it in and out of her gushing, pouty-lipped cunt. He 
didn't even notice the squeals of pleasure that erupted from 
her pretty mouth each time he stroked his cock to the hilt in 
her pussy, or the hiss of delight she made when he pulled it 
out again, dragging the shaft along her protruding clit. 
Hermione clawed Harry's shoulders and back in a frenzy of 
desire, fucking her hung lover as hard as she could. 

"Yeah, you big bastard," she babbled. "Fuck me! Fuck 
Mione's hot cunt! Ungghhhh! Oh Merlin, I'm cumming! Oh, 
fuck, I love it! Merlin, Harry! Oh, fuck! Oh, shit! Mione's 
cumming, love, ahhhhhhhhhhhh, cuuuummmmiingggg!" 

Harry was still striving for his own climax even as her cunt 
erupted in violent orgasm. And he continued drilling his 
stone-hard fuck-pole deep up inside her pussy even as he 



felt it spasm tightly around him, spewing cunt-juice all over 
his hammering cock. Hermione screamed. “OHHHHHHH, 
FUCK! OOOOOOHHH, I WHAHHHHHHH! UNNNNGHHHHH! 
AHHHHHHHHHGGGH!” Harry hoped that the silencing charm 
held, because in his bedroom, her cries were deafening. She 
wailed like a banshee, jerking and thrashing about in 
mindless abandon as she came. Harry held firmly onto her 
legs and fucked her wildly, guiding her through the 
exquisite peaks of one shuddering orgasm after another. 

“Yeahhhh! Cum for me, Mione!” he growled, fucking into her 
juice-slick cunt with jackhammer force. “Cum hard, you 
horny fuckin' cunt! Uhhhh, shit, cum on my cock, bitch! Cum 
on my big, fat fucking cock!" 

Harry's face was red with lust, hisgreen eyes glowing. His 
nostrils flared, and he groaned obscenely, grunting as he 
pistoned his big throbbing prick faster and faster into her 
squishy cunt. Her cunt convulsed wildly around Harry's 
hammering prick, gripping and squeezing his wrist-thick 
shaft like a milking machine. To him, it felt like her spasming 
cunt was trying to suck the cum right out of his balls. Just 
feeling that fantastic pressure around his cock and watching 
his sexy horny bestfriend writhing under him in the throes of 
a cunt-wrenching climax was all it took to set Harry off. He 
cried out and shuddered above her, slamming his jerking 
cock deep up inside her pussy, as jet after jet of hot, sticky 
jism erupted from the end of his prick. 

“AHHHHHHHHHHH! FUCK, ! YOU GORGEOUS CUNT! I'M 
CUMMING, BITCH! I'M FUCKIN' CUMMMMINNNGGGGGG! 
UHHHHHHH! UHHHHHHHHH! AHHHHHGGGGGGHHHH!" 

Hermione squealed and came again as she felt her ravaged 
cunt being flooded with Harry's scalding-hot load. It felt as if 
she had a fire extinguisher spraying a blast of foam into the 



inferno of her fuck-hole, where the oily fire raged out of 
control. She rode his cock in a rapture, her clit and cunt 
climaxing constantly. Her head flew from side to side and her 
big tits bounced like mounds of jelly as Harry emptied his 
lust-swollen balls deep into her cunt. Her ass slid back and 
forth on the bed as her fuckhole filled with jizz. 

Harry moaned as the last of his spunk splashed into her cunt 
and his nuts stopped surging. He was drained. He slumped 
forwards over her panting body and rested his head on her 
big tits, his chest heaving, his eyes glazed. His greedy 
bestfriend continued to move her cunt up and down on his 
half-hard, but still monster cock for a few minutes, 
whimpering and trembling as she fucked herself through the 
final sweet spasms of her blissful orgasm, slowing the pace 
as her climax ebbed, then ended. She screwed forwards 
deliberately, holding her groin pushed upward so that she 
was massaging her clit against Harry's slimy shaft, working 
out the last tingling thrill. The waves of her orgasm gently 
diminished. 

It was the wildest, most satisfying sex Hermione had ever 
had. 

Her lover's cock was still stuck up her pussy as Hermione 
lifted her head up and kissed him lovingly on the lips. They 
embraced tenderly, panting in the aftermath of their wild, 
ravashing fucking. 

“Oh, Merlin!" said Harry finally. “You're a terrific fuck, 

Mione!" 

“Oooooh, Harry! So are you!" replied Hermione, stroking 
Harry's flushed cheeks. “I've never come so much before in 
my whole damn life." 



“Me too, Mione!” Harry's cock was at long last beginning to 
diminish in her cunthole. The wizard's hard meat was 
softening, turning rubbery inside her pussy. Then it began to 
shrink and slowly slipped out. Hermione hunched upwards in 
an idiotic attempt to keep Harry's limp cock inside her cunt 
for a few moments longer, but inevitably the slimy stalk slid 
out until only his cock-knob was lodged inside her well- 
fucked pussy-slit. 

It stayed there momentarily, only to pop out seconds later 
with a juicy slurp, followed immediately by a lavish flood of 
their combined cum-cream. Harry rolled onto his side and let 
his prick fall limply along his hard, trembling thigh. 

Hermione stared at it, a contented smile on her pretty face. 
Even limp, Harry's big prick was still a formidable size. 
'Merlin, what a cock,' she thought, reaching out and curling 
her fingers around the soft, sticky organ. 'Ummmm 
mmmmm, and it's mine... all mine.' Hermione left her moist 
thighs wide open, enjoying the wickedly delicious thrill of 
letting Harry ogle her gooey snatch. She parted her legs 
further, excited by the look of lust on his handsome young 
face. 

“Look what you did to Mione's cunt, you naughty wizard," 
she giggled. “Have you ever seen such a well-fucked pussy 
before, Harry?" 

Harry shook his head. He had to admit that he hadn't. Her 
lush, curly pubic hair was matted and covered with cunt oil 
and sperm, and the swollen lips of her pussy hung lewdly 
open, allowing Harry to see right up inside her cunthole, 
right into the dark hole where his hard cock had been only 
moments before. The incredibly wanton sight didn't disgust 
the wizard at all, in fact, quite the opposite. At that moment, 
Harry thought her cunt looked absolutely wonderful. 



“Oh, Mione!" he sighed. “Your cunt is so pretty... so pink and 
wet and juicy!" 

Hermione looked down at her pussy-slit. It still yawned wide 
open, and as they both watched, she contracted the muscles 
of her cunt and squeezed out a great glob of their mingled 
slime. It oozed obscenely out from between her gaping 
cuntlips and dribbled down over her crinkled asshole, 
staining the sheet. Hermione looked up with a grin on her 
face and saw Harry gasping and drooling at the sight. 
Looking at her gaping, oozing cunt was turning on the 
wizard again. 

“Merlin, Mione!" murmured Harry, staring wide-eyed. 
“Looking at your juicy cunt is making me hot again!" 

“Mmmmm! I can tell, love," replied Hermione. She pulled 
open the puffy lips of her pussy with both hands, giving 
Harry a better view of the cunt he had just fucked so 
magnificently. 

“Uuuhhhh, doesn't it look good enough to eat, Harry!" 
Hermione purred, dipping her fingers into her snatch and 
smearing the oily juices all over her swollen cuntlips. Harry 
crouched between her legs for a better view. 

“Oh, fuck yeahhhhh!" he moaned, sniffing the gamey smell 
of sex that wafted up from her gooey twat. “It looks 
downright tasty, Mione!" Harry held her thighs wide apart 
and stared at her matted pussy. Even coated with cunt- 
cream and his own jizz, it was still a mouth-watering 
prospect. 

“Then why don't you lick it?" suggested Hermione. “Get 
your hot mouth down there and suck Mione's cunt, love. Lick 
my poor pussy clean." Harry let out a growl of undisguised 
lust and thrust his face into her juice-filled cunt, tossing his 



head from side to side as his tongue slid up her well- 
lubricated fuck-hole. 

“Ohhhh, yeahhhh! Eat me, Harry!” squealed Hermione. 
"Shove that gorgeous tongue right up my fuckhole and eat 
my ravashed cunt! Ahhhhhhh, yeah! Suck out your own 
spunk, you horny fucker! Suck it all out!” The prospect of 
swallowing his own cum didn't even enter Harry's mind. He 
was too busy savouring the taste of her creamy cunt. But to 
Hermione, having Harry eat out her pussy right after he had 
shot a load of hot ravashing sperm into it, was the most 
mind-blowing turnon... 

The sun was beggining to rise and they were still fucking 
and sucking each other until exhaustion overtook them, and 
after a particularly long, slow sensuous fuck, bestfriends and 
lovers finally collapsed in a tangled heap of arms and legs 
on the bed... 


Chapter 18 - Going Shopping (Harry/Hermione, 
Harry/Daphne) 

After going shopping for their school supplies in Diagon 
Alley, Harry and Hermione decided to take a trip around 
muggle London. For fun and maybe some new muggle 
clothes. They waited at the muggle bus stop near the Leaky 
Cauldron, but when the bus arrived, it was packed. 

"Where did all these people come from?” Hermione wanted 
to know as they squeezed inside. 

"I kinda like it, Mione,” Harry said, pushing against 
Hermione's firm, rounded ass. 


Hermione wiggled until she felt his cock-bulge pushing at 
the crack of her ass. She could even feel his prick starting to 




grow hard, through her summer dress. She turned around 
and gave Harry a grin, flexing the cheeks of her ass when he 
probed a finger tentatively into the crack of her ass. 

“No panties, Mione?" he whispered. 

Hermione grinned and shook her head. Mischievously, Harry 
squeezed Hermione's ass. It was easy enough to do since 
they were packed in tightly no one could possibly see. 
Hermione flashed another smile over her shoulder at him, 
pushing her ass invitingly against his hand. Then her eyes 
widened. Harry was working her dress up over her ass! 

She wore stockings and a garter belt, but no panties. She 
shivered as Harry felt between her legs beneath her lifted 
dress. She gazed about at the other passengers, but no one 
knew what Harry was doing to her. Those post its they were 
wearing were very handy! It excited her to be felt up in the 
crowded bus, and she writhed her ass as though the sway of 
the bus caused the movement. 

Scooting his hand higher, Harry rubbed Hermione's wet 
cunt, and Hermione parted her legs as best she could. A soft 
sigh of pleasure came from her as he darted his middle 
finger into her tight cunthole, finger-fucking her as they 
rode along, without anyone being the wiser. 

Harry rubbed at Hermione's clit, then plunged his finger up 
her cunt again. Hermione's knees almost gave way. She 
looked at Harry again over her shoulder, her eyes slightly 
glazed. Harry grinned up at her, and pulled his finger from 
her clinging cunt, moving it up and down the crack of her 
firm, satiny ass. Becoming bolder, he probed her asshole, 
rubbing the pucker with a feathery touch. Her cunt pulsated 
and her pussy juices ran slowly down the insides of her 
thighs, stopped by the edge of her flesh-colored stockings. 



Gazing into her eyes, a grin on his face, Harry began to 
press the tip of his finger harder at the crinkle of her 
asshole. Hermione made a soft hissing sound, and pushed 
her ass firmly back against Harry's finger. That was exactly 
the response Harry was waiting for, and without warning he 
thrust his pussy-wet finger up Hermione's tight asshole. 

"Oooohhh!" Hermione whimpered softly. 

Grinning wickedly, Harry fucked his finger in and out of 
Hermione's asshole, her shapely ass-cheeks almost exposed. 
If not for the crowd of men and women pressing up around 
them, Hermione's naked ass and what Harry was doing to it 
would have been clearly visible to anyone looking. 

Hermione didn't care. She felt a wildness, a hot exitement to 
feel Harry's finger up her ass in the crowded bus. She 
twisted her hips, pushing her ass back at his darting finger. 
Her eyes became glassy as her mind whirled with deliciously 
wanton thoughts. She was incredibly excited. Having her 
asshole finger-fucked in public, by her lover/bestfriend, was 
an incredibly erotic experience. Hermione felt her cunt begin 
to quiver and itch with arousal. 

"It sure is tight, Mione," Harry said, his voice unusually loud. 

"Yes, it is," she responded in a breathless voice. 

A woman looked down at Harry. "Are you okay, young man? 
Can you breathe all right?" 

"Yes, Ma'am," Harry replied politely, giving Hermione a deep 
thrust of his finger. "I'm just fine. It's very tight in here, 
that's all." 


The woman smiled at Hermione. 



“It's wonderful to see such a polite young man these days, “ 
she said: “You have a lovely boyfriend." 

“I know, " Hermione answered, struggling to make her voice 
sound normal. “Thank you." 

Harry speeded up his jabs, fucking his finger hard into 
Hermione's hot, clinging asshole. Then Hermione gasped 
softly when he jerked the finger out, her asshole clamping 
tightly. But then he pushed the finger into her cunt, finger- 
fucking her pussy wetly. Hermione's ass squirmed about all 
over the place as Harry buried his finger in her cunthole to 
the hilt. She was unable to stand still. 

“Are you ill?" the woman asked Hermione, concern showing 
in her eyes. 

“No! No, I'm fine." Hermione managed to smile. “I feel 
good... very good." 

“You do feel good, Mione," Harry said, watching Hermione's 
face flush slightly. “You feel very good!" 

He pushed his finger up and down, and Hermione could hear 
the wetness of her cunt sucking at his finger. In no time at 
all she felt a welcome wave of pleasure sweep through her 
body as Harry pumped his finger deep into her pussy, his 
knuckles rubbing deliciously against her throbbing clit. 

Hermione successfully stifled a moan as she came by biting 
down hard on her knuckles. But there was nothing she could 
do to conceal the involuntary movement of her ass. Her hip 
jerked against the woman close to her, and even as she was 
coming Hermione managed to apologise, her voice throaty 
and catching a bit on the words. Harry giggled as he pulled 
his finger from Hermione's cream-filled cunt, caressing the 
slippery wetness on her inner thighs. 



“We should be almost at our stop, Harry," Hermione said 
when she felt him fumbling with his crotch behind her. She 
sensed what her excited bestfriend was about to do, but she 
didn't want him to take his cock out on this bus. That would 
be going too far! 

Harry grinned up at the worried look on Hermione's face. Her 
eyes widened briefly when she felt his bare, hard cock 
rubbing between her thighs, touching her cunt. She couldn't 
tell him to stop. She couldn't say anything that might give 
him away. Somebody was sure to hear, and they would be 
caught. When she felt the head of Harry's cock push past 
the lips of her cunt, Hermione flashed a warning look at him, 
but Harry only grinned back at her. She felt his cock throb, 
with just the swollen cockhead inside her cunt. She wanted 
to slam her ass back and take his cock in deep, but there 
was no way she could do that. 

With a very slow motion, Harry fucked Hermione's cunt by 
bending and straightening his knees, one hand holding her 
waist, the other still beneath her lifted dress, stroking and 
fondling her bare ass. 

“Are you sure you're all right?" the woman asked Hermione. 
“You look flushed, and you're trembling. Should 1 tell him to 
stop?" 

“Who?" Hermione asked, wondering if the woman knew 
Harry was fucking her. 

“The driver," the woman said. 

“No, it's okay," she managed to say in a low voice. “I'm 
feeling very good, thank you. It will be over soon." 

“Are sure, Mione?" Harry asked, glancing at the woman. “Are 
you sure it will be over soon? " 



“I hope not... I mean, I hope so!” 


It was very difficult for her to stand still while Harry fucked 
his cock in and out of her cunt. She wanted to wiggle and 
thrash, arch her ass back at him so he could ram it in hard 
and deep. However, being fucked by Harry on this crowded 
bus excited her very much, and she felt another orgasm 
growing in the pit of her stomach. She clung to the overhead 
strap tightly, swaying with the motion of the bus, almost 
gritting her teeth to keep from crying out in ecstasy. She 
closed her eyes, a smile of total pleasure on her flushed face, 
her lips slightly parted and the tip of her tongue caressing 
them. 

Harry pulled his cock out of her cunt, and Hermione could 
not suppress a soft whimper of protest. It brought another 
concerned look from the woman at her side. Hermione gave 
the woman a weak smile, and her eyes rolled slightly when 
she felt Harry slide his pussy-slick cock into the crack of her 
ass. She felt him push the swollen cockhead tightly at her 
puckered asshole and she squeezed it as tight as she could, 
knowing what Harry was going to attempt. She flashed 
another warning glance at him, but Harry only grinned 
wickedly, pressing his cock harder at her asshole. 

"Harry... ” gasped Hermione softly. 

"Are you sure there's nothing wrong?” the woman asked. 

"No... I'm fine... really,” Hermione said in a tight voice. "It's 
just that I'm so... it's so hot with all the people on the bus. 

I'll be okay in a moment.” 

"I know you will, Mione,” Harry said, pushing harder against 
Hermione's tightly-clenched asshole. "If you'd just loosen up 
a little, it will be just fine.” 



“I... I'll try, honey," she breathed. 


As Hermione relaxed, the ring of her asshole, Harry pushed 
the head of his cock inside. Hermione held her breath, afraid 
she would cry out. Not with pain or shock... simply because 
of the sheer excitement of Harry's hard prick entering her 
horny asshole. There was a burning, tingling sensation, but 
it wasn't bad at all. Her asshole felt stretched wide open, 
and she kept holding her breath as Harry slid his eager cock 
deeper into her buttery anus. 

Then Hermione tightened her ass ring, closing it about 
Harry's cock in an effort to prevent him from fucking her. Not 
because it hurt, or because of any sense of degradation, but 
the experience was still new to her, Hermione felt she 
needed to explore it with Harry at home... to enjoy the 
wonderful sensations of Harry's hot cock up her asshole in 
the privacy of her own bedroom... not on a bus... in public! 

"No, Harry!" snapped Hermione, jerking her hips forward. 

"Mione!" Harry moaned. 

His cock came out of her asshole just as he was coming. 
Hermione felt the hot spurts of his jism on her ass, felt it drip 
into the crack and burn on her asshole. 

"I'm sorry," she murmured. "I didn't know you were so close, 
baby... " 

The bus lurched to a sudden stop, and the passengers began 
trying to squeeze past them. Quickly, Harry stuffed his cock 
into his pants, smoothing Hermione's dress over her naked 
ass just in time. As Hermione and Harry stepped off the bus, 
she turned to face Harry. 

"You really wanted to fuck me on that bus, didn't you?" 



“I did fuck you, Mione.” 


“And came all over my ass," complained Hermione, but she 
couldn't suppress a grin. “I hope it doesn't show through my 
dress.'' 

Harry moved behind her and took a look. 

“Just a little dampness, Mione. You look fine." 

“You devil," she said, giggling despite herself. “I can't trust 
you, can I?" 

“You can trust me, Mione," said Harry, taking her hand as 
they started toward the shopping mall. “It's my cock you 
gotta watch out for." 

“So I'm finding out," laughed Hermione, squeezing Harry's 
hand. 

...SS...SSS...SS... 

Hermione examined clothing in one shop, while Harry stood 
around bored. Harry had no interest in clothing, especially 
women's clothing. That is, until he saw Hermione looking 
over some especially revealing lingerie. Hermione smiled at 
Harry as he began to take some notice. 

“You like these?" she asked, holding up a lovely pair of 
panties, lacy and fragile. “I think they're pretty." 

“They'd be prettier on you or Daph or Trace or...," he said, 
but stoped when realize what he was about to say. 

“Or off us," laughed Hermione, putting them back. 

She selected a new garter belt and half a dozen pairs of 
flesh-colored nylons. As she picked through a rack of 



reduced dresses, Harry wandered off. When Hermione found 
him, he was searching for a way to peek into the curtained 
dressing booths. 

“Having any luck, love?” she grinned. 

“Not a bit," he pouted. “I wanted to see that girl." He 
pointed out an attractive young girl of about sixteen or 
seventeen at the clerk's counter paying for some clothes. 
“She's got a hot ass, doesn't she, Mione?" 

Hermione looked at the girl critically. The girl did have a 
lovely shape to her ass, and she certainly had the legs to go 
with it. But Hermione jammed a finger into Harry's ribs, 
saying: “Aren't me and Daph and Trace enough for you?" 

“Yeah," he grinned, but he kept staring at the girl's ass as 
she walked towards one of the dressing booths. 

Hermione couldn't miss the bulge in his jeans. Her eyes 
began to gleam as her cunt reacted to Harry's hard-on. 

“I'm going to have to do something about that," she said, 
turning her back to Harry as she pulled him between some 
racks of clothing. 

Concealed this way, Hermione gripped Harry's cock-bulge, 
making the wizard's eyes roll with pleasure. Looking around 
carefully, she pulled Harry's erection out of his pants. Then, 
making sure he was pressed against the rack, she began to 
stroke his cock, jacking him off. 

Harry balled his hands into fists, his expression indicating 
his delight. Hermione, pretended to look at dresses, a she 
jacked Harry's cock back and forth, squeezing it, rubbing 
her palm over his dripping cockhead. 



'This will teach you to try and fuck me on a bus, lover boy" 
said Hermione, but the look of lust on her face betrayed her 
own excitement. 

"Careful, Mione," moaned Harry. "You'll make me come all 
over these dresses." Hermione just squeezed his cock hard, 
jerking faster, keeping her eyes peeled for anyone 
approaching. 

Hermione kept sorting through the dresses with her left 
hand, not even seeing them. Her right hand pumped and 
squeezed and pulled on Harry's cock. Harry began to 
breathe faster, and he was having a difficult time trying to 
pretend boredom. 

"Feel my cunt," Hermione whispered in Harry's ear. "Mione's 
so wet, baby!" 

She felt Harry's hand lifting the front of her dress, and 
looked around the store. There were only a few other 
shoppers, all women, and they were more interested in the 
sales rack than in her and Harry. She pushed her hips into 
the dresses and Harry lifted her skirt so he could feel her 
naked cunt. As he rubbed a finger up and down her swollen 
clit, Hermione made breathless panting sounds as her fist 
worked on his cock faster and faster. 

She had the powerful urge to try and get Harry's cock into 
her cunt, try to conceal what they were doing with the 
dresses, and fuck him swiftly. Somehow, Hermione resisted 
the impulse, and pounded her fist on his cock instead, 
desperately wanting to make him come quickly. Harry now 
had his finger fucked into her cunt, and Hermione had 
pushed her hips forward, opening her legs a bit to make it 
easier for him. 



“Excuse me." A woman bumped into Hermione's ass as she 
scooted between the racks. 

“That's okay," Hermione replied in a breathless voice, 
jerking hard on Harry's cock. 

The woman gave them an odd look, then moved on. 

“Do you think she knows, Mione?" 

“Who cares?" Hermione moaned. “I'm about to come, love." 
“Yeah!" he grunted. 

Harry fucked his finger in and out of Hermione's cunt real 
fast, then lifted it to her inflamed clit. He mashed the palm 
of his hand against her clit, rubbing it hard. Then, using his 
thumb and forefinger, he squeezed it, just as she like it. 
Hermione made a hissing sound, her ass bunching tightly. 
She gripped Harry's cock as hard as she could, pumping the 
long, hard shaft in a frenzy of lust. 

“Ohhhh, Ohhh!" whimpered Hermione, as softly as she 
could. 

She stopped playing with dresses and smashed her free 
hand against the back of Harry's hand, grinding his palm 
hard against her clit as she came. She could actually feel the 
lips of her cunt opening and closing in orgasm. The 
contractions deep inside her convulsing cunt seemed 
incredibly intense. As the spasms faded, Hermione began to 
pound on his prick again. 

“Your turn," she breathed. “Come on, squirt it out, love! Cum 
for Mione!" 



Harry was now gripping the rod of metal holding the dresses, 
trying hard to appear calm. His cock was ready to burst, his 
balls on fire. He darted his eyes about the room, and then 
saw the pretty girl he had been watching. The girl was in a 
dressing room, with a flimsy cloth curtain. The curtain 
parted for only a moment, but it was long enough to catch a 
perfect view of the girl's creamy, naked ass as she bent over. 

“Uuuuuuuuuuuhhhhhhhh Ohhh, Mione... now!" 

Harry's cock gushed and Hermione purred softly, cupping 
her fingers over the head of his cock, her cunt twitching with 
renewed lust as she felt Harry's hot jism spurt powerfully 
into the palm of her hand. She used her fingers to slide up 
and down the shaft of his cock as he came, letting his warm, 
sticky cum drench her hand, and the dresses. 

"I saw her ass, Mione," whispered Harry as he finished 
coming. "I saw that girl's naked ass." 

"Nice, huh?" Hermione said, letting go of his cock. "Now, put 
that thing away before we're caught." 

As Harry stuffed his prick into his pants, Hermione raised her 
cum-coated hand to her mouth and, staring Harry right in 
his green eyes, licked his sperm off with her tongue. Harry 
grinned and smoothed her dress down, his hands lingering 
intimately on Hermione's firm, round asscheeks. 

They walked around the store, with Hermione looking over 
costume jewelry and cosmetics. Harry followed, but he was 
watching every pretty woman he found. He enjoyed seeing 
them lean over, watching them jut their asses back, 
especially if they were in shorts. Hermione knew he was 
watching the teen girl or adult women ith hot bods, but she 
didn't feel jealous. They would arouse him, but she would be 
the one to get his hard-on... get fucked by him. 



For her part, Hermione loved it when Harry would push 
against her and rub his cock on her hip or ass. The intimate 
contact in such a public place kept her in a high state of 
desire, ensuring her cunt stayed hot and throbbing and wet. 
Now and then, she would brush the back of her hand over 
his cock-bulge, grinning at him. It wasn't long before Harry 
had a new and even bigger hard-on. 

“We can't walk out now," she said, gazing at his prominent 
cock-bulge. “They might arrest us for shoplifting, thinking 
that prick of yours is merchandise or something." 

“Then we gotta do something about it, Mione, because it 
sure as hell isn't going to go away by itself." 

Hermione thought for a moment, then took his hand. 

“I'll try on a dress or two." 

“What good is that gonna do me, Mione?" 

“You'll see," she replied, pulling him along to the dress 
department again. 

Selecting three dresses, Hermione carried them to the 
dressing room, with Harry following. She was stopped by a 
young female sales clerk. 

“Sorry miss, but your boyfriend can't go in there." 

“He is my brother and has to remain with me," Hermione 
said. “You see, he suffers from a peculiar disorder. He can't 
be left on his own, even for a few minutes." 


“Oh?" 



“He has convulsions, and there's only one way to control 
them," Hermione said sweetly. “No one can do it but me. 
That's why I have to keep him with me all the time." 

The giri looked at Harry, and he felt he should start drooling 
and looking like a brainless idiot. 

“Well... '' the clerk said, doubtfully. 

“It's all right, his mind is on the same level as a six-month- 
old baby." 

“Oh, I see," the girl said, backing away. Her eyes caught his 
outlined hard-on, and she blushed. 

“That, too," Hermione smiled. “It's always that way." 

“I... see," the girl said, gazing at Harry's hard-on with a 
strange gleam in her eye. “Well, I suppose it's okay." 

Hermione led Harry into the tiny, cramped dressing booth. 
He made faces at her, his tongue dangling from the side of 
his mouth. Hermione stifled a giggle as she lifted her dress 
and spread her feet. She rested one foot on the small bench, 
and pushed her cunt toward him. 

“Hurry and fuck me!" she whispered, “Before you have a 
convulsion." 

“Duhhhhh... " Harry played, opening his jeans and pulling 
his throbbing cock out. 

“Hurry, brothet!" she giggled. 

Hermione leaned against the wall, braced with her foot on 
the bench, holding her skirt around her waist. Harry moved 
to her, and to their delight, found he could plunge his cock 



up her cunt as she stood there quite easily. Hermione 
gripped Harry's shoulders, her eyes smoldering with lust as 
she felt his long, hard cock slide into her wet cunt. Harry 
closed his hands on Hermione's ass and fucked into her cunt 
hard and fast. Hermione felt the air being pushed from her 
lungs, making it was very hard to keep quiet. But she 
managed to stay silent as Harry slammed his cock up into 
her belly, fucking her deeply and deliciously. 

Harry clung to Hermione's twisting behind, his fingers 
digging into the hot crack of her ass. He found her asshole, 
and began to rub it as he fucked his cock in and out of her 
cunt. Hermione dug her fingers into Harry's muscular 
shoulders, her eyes tightly closed with the pleasure he was 
giving her. The hard throbs of his cock sent her cunt into 
squeezing motions, and each time he fucked in, her clit was 
smashed against the rough fabric of his jeans. Even the 
roughness of his pants scraping her inner thigh excited her. 

Harry released her ass, and opened the front of Hermione's 
dress, lifting a tit out. Hermione glanced nervously at the 
thin curtain that separated them from the store proper, but 
said nothing as Harry began to suck hungrily at her tit, his 
hands back on her ass, jerking her hips towards his cock as 
he rammed it deep into her pussy. 

Hermione fought to keep from crying out with ecstasy, biting 
at her bottom lip as her hips twisted and whipped in 
matching rhythm to Harry's energetic fucking. But there was 
nothing she could do about the soft, wet slurping sounds his 
cock made as it fucked in and out of her cunt, except to 
hope they weren't heard outside the small cubicle. 

Harry sucked wetly at Hermione's mouth-sized tit, drawing 
her stiff nipple deep, almost into his throat. His hot breath 
on her ultra-sensitive breast seared her flesh, and Hermione 



moved one hand behind Harry's head, pulling his mouth 
tighter onto her tit. The friction of his pulsating cock-shaft 
sliding back and forth over her sensitive clit was creating a 
fantastic feeling in her cunt. The throbbing little bud bulged 
and strained, smashed time and again by his pounding 
prick. 

The faster he fucked her, the more excited she became. 
Holding his face hard against her tit, her other hand raced 
down and she grabbed him by his hunching ass, pulling him 
into her crotch hard. Harry began to rub at Hermione's 
asshole while he fucked her, and Hermione tried desperately 
to swallow the squeals of ecstasy bubbling at her lips. 

“Inside!" she hissed. 

Harry didn't understand, so he glanced up at Hermione's 
lust-contorted face, still sucking at her nipple. 

“Inside my ass! " she whimpered as softly as she could. 
“Shove your finger up my ass, baby!" 

The wizard's green eyes flashed, and he pressed his finger 
hard against the crinkled ring of Hermione's tight asshole. 

He pushed his finger and his cock inward at the same time, 
and Hermione almost swooned with the sensation. Feeling 
Harry's finger fucking in and out of her asshole while his 
cock fucked her burning cunt, she gave in to the rapture 
crashing through her heated loins, unable to do anything 
else. 

“Uuuuunnngghhhhh, Harry!" she gasped as softly as she 
could. 

Hermione's pretty mouth formed an oval as she came. Her 
eyes flew open wide. Her cunt began grabbing at Harry's 
cock, pulling on it the way her mouth did when she sucked 



him off. The convulsions were very strong, and so were the 
waves of pleasure crashing through her body. In fact, so 
intense was her orgasm, Hermione had to slap her hand over 
her mouth to hold back the screams of ecstasy which 
threatened to spill from her hotly-panting lips. 

Feeling Hermione's cunt grip his cock, Harry fucked her 
frantically, ramming his young prick into her hot, clinging 
hole as hard as he could. Her pussy kept clamping and 
relaxing on the shaft of his prick, and his balls were very 
tight and swollen. He made low moaning sounds deep inside 
his throat, the noise muffled by Hermione's tit which he kept 
sucking vigorously. 

Hermione dug her fingers into Harry's ass, trying to feel his 
asshole through his pants. As she came, her pussy clamped 
tightly around his cock, Harry kept up a relentless fucking of 
her hot, buttery asshole with his finger. Hermione felt as if 
she were coming not only with her cunt, but with her 
asshole, too. It was a fantastic feeling, a feeling that made 
her mind spin in a deliciously wanton cloud of depraved lust. 

Weakly, Hermione slumped against the wall of the booth, 
braced there while Harry kept fucking into her hot, clasping 
cunt like an animal. Still hard, Harry hadn't come yet, and 
was working in a frenzy to unload his balls into Hermione's 
pussy. 

“Hurry!" she hissed. “Hurry and come before we're caught!" 
“I'm trying to, Mione!" 

Hermione thrust her crotch at him, taking his cock deeper, 
but it seemed as if Harry was never going to come. His finger 
had pulled from her asshole and he was digging his fingers 
hard into her quivering asscheeks now. 



“Wait!” she moaned. “Let me turn around.” 


“Aw! Ohhh, Mione!” 

“Hurry, damn it!” 

Harry pulled his slippery wet cock from her cunt, and 
Hermione twisted around quickly in the small cubicle. She 
jerked her dress to her waist, pushing her ass back at Harry. 
She leaned sideways against the wall. 

“Now fuck me!” 

Harry gripped Hermione's hips, pushing his raging hard-on 
between her thighs and into her cunt once more. He stared 
at Hermione's jiggling ass, watching it shake and twist for 
him. 

“Cum, Harry!” 

“I'm trying, Mione!” he moaned. 

“Fuck my ass!” she whispered breathlessly. 

“I am!” 

“That's my cunt! she gasped. “I want you to fuck my ass... 
fuck me in my ass, baby!” 

“In your asshole, Mione?” 

“Yes, now... ohhhhhh, Ohhh... hurry up!” 

Harry pulled his cock from Hermione's sloppy cunt, and slid 
the swollen cockhead up until Hermione felt it on her 
asshole. She held her breath as she pushed her ass to him, 
feeling her asshole stretching, giving way to his eager cock, 
She let out a small soft yelp as his prick slithered past the 



tight, rubbery ring of her anus and fucked deep inside her 
asshole. 

“Now fuck me, baby... and hurry!" 

Harry rammed his cock in and out of Hermione's asshole, 
standing behind her jutting hips, watching her creamy, 
naked ass-flesh ripple from the pounding of his hips. 

Hermione's eyes rolled back into her head at the incredibly 
pleasure of Harry's cock inside her asshole. She squirmed for 
him, her ass-ring holding the shaft of his cock tightly. His 
virile prick fucked in and out easily, making her asshole 
tingle sweetly. At times, when he thrust particularly hard, it 
seemed she could feel his cock all the way up inside her 
stomach. 

It was wild, wicked, taking Harry's cock in her asshole inside 
this tiny dressing cubicle, with unsuspecting shoppers 
passing by, only feet away. Hermione's cunt began to twitch 
and seep again, herclit knotted as Harry rammed his prick 
into her asshole, fucking her shitter as hard as he could 
manage without shaking the cubicle. 

"Oh, Ohhh! I think I'm going to come again," she moaned as 
softly as she could. 

"Ohhhh, yessss! I'm gonna come too this time, Mione!" he 
gasped. 

"Yeah baby, come in my hot asshole!" she gurgled. 

As Harry sped up his cock-thrusts, Hermione was sure his 
cock had swollen to twice its usual hardness. It felt as if her 
asshole were filled completely, and she loved it. Her cunt 
twitched and dripped, her hands clawing at the wall, her 
eyes closed as her mouth parted. 



"Now, Mione!" 

"Ooooooooh, baby! Yesssssssssss!" 

Hermione felt her cunt contract with orgasm at the same 
time the first gush of his hot cum flooded her rectum. Her 
body shuddered, her legs weak as she took each squirt of 
Harry's cum-load into her burning asshole, her cunt going 
through a wild series of orgasms that she didn't believe. Her 
contracting asshole squeezed Harry's cock with each spasm 
of her cunt, literally sucking the very cum out of the his hot, 
swollen balls. 

Leaning weakly against the wall, Hermione felt Harry pull his 
cock from her ass, listening to the soft rustle as he stuffed 
the sticky, wilting shaft back into his jeans. She trembled as 
Harry smoothed her dress down over her ass, giving her 
swollen cunt a quick squeeze. 

"Nice fuck, Mionel", he grinned. 

Hermione had to sit down for a while before she had the 
strength to leave the cubicle. 

"Are you all right?" the salesgirl asked as they came out. "I 
thought I heard someone moaning in there." 

"Yes. We're fine, now" Hermione smiled. "I thought my 
brother was going to have one of his spells, but I managed 
to take care of it. Thank you for asking, though." 

"My pleasure," the girl said as Hermione handed her the 
garments she'd taken in the booth with her. 

Harry, stared at the salesgirl's breasts and lolled his tongue 
out the side of his mouth, making obscene, wet slurping 
sounds. Hermione apologised and grabbed him by the arm. 



pulling Harry out of the store before his corny, over-acting 
gave them away. At least they had fun, even if they didn't 
buy almost anything. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

“Well I don't know about all of you," Hermione said, pushing 
her plate away. “But I'm not going to be glad to go back to 
school next week." 

“To much fun, huh?" Harry grinned, placing his hand on her 
thigh beneath the table. 

The muggle restaurant/pub, near the Leaky Cauldron where 
they've meet Blaise and Daphne later after their trip through 
muggle London, was dimly lit, with waiters keeping 
respectful distances from the customers. Hermione, Harry, 
Daphne and Blaise sat in a corner booth, in the darkest part 
of the pub. 

“I just whished that we have a couple of more months of 
summer break," Hermione continued. 

Daphne started saying something, but Hermione wasn't 
listening. Harry's fingers were kneading the muscular flesh 
of her thigh, igniting a glowing ember of passion in her cunt. 
She squirmed a little on the bench seat, and she spread her 
legs slightly to give Harry's hand more room. 

Closing her eyes, Hermione shut off Daphne's voice, thinking 
of nothing but her bestfriend's hand. Still attired in her 
summer dress that showed off her sweeping curves, with a 
V-neck deep enough which exposed the fullness of her tits, 
the horny dark brown was sure feeling comfortable. 

“What are you two doing?" Daphne asked very curious, 
noticing the look of aroused happiness on her friend's face. 



“Harry, are you feeling her up?” 


“Why not?" he replied. Beneath the table, Harry caught the 
hem of his bestfriend's dress, and he raised it, placing his 
hand on her naked knee. “I'm horny... and she's always 
horny. So what if we're in public?" 

“What if somebody sees you?" Daphne was pretty liberal 
when it came to sex. She and the other three at the table 
and Tracey who couldn't meet them here, were pretty close 
since the Xmas break. So close that the sharing they've 
done was pretty wild over the last eight months. But what 
Harry and Hermione were doing, was another level of their 
games that she didn't experience. Her cheeks turned pink 
with embarrassment. “What the hell is wrong with you, 
Hermione Granger? Are you trying to get us all arrested? 
Can't you wait until you get back into your room?" 

“Daphne, don't be such, a spoilsport," Hermione whispered, 
her brown eyes fluttering open and closed. “Your 'boyfriend' 
really knows how to get me warmed up. Warmed up? Hell, he 
makes me hot as can be!" 

Harry chuckled softly, his ego stroked. He brought his hand 
higher on her thigh, bunching her dress at the tops of her 
legs. His fingertips were nearly at her panties as he fondled 
and caressed her warm, silky skin. 

A soft, weak, trembling sigh came from Hermione as her 
bestfriend's fingers began rubbing her fiery clit through the 
sheer, lacy panties that hugged her ass and covered her 
pussy. She wished she hadn't put them on back in that 
changing booth, but it was too late to worry about things 
like that. What she needed, right then and there, was a cock 
to stretch her lips and stuff her mouth. 



'The only after dinner drink I need is your cum," Hermione 
whispered, opening her eyes finally. She smiled at Daphne, 
hoping her friend wouldn't be too angry with her. The 
expression on Blaise' face told Hermione that he wished his 
bestfriend would let him have the same liberties as Harry. 

"Well, don't let me stop you, if that's the case," Harry said. 

He took his hand off her thigh and unzipped his pants. After 
pulling his rubbery, huge prick through the fly, he placed 
her hand on his flaccid prick. "Put those lips around my 
cock, and you'll have more cum than you can drink." 

Licking her lips in a lewd fashion, Hermione began stroking 
her bestfriend's prick. Instantly, his hot, flexible fuckpole 
started growing, stretching, becoming hard and rigid in her 
hand. Hermione purred softly and licked her lips. 

"I'm sorry. Daphne. I'm sure you're disappointed with me, 
but I've just got to suck his cock!" Hermione said, struggling 
to keep her voice low. "Please don't be too angry with me." 

Her hand was beating faster on Harry's cock. His prick 
seemed to send electrical shocks through her palm, straight 
to her nipples and clit. Hermione's mouth watered as though 
she were anticipating some delicious meal. 

Hermione checked the bar quickly, making sure that nobody 
was watching her. She leaned over to kiss Harry lightly on 
the lips, letting her tongue fuck out to moisten his mouth. 
Scanning the bar once more, Hermione was happy that the 
place was almost entirely deserted. 

She slipped soundlessly under the table, hoping the white 
table cloth kept her completely hidden from view. Folding 
her legs beneath her, Hermione felt the heels of her flip flops 
pressing against her asscheeks. She crooned softly, getting 
in position between Harry's thighs. His cock, a mouthful of 



meat and more, looked as delicious as anything the dark 
brown had ever seen. 

“Damn, I'm a crazy cocksucker," Hermione whispered, 
amazed at herself for actually wanting to give a blowjob in 
public. 

Placing her elbows on Harry's thighs, Hermione leaned 
forward, and she planted a warm, moist kiss on the spongy 
knob of her bestfriend's prick. His cock jerked slightly in her 
fist, and Hermione smiled lustfully. 

Opening her mouth wide, Hermione stuck her wet, pink 
tongue out, letting it graze against the clefted underside of 
Harry's pricktip. Harry's fuckpole tasted bland, meaty, 
sending tingles through Hermione's curvaceous body. Her 
long, lust-hardened nipples poked proudly through her 
dress, making sharp points in the sheer material. 

Slowly, expertly, Hermione nibbled on Harry's prick, chewing 
and tonguing his jaw-stretching fuckpole until it danced at 
his crotch. When she had licked down to his zipper, 

Hermione pressed her face hard against Harry's crotch, 
feeling his spitty cock shaft against her cheek as she jabbed 
her tongue through the opening to fuck the tip of her tongue 
against his ball-sac. She wished his pants were off so that 
she could suck on his balls like she wanted to. 

After nibbling her way slowly back up to the massive, flared 
head of his prick, Hermione began tonguing his pisshole. 

She stroked his giant cock shaft with both hands, moving 
them up and down arid twisting in opposite directions. Then, 
with her tits jiggling in her dress from her ragged breathing, 
Hermione opened her mouth wide, and she pushed her face 
down. Her pink lips crawled over his smooth cockhead, 
rolling over the ridge that separated the knob from the 



shaft. Once Hermione had his entire cockhead in her mouth, 
she tightened her lips around his prickshaft and put her 
tongue in motion. 

“Mmmmmmmm!” she mewled, holding the pricktip in her 
mouth while her lips and tongue worked their magic on 
Harry's feverish flesh. 

With her dark hair spilling down her back, trailing over her 
flip flops and onto the floor, Hermione began bobbing her 
face slowly. She took his cockhead in and out of her mouth, 
her lips never losing contact with Harry's prick meat as she 
chewed and kneaded it hungrily. Her pink tongue lashed at 
the bulbous, fleshy knob, thirsty for the moment when cum 
would gush in powerful, salty streams from his pisshole. 

Above the table, Harry was smiling that boyish, spoiled, 
lusty smile of his that so infuriated Daphne. The hot, 
slurping sounds of Hermione's wanton blowjob were just 
loud enough for Daphne, Blaise and Harry to hear. The 
sound was enough to give Blaise a hard-on, which bulged 
angrily in his pants. 

“Don't just sit there, Daph," Harry said, his words dripping 
with sarcasm. “Get under the table and give Blaise a 
blowjob." 

“Why don't you mind your own business?" Daphne snapped, 
not very confortable at this moment about what Hermione 
was doing. 

“Suit yourself, Daph." Harry leaned back in the booth, 
folding his hands on the table as he concentrated on the 
thrilling sensations his bestfriend's mouth was providing for 
his prick. 



''Mmmmmmmmm!'' Hermione purred again, his cockhead 
pressing hard against the back of her mouth. She had to 
bend his thick fuckpole down so that she could suck on it, 
but Harry didn't seem to mind. 

Releasing his prick from her mouth, Hermione looked around 
as she remained kneeling under the table. It was strange to 
see nothing but the crotches of three people. Since Daphne 
was also wearing a dress, Hermione could see her friend's 
pink panties. When an idea came to Hermione, she giggled 
impishly and hoped that none of the waiters would come to 
the table for a while. 

"Everybody up there," she hissed quietly, "try to be cool, will 
you? I'll take care of all of you, so quit arguing." 

"What are you talking about?" she heard Daphne ask. 

"Quiet! Just spread your legs and relax. You'll figure it out in 
no time." 

It took some doing, but Hermione finally had Daphne sitting 
between Harry and Blaise in the U-shaped padded booth 
Daphne's dress was pushed up to her waist, and her panties 
were wrapped around one ankle. Harry and Blaise each had 
a rock-solid prick jutting through the flies of their pants. 

With a cock in each hand, Hermione looked at her work. She 
had two pricks and a cunt to satisfy her rampaging oral, 
needs. And, to make the situation even more erotic for the 
horny dark brown, she could hear the sounds of waiters 
nearby. The possibility of getting caught giving head to two 
guys and a girl made Hermione's senses tingle. Every nerve 
in her body was crackling with excitement as she brought 
her face over Harry's prick, then sucked in his fiery 
fuckstick. 



Relaxing the muscles in her throat, Hermione inhaled deeply 
and wedged her face between Harry's thighs. Hiscockhead, 
apple-sized and bullet-shaped, pressed against the back of 
her mouth, then shoved down her throat. His big, round 
cockhead shoved farther and farther into Hermione's 
stretching throat until her lips were wrapped tightly around 
the base of his shaft. 

"Ohhhhhhh! She's deep-throating me right now," Hermione 
heard her bestfriend say. 

She bobbed her face several inches back and forth, letting 
her lips massage the root of Harry's cock shaft while his 
pricktip bulged in her throat. 

When the need for oxygen presented itself, Hermione sadly 
pulled her gorgeous face away from Harry's prick. She bared 
her teeth and chewed lightly on his shaft, then let his 
pulsating column of cock meat slip from her mouth. 

Moving over a little beneath the table, Hermione positioned 
herself between Daphne's slender thighs. She had Harry's 
prick in one hand and Blaise' cock in the other as she 
stroked the two hard pricks, she kissed Daphne's knee. Her 
tongue left a shiny trail of spittle on the inside on Daphne's 
thigh as Hermione worked her way slowly toward the cunt 
that was her goal. 

"This is insane," she heard Daphne say. But in Daphne's 
voice, Hermione could hear lust-filled tension and 
excitement. 

Hermione's tits pressed against the edge of the bench seat 
as she brought her lips to the blonde's puffy, dewy cuntlips. 
Stabbing her tongue out, the dark brown tasted her friend's 
sweet pussyjuice and shivered happily. Her own cunt was 
hot, the panties clinging wetly to her pussy. 



“Mm mm mm!” Hermione purred, lapping at Daphne's hard, 
erect clit. She sliced her tongue through her friend's 
pussylips, spreading them wider as she fucked Daphne's 
cunt with her tongue. Hermione's cheeks soon became wet 
with the slick oil that seeped from Daphne's pussy. 

Above the table. Daphne found it difficult to pretend that 
nothing was happening. Nobody licked her pussy better 
than Hermione, and Daphne couldn't keep a straight face 
whenever her slick clit was being worked over by her 
friend's hot, slithering tongue. A soft, impassioned sight 
came from deep within her chest when Hermione sucked her 
clit harder. 

"I love your pussy,” Hermione whispered, not taking her 
mouth away from the moist, petals of Daphne's cunt. As she 
sucked on the blonde's throbbing clit, Hermione continued 
to stroke the two pricks that filled her hands. 

Hermione's hair tickled the insides of Daphne's thighs as she 
stabbed her tongue as far as it would go into her cunt. The 
hot-blooded dark brown lapped at her friend's pussy, 
sucking and nibbling and tonguing feverishly at it to work 
Daphne into an oblivion of ecstasy. 

"Mmmmmmmm!” Hermione crooned, licking faster as more 
oily pussy juice seeped from Daphne's cunt. She could tell 
that it wouldn't be long before she would be drinking down 
the feminine girl-cum her friend had to offer. 

Sensing her victory near at hand, Hermione released the two 
cocks, and she concentrated all her energy on Daphne's 
cunt. She shoved two fingers deep into her seething, steamy 
pussy while licking and sucking on her vibrating, pulsating 
clit. After stabbing Daphne's cunt with her two stiffened 



fingers, Hermione felt Daphne's thighs flex into knotted 
cords of muscle. 

“Mmmmmm! Give me your cum," Hermione urged quietly, 
thirsty for the taste of her friend's slick juices. She sucked 
the blonde's tiny clit into her mouth and chewed on it. 

Daphne caught her bottom lip between her teeth, biting 
softly to silence the scream of ecstasy that seemed trapped 
in her throat. Hermione's lips were driving her crazy, 
exciting and enticing her clit to release the hot, slippery 
pussyjuice that churned in her body. 

A moment later, as Hermione reamed her tight, juicy cunt 
with her tongue, cream started gushing out. The horny dark 
brown tongued feverishly as Daphne's thighs slapped the 
sides of her face. Heady waves of pussyjuice spewed out, 
only to be feverishly lapped up by Hermione as she tongued 
and swallowed the girl-cum. 

"Mmmmmmmmmmm!" Hermione purred, continuing to 
finger-fuck Daphne while sucking on her clit. She felt 
strands of hair sticking to her cheeks, which were wet with 
pussyjuice. The pungent flavor of Daphne's girl-cum 
delighted her as she licked and swallowed greedily. 

Daphne's hands were balled into tiny, tight fists. Her 
shoulders jerked up and down as her spasming cunt was 
licked and sucked. Even through her bra and dress, her hard, 
erect nipples were clearly visible. 

The moment seemed to hang in space, with Daphne 
suspended in the middle of ecstasy. When she finally drifted 
down to the real world, when reality began to slip back into 
her senses, she felt thoroughly satisfied and a little 
embarrassed at what she had done in public. 



When Daphne's gaze finally cleared, her heart sank in her 
chest. A waiter was coming toward her, with a look of 
absolute anger creasing the lines of his face. 

“Hermione, you'd better get up here quick," Daphne 
whispered urgently, smoothing her dress over her thighs 
once more while she wondered what the hell she would do 
about her panties, which were still wrapped around one 
ankle. 

Harry braced himself. If push got to shove, he was ready to 
punch the waiter and try to make an escape. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

They were all laughing... with the exclusion of Daphne... by 
the time they got back to the Leaky Cauldron. The waiter 
had been so furious and had told them to get out that 
instant and started towards the phone at the bar to call the 
cops. They simply run out. 

"He was redder than a redhead!" Hermione said as she 
flopped down on a bench in the wizarding pub. 

"I don't think it's that funny," Daphne said, not quite as loud 
as Hermione. "We really could have gotten in trouble." 

Harry stepped behind Daphne, placing his hands on her 
shoulders. "Why should you complain? You're the only one 
who came, my sweet girlfriend." 

"It's just that we could have gotten into big trouble. Hell, 
they almost caught us!" 

Hermione propped herself up with an elbow on the table. 
"Yes, that's true. But what you've got to remember is that 
the threat of getting caught was at least half the fun. Hell, I 



was really going wild licking your pussy under that table. It 
was the atmosphere of danger that made it so much better 
than normal.” 

”1 was the crazy one... or so I thought... Harry what the fuck 
did you do with Mione this summer?” she asked her official 
boyfriend. 

Harry just grinned across the table at Daphne. "Nothing! Just 
fuck her brains out when ever and where ever she wanted.” 

"No... just at my parents house... so many times that they 
started to think they have ghosts...” grinned Hermione. 

"Why don't you two come to my house until the school 
starts...” said Harry, grinning at Daphne and Blaise. 

"That second floor of the Potter Manor sure is just YOURS...” 
said Blaise grinning back. 

"How do you know?” asked Daphne. 

"Bellatrix, my mother, and Lily, Harry's mother, were pretty 
good friends in school and after and I spent a couple of 
summers there when I was little and I know pretty well that 
Harry practically has that all floor only to him self... his 
parents don't bother him much there...” 

"Were?” asked Daphne. 

"They had a fallout when I was seven or eight and since then 
they stopped speaking...” 

"About what?” 

"I don't know... never found out... Mom says I don't need to 
know...” 



AN: For the purpose of this story, Bellatrix is Blaise mother 
and she was married five or six times, but she just divorced 
her husbands, nothing else. Her name is Bellatrix Zabini, the 
family name of her first husband and Blaise's father... or 
what the entire wizarding world knew is his father... 


Chapter 19 - Arrival (Harry/Hermione, Harry/Daphne) 

The handsome wizard had been sitting in the his room at 
Potter Manor, reading a book, and Hermione had decided 
that this was the time to have some fun. She knew that 
Harry was a horny wizard, because she had fucked the shit 
out of her yesterday all over muggle London and now he had 
another boner. She knew it would excite him tremendously 
to sneak a look at her cunt and that, in turn, excited 
Hermione. 

She had undressed in her room, first, removing the slacks 
and sweater that concealed her slender body when they 
went down to breakfast. Then she had drawn black silk 
stockings up her shapely legs and fastened them to a sexy 
garter belt. She had selected a frilly, semi-transparent 
negligee and drawn that over her naked form, then stood 
before the full-length mirror, admiring herself and imagining 
just how her bestfriend would react to the sight. 

Hermione, just shy of sixteen, was very well on her way to 
become a witch bombshell. It made her hot just to look at 
herself, narcissism combining with her exhibitionist 
tendencies. Her brown eyes glowed as she gazed at her 
reflection. The silken negligee clung to her curves, draped 
from her apple size, thrusting tits. Her stiff nipples stood out 
in twin peaks on the creamy mounds and she could faintly 
see the ovals of her areolas through the material. Her eyes 
lowered and she smiled, noticing that the outline of her cunt 




mound could also be glimpsed through the semi-transparent 
and provocative garment. 

She turned and looked back over her shoulder, pleased by 
the way the negligee clung to her heart-shaped ass. Turning 
to face the mirror again, she slowly drew the hem of her 
nightie up her flat belly, exposing her pussy triangle. Her 
crotch had a small sexy diamond shape of curly dark brown 
hair. 

She dipped at the knees and parted her thighs, staring at 
her pussy. Her cunt lips were unfurled like the petals of a 
moist, fleshy flower. Her open slot was creamy and her stiff 
clit stood out like a stump in a swamp. 

Hermione slid a hand up the sleek flesh of her inner thigh, 
then brushed her fingertips across her pussy. She shuddered 
at the sensation. Her lush hips jerked and she pumped her 
belly in and out in a fucking motion as she lovingly fingered 
her tingling clit. 

“Ummmm,” she purred as that stiff nugget swelled and 
rippled against her caressing fingers. 

Hermione still finger-fucked herself a lot. She enjoyed her 
own body, her own private caresses. But then, Hermione was 
a young witch who enjoyed anything and everything that 
had to do with sex. 

Her heavy mane of dark brown hair cascaded over her high 
cheekbones as she tossed her head, her face contorted into 
a mask of desire. Her brown eyes were narrowed to slits, the 
long lashes fluttering, and her sensual lips were slack. She 
started to pant and her big tits thrust out, as if they were 
being inflated by the fat valves of her nipples. 



Tilting her wrist, she slowly inched her middle finger up into 
her fuck-hole. Her pussy muscles pulled and sucked. She 
pushed her finger in to the knuckle and wriggled it around 
inside her steaming cunt. 

She pushed her belly out towards the mirror and tilted her 
groin up, so that she could see her finger as it fucked in and 
out of her gash. She began to shove all four fingers up her 
pussy, brushing the edge of her thumb back and forth across 
her clit at the same time. 

Waves of pleasure shot across her slender belly and ran like 
electric currents up her thighs. She bunched her fingers 
together in a phallic shape and fucked them all the way up 
her cunt hole, grinding against them. Her cunt lips spread 
wider and a wash of pearly pussy nectar gushed out, 
soaking her hand and wrist. 

When she pulled her fingers out of her cunt. That hairy bowl 
remained spread in a wide oval and she could look right up 
her fuck-tunnel. The darker inner folds were all lathered with 
cunt juices. A slimy trickle of the creamy stuff ran down her 
crotch and seeped into the crack of her ass. Shimmering 
ribbons unwound down her thighs. 

Hermione brought her creamy fingers up to her lips and 
licked at them. The taste of her own pussy juice tingled on 
her tongue, thrilling her. She dipped her hand back into her 
cunt, then brought it up to her mouth again. Her fingers slid 
up her fuck-hole all wet with her saliva and pushed into her 
mouth, drenched with cunt cream. 

Caressing her pussy made her feel so good that Hermione 
was sorely tempted to frig herself off. 


But then she remembered that Harry was in his room and 
that she had decided it was time to give the wizard a good 



flash. How wonderful it would be to feel the young wizard's 
hot eyes on her body! How excited her display would make 
him, and her. 

She wondered if Harry ever thought about her when he was 
beating his meat. She hoped so. And if he hadn't before, she 
was damned sure that he would after he'd had a long look at 
her pussy. 

Hermione, radiant and glowing with anticipation, gave her 
cunt a last stroke, squirming against her hand. And then she 
went to his bedroom to fulfill her fantasies. 

Harry was slouched in an armchair, idly flipping through the 
pages of the school book and feeling rather bored. He heard 
Hermione come into the room but didn't look up from the 
book. Hermione came over and stood behind his chair. 

Her fat tits brushed against his neck. 

Harry tensed. He could feel the stiff tips of Hermione's tits 
brush against him. 

Hermione rubbed her tits against him for a moment, 
pretending to be taking an interest in his reading matter. 
Then she moved away. As she crossed the room, Harry stared 
at her swinging ass. He could see the indentation of the 
crack between her ass cheeks quite clearly through her 
nightie and he gulped. 

His cock hardened and rose up inside his jeans like a fleshy 
lever and his balls ballooned between his legs. He glanced 
down and saw that the outline of his hard-on was very 
obvious. 

Hermione curled gracefully onto the couch. Pretending to be 
looking at the television in his room, she drew one leg up. 



her knee bent. She squirmed around, as if getting 
comfortable, and managed to slide the hem of her negligee 
higher over her lush hips, as if by accident. 

Harry gaped at her, unable to conceal his fascination. His 
eyes bunged, his jaw dropped open wide and beads of sweat 
dotted his brow. 

The way she was sitting, with one knee raised, Harry could 
look right up her nightie! He could see her cunt mound and, 
in the shadows, glimpse a flash of pink pussy lips. The 
wizard's head spun. So much blood had rushed into the 
building of his enormous hard-on that his brain was starved 
for oxygen. 

Hermione sneaked a sideways glance at her bestfriend and 
smiled as she noted his reaction to her display. Still feigning 
an interest in the television, she wriggled around a bit. She 
arched her back, thrusting her stiff-tipped tits out. Harry's 
eyes shifted to her tits for a moment, then dropped back 
onto her creamy crotch. 

His prick was pounding and pumping wildly. The book 
vibrated in his lap. He placed his hand on it to stop the 
motion and felt his prick jump vigorously. He was afraid he 
was going to cream his jeans. 

Hermione scratched lightly at the sleek flesh of her inner 
thigh, raising the hem of her negligee a bit higher in the 
process. She was really enjoying this situation, thrilled at 
how much she was turning Harry on. Her pussy rippled, as if 
the wizard were caressing her with his gaze. More pearly 
cunt juice oozed from her fuck-slot. 

Now Hermione was as desperate to get her rocks off as her 
bestfriend was! 



Harry was trapped in his chair by the prominence of his 
hard-on, and Hermione felt as if her body were glued to the 
couch by her soaking cunt. She watched his prick pound 
under the book and her pussy rippled as spasms of pure lust 
rushed through her loins. 

She had known that it would be exciting to flash her pussy 
to her bestfriend, but she hadn't expected it to make her 
this fucking horny! If she sat there much longer, she knew 
that she was going to cream, that her steaming cunt was 
going to just melt all by itself. 

Hermione figured that it had gone on long enough. She 
simply had to do something! She got up slowly. She could 
hear her cunt squash between her thighs and wondered if 
Harry, too, had heard that moist sound. Her legs felt limp as 
she moved towards the doorway, and her cunt was like a 
smoldering ember in her crotch. She wouldn't have been 
surprised if her pussy had suddenly ignited, bursting into 
flames, except, of course, that her creamy pussy was much 
too wet to burn! 

With her lovely ass swinging sensually, Hermione left the 
room with her bestfriend staring after her, looking stunned. 
She paused in the hallway, breathing heavily. Her face was 
radiant with arousal, her body glowing in the dim light. She 
was amazed by her own fiery passion. She didn't think that 
she had ever been so hot befor. 

She started towards her room, then paused again. 

It dawned on her that maybe Harry was going to pump his 
prick right there in his room, if he wasn't coming after her. 


She smiled with trembling lips. 



She had given the wizard a stimulating sight, now it was her 
turn to enjoy a performance! 


As soon as Hermione had left the room, Harry took the book 
off his lap and began to rub his throbbing cock and balls 
through his jeans. He thought that he should go after her, 
but then something in his mind told him that this was 
another game of Hermione's, but his prick was so heavy that 
the thought of lugging it, unemptied, after her was 
distasteful. His iron-hard prick was already jammed 
uncomfortably in his jeans and he figured it would be 
downright painful to try to walk after her. His cock was 
pushing the front of his jeans out like a tent and his balls 
were swollen so massively that his legs were almost bowed 
around them. 

He decided to jack off right there in the comfort of the easy 
chair. There was the risk that Hermione might return and he 
knew that she wouldn't be surprised, or that she would 
disapprove. He was sure that she had deliberately flaunted 
her slender body and exposed her pussy. It was something 
Hermione would do such a naughty thing, and exciting to 
temp him when she was in the mood. He knew that she was 
a horny witch because he had often heard her wailing and 
moaning under or above him. 

He closed his eyes, summoning up a vision of her soaking 
pussy. He rubbed his cock through his jeans and cupped his 
balls, squeezing them gently. He was so hot that he could 
feel the thick jism slashing around inside those swollen 
balls. 

He drew the zipper of his fly down. His cock shot out of the 
opening like a guided missile, standing high over his belly. 
Harry refastened the waistband and his fly spread open in a 
wide wedge. He reached in and hauled his balls out. He 



stared down at his prick, amazed by how huge and hard it 
had become. Harry was fascinated by his own hard-on. 

But not as fascinated as Hermione. 

Seeing that he was not following her, Hermione had sneaked 
back to his bedroom door and carefully peered around the 
corner, just in time to see her bestfriend haul his prick out. 
Her brown eyes flared and she had to stifle a moan of desire. 

Hermione simply adored big pricks, and Harry's cock was a 
fucking masterpiece! His balls looked huge jammed between 
his lean thighs and, rising from his loins, the stalk of his cock 
was long and thick and rock hard. Dark, pulsing veins 
writhed up the underside of his cockshaft and spread out 
under his mushroom-shaped knob. That massive slab of 
cockmeat was deep purple, glossy and shiny and throbbing. 
His pisshole was parted and a few drops of frothy pre-cum 
had oozed out and trickled down the cock-knob, like 
lashings of whipped cream on a plum. 

Not touching himself yet, the horny wizard moved his ass 
and hips, humping up from the chair and thrusting his prick 
up over his belly. His cockshaft was so long that the knob 
was standing nearly as high as his breastbone. A creamy 
ribbon of pre-cum slithered down the slope of his purple slab 
and ran down his cockrod, tracing the pulsing vein. 

His cockmeat was slimy with his cum seepage, and it was a 
mouth-watering sight. Hermione began to drool as she 
stared at his hard-on. She felt as if her eyeballs were going 
to melt from the fiery intensity of her gaze. 

Her cunt rippled and flowed and her clit flared. The witch felt 
as if her loins were hollow, a void abhorred by her nature. 

Oh, how she would have loved to have her bestfriend's 
gigantic cock thundering up her fuck-hole! Wild desires 



raced through her fevered mind and her fiery body 
responded. Her nipples shot out like rockets ready to be 
launched and a tide of pussy cream filled her slot. Her clit 
felt like it was being pulled right out of her cunt as it swelled 
and expanded. Her tongue slowly slid back and forth across 
her lower lip, flicking like the tail of a hungry cat that was 
staring at a feast. She felt dizzy with fuck-lust, not knowing 
which end of her slender body was hornier, her steaming 
cunt hole or her ravenous mouth. Those two holes seemed 
interchangeable. Her tongue was tingling as much as her clit 
and her mouth was drooling as heavily as her pussy was 
flowing. Even her trim little asshole was rippling with 
longing for a load of cock. 

Hermione reached down and cupped one open hand over 
her cunt slot, holding herself as if she were trying to keep 
her creamy juices from escaping, to contain her passion. She 
sank very slowly down to the floor, kneeling over her hand. 
She began to fondle her explosive tit tips with the other 
hand, pulling and rolling the taut nuggets. 

She was afraid that Harry would hear the panting sound of 
her heavy breathing and stifled moans. But Harry, panting 
heavily himself, was blissfully unaware that he was under 
such keen observation. 

He stretched out, his back arched deeply and his ass 
perched on the edge of the chair, with his legs extended to 
the floor, slightly parted. His neck was craned down as he 
stared at his vibrant cock. His hard-on was so huge that 
Harry was almost intimidated by it. His heels drummed on 
the floor and his ass squirmed on the seat. 


His left hand slid down, curled around and cupped his 
swollen balls. As he fondled them, another glob of slimy cum 



squeezed from his piss hole, lathering the tip of his 
cockhead with quicksilvery fluid. 

His right hand moved down towards his groin, slowly and 
tentatively, almost warily. He looked like a member of a 
bomb squad, cautiously approaching that smoldering stick 
of dynamite to defuse it. 

His fingers closed around his cock at the thick root. He held 
his cockrod in his fist for a moment, squeezing and making 
the prick-knob flare. Then he gave his long prick a slow 
push-pull. His fist slid up towards the cockhead, then pushed 
back down towards his balls. As he stroked up, his foreskin 
curled over the ledge of his cock crown, and as he pumped 
back down that naked slab flared out like the head of a 
hooded cobra ready to strike, a fangless cobra with non- 
lethal venom bubbling out. At that first caress, his 
expression changed. His face lost its wary look and 
brightened with the pleasure of his self-induced sensations. 
He smiled. But then he stroked again and the smile faded 
away as his features twisted into a mask of lust. 

Hermione's face was contorted with an equal desire. She 
knew that Harry was so horny because she had let him 
glimpse her cunt, and that knowledge enhanced her own 
passion. By making the wizard so hot, she had turned herself 
on to the limits. She was trembling and shuddering. Her cunt 
was flooding into her palm as she cupped the slot. 

Harry's cockshaft was slippery with the overflow from his 
piss hole and his fist skimmed lightly up and down the 
cockrod, at first. Then he tightened his grip and began to 
pound his prick with vigor and concentration. 

Hermione's eyes were glued to his cockhead. She was 
desperately eager to see the wizard's potent cum-load spurt 



out, to watch him reach the creamy conclusion that, she 
knew, the sight of her own sexy body had inspired. 


Her clit went off like a detonator in her palm, setting off a 
creamy explosion deep within her loins. Cunt juice poured 
from her cunt, spilling into her hand. The flow was getting 
hotter and thicker as her arousal juice changed to cum 
cream. She began to rub her pussy energetically, still pulling 
on her nipples with the other hand as she felt her cunt melt. 

Her eyes closed for a moment as she reached the 
shuddering peak of sensation. Her pussy rippled and the 
heavy flow lessened. But Hermione was so hot today that a 
single coming on her own hand did little to satisfy her. No 
sooner had the spasms of her first climax passed than her 
cunt heated right back up again, ready for another orgasm. 

And her mouth was hungrier than ever. 

She drew her soaking hand from her crotch and held it under 
her chin, palm upwards. Dipping her face down, she pushed 
her nimble tongue out and began to lap up her own cum 
juice like a kitten at a saucer of cream. She continued to 
stare at Harry from the tops of her eyes, gazing through the 
web of her fluttering eyelashes. 

Her own delicious cum nectar ignited her tastebuds. Instead 
of slaking her hunger, that creamy snack was playing the 
appetizer, whetting her voracious appetite. Lapping her 
pussy juice from her hand, she stared at the head of her 
bestfriend's cock and longed for a mouthful of his cockmeat, 
followed by the creamy dessert of his cum-load. 

That longed-for load was about to arrive, obviously. Harry 
was panting and groaning and shaking violently as his fist 
flew up and down on his prick. His thick cockrod was 
bucking like a bronco, damned near throwing his hand from 



the saddle. His cockshaft was so taut that it was vibrating 
like a tuning fork. It felt as if he were stroking a heated 
crowbar as if his fingers and palm were blistering. 

Hermione was drawn to that sight as if mesmerized. The 
oversexed witch didn't even realize that she was slowly 
crawling closer, that now she was kneeling there in the 
doorway, in plain sight, and in a compromising position, as 
well, squatting on one hand fondling her tits with the other 
while she stared at her bestfriend. 

"Ahhh," Harry moaned. His body bridged as he fucked up 
through his flying fist. His slimy cockshaft was hissing 
through his hand. 

The wizard grunted, then gasped. 

"Oooooh," Hermione squealed, knowing he was coming and 
unable to contain herself. 

Suddenly a great geyser of cock spume shot out from the 
head of his cock. The hot, thick jism flew straight up into the 
air. It hung there, suspended for a moments like a creamy 
cloud floating over him. Then the slimy cum fell back to 
splutter onto his belly and thighs - as a second wad spurted 
from his piss hole, as thick and abundant as the first. 

Groaning and grunting, Harry pounded away on his prick. 
Another quicksilver dose squirted out each time his fist 
pumped down to the root. His cock lurched and a load of 
cum rocketed up past his contorted face. His fist slammed 
down and more jism hosed out. 

Hermione was whimpering at the sight. His balls seemed 
bottomless, his vitality endless, how she very well knew. 



Moaning, Harry slumped back in the chair. The pumping 
actions of his fist became erratic and the jism jets shot out 
with reduced force. The cum was no longer shooting towards 
the ceiling, but was squirting out in a looping trajectory, 
splashing around his feet. 

The final spurt of cum shot out. Harry kept on stroking, 
milking the last drops out in a trickle. They slid down his 
cock and onto his balls. He grimaced and shook his head as 
if stunned by his massive unloading. His head tilted and he 
looked down at his prick. Cum was no longer shooting out, 
but that mighty prick was still standing rampant in his hand 
and his emptied balls were already starting to fill up again. 
Harry grinned, satisfied. He had gotten so turned on by 
Hermione's exhibition that there was no way he was going to 
be satiated by draining his balls a single time. 

His belly and thighs were all lathered with cum, shimmering 
as the stuff congealed on his flesh. His cock and balls were 
drenched, as well. He shook his prick, as if testing it for 
tension. At the first shake, his cockrod snapped like a whip. 
Then it tightened into a rock-hard rod again. 

Harry pulled his hand up and squeezed his cockshaft, just 
under the knob, coaxing a glob of cum out. Then he began 
to pump up and down again, starting a second frigging 
without ever removing his fist from his cockmeat. 

His eyes closed. He was thinking about Hermione again. 

Then he opened his eyes, and he was looking at Hermione! 

As Harry's fist flew up and down on his cockstalk, his head 
was turning from side to side as if connected by some 
internal clockwork, as if the root of his long hard-on ran right 
up his spine. His eyes were half open as his face swung 
towards the doorway, and then they snapped open wide, in 



shock, as he found himself staring directly at Hermione and 
saw that she was staring right back at him. 

Hermione, drawn to her bestfriend's cock as if to a magnet, 
crawled right into the open doorway and was kneeling there, 
one hand up under her negligee and frigging frantically 
away on her overheated, sodden pussy. 

Harry blushed in mortification. He willed his fist to stop 
moving but, already into the steady rhythm, that fist 
continued to fly up and down on his fucker for a moment, 
keeping to the habitual pounding action. Then it slowed and 
ground to a halt on the hilt of his prick. 

Realizing that by gripping the root, he was leaving most of 
his rock-hard prick exposed, he groaned and drew his hand 
back up to the cock-knob. His bloated balls loomed out 
around one palm and his cockstalk jutted from the other. 

He stared at her in horror for an instant, and then it dawned 
on the wizard that there was no sign whatsoever of shock or 
anger in Hermione's expression. Far from it, she was radiant 
with fascination. 

Hermione had a hand up under her nightie and he could see 
it moving in her crotch, and her other hand was plucking at 
the plump tips of her tits, and she was licking her lips! 

Hermione had blushed slightly, too, when she saw that Harry 
was aware of her presence. Her hand, like his, continued to 
frig automatically. Her imagination leaped, seeking some 
possible excuse, wondering if she should say something, but 
what was there to say? 

She was raging with desire, burning with raw passions, all 
melted away in the intense fire of her fuck-lust. She got 
unsteadily to her feet and walked across the room towards 



Harry. He stared at her with a mixture of amazement and 
fascination. 

“Merlin, Mione," he croaked. 

“What?" she rasped, her voice taut and husky with emotion. 

Standing before him, her legs apart, she drew her nightie up 
above the waist. She tilted her belly out and up, so that he 
could look between her thighs. 

Harry gulped. Slumped back in the chair, his head was on a 
level with Hermione's loins and as he gazed at her his cock 
towered up so high that he seemed to be aiming across the 
cock-knob, like a gun sight. 

Smiling wantonly, Hermione drew her hand up the inside of 
her sleek thigh and brushed her fingertips across her 
soaking cunt gash and swollen clit. 

“It makes you hot to look at me, doesn't it, Harry?" she 
whispered. Then: “No, don't say anything, love, just look at 
my cunt, Mione understands." 

She fingered her pussylips and they unfurled, rippling. Her 
clit seemed to be trying to shoot right out of her cunt slot 
and fly into his face. Cunt juice filled her gash and ran down 
the inside of her thighs. She frigged on her pussy and her 
ass and hips jerked. 

Taking her negligee by the hem, she drew it up and over her 
head, standing before him wearing only her dark garter belt 
and stockings. Her dark brown cunt bush was framed by the 
black straps. She cupped her heavy tits together, lifting the 
firm mounds and deepening the velvet cleavage. Her 
thumbs ran across her nipples and they ballooned, rosy and 
swollen. She switched her hips and her ass churned. She slid 



one hand down into her crotch again, rubbing her fingers up 
her open pussy slit. 

Harry couldn't believe this was happening. He thought that 
he must have frigged himself into oblivion and was having 
an erotic dream. Yet it was far too real to be a dream. He 
could hear Hermione's wet pussy squash as she stroked it 
and he could scent the hot, spicy fragrance of her aroused 
pussy. He closed his eyes. When he opened them again, she 
was still there, and he groaned. His hand started to move on 
his prick again. 

“Don't do that," Hermione whispered. 

Harry frowned. Since she was frigging her pussy, how could 
she object to his jerking off? She could scarcely castigate 
him for self-abuse, while her own hand was dipping up into 
her steaming fuck-hole. 

Smiling again, her brown eyes glowing like smoldering jade, 
the witch reached down and took Harry by the wrist and 
pulled his hand away from his cock. Neglected for the 
moment, his mighty cock pounded like a jackhammer. 

Then Hermione gave a little whimper and sank down to her 
knees between his extended, trembling thighs. Her face 
tilted down as she gazed at his towering cock. He saw that 
her lips were frothy with saliva. 

“I want to suck your cock, love," she sighed. “I want to take 
your big prick in my mouth and milk your sweet meat and 
swallow all of your hot, thick fuck-juice." 

She glanced up at his face and smiled when she saw how 
her words had affected her horny lover. Her own face was 
hovering over his prick. Her eyes glinted. She was thrilled by 
her own depravity. She blew her warm breath down onto his 



cock and balls. His prick jerked and pulsed. She looked down 
at that succulent-looking tool, then up at his face again. She 
was turned on psychologically as well as physically, inspired 
by the very wickedness of her desires. 

Harry felt as if he were going to faint. 

“Ummmmm, love,” the wanton witch purred teasingly. 
"Would you like that? Ummm? Would you like to have Mione 
take your cock in her mouth?” The teen witch realized for 
some time that such words could turn him on almost as 
much as the actual prospect of what they so lewdly 
described. "Would you like to feed Mione your cum-load?” 

Harry's lips moved but no sound came out. His vocal cords 
seemed as stiff as his prick. He tried again. "Mione, oh, jeez, 
yeah! Yeah!” 

Harry had been longing for a blow-job since that thing in the 
muggle restaurant from his horny bestfriend. His hips 
jammed up as he shoved his cock towards her face. 

Hermione blew on his cock but didn't begin to mouth it yet. 
The depraved witch was savoring the preliminaries, getting 
hungrier by the moment. Her dark brown head bobbed up 
and down above his loins, rising as the wizard humped up, 
avoiding contact. 

"Need a suck, huh?” she whispered. 

His voice failed him again. Harry nodded dumbly. 

Hermione sighed happily, delighted that she was going to 
drink her bestfriend's cum-load. Milking him off was a treat 
and an overwhelming prospect. She was drooling so heavily 
now that a few frothy drops of her slobber dribbled down 
onto his cock. 



Her fat tits were swaying over his trembling thighs. She slid 
up a bit higher and cupped her tits in her hands. Her nipples 
stood out like bullets. She leaned down and tapped one tit 
tip against the head of his prick, then rubbed the other 
against him. His cock felt scalding hot on her tit meat. 

She closed her deep cleavage around his prick and slid up 
and down, squirming over him. Harry humped jerkily, 
fucking up between her heavy tits. His purple, mushroom¬ 
shaped knob came squeezing out from between her smooth 
tit mounds and slid up her breastbone, nudging into the 
hollow of her throat and tilting her head back. 

Harry's prick was already lathered with congealed cum from 
his hand-job. Now, in the warmth of Hermione's cleavage, 
that fuckcream liquefied again, while more slimy drops 
oozed from his piss hole. As he fucked up and down through 
her cleavage, his cock was laying a slippery, glistening track 
all the way up to her throat. 

His bloated balls dragged up her chest as he shoved his 
cock meat up her tit tunnel. Hermione reached down and 
took those huge balls in her hand, lifting as if to weigh the 
jism-load they contained, squeezing gently, feeling his hard 
balls shift inside the hairy sac. She whimpered as she felt his 
cum slosh inside his balls. 

Oh, what a fucking feast she had ahead of her! Even though 
Harry had already drained his balls by hand, they felt as full 
of cum as ever. His iron-hard fucker throbbed between her 
tits, and his cockhead was like a slab of molten iron as it 
nudged under her chin. 

Harry gasped and gurgled, jerking his cock up and down 
frantically. Hermione was enjoying the preliminaries, but 
now she was afraid that the horny wizard might get his rocks 



off prematurely, shooting his cum-load before she got his 
cock in her mouth. For a moment, she wondered if it might 
be best to let him cream that way. Letting her bestfriend 
fuck her between the tits didn't seem quite as depraved as 
letting him fuck her in the mouth, but it didn't seem as 
wonderful, either. The only bridge that mattered at the 
moment was that tubular span of his cockshaft that bridged 
the gap between his balls and her gullet. 

She arched her slender back, drawing her heavy tits away 
from his prick. Harry whimpered and humped wildly, fucking 
the air. She gazed down at his prick and balls like a hungry 
child peering through the window of a candy store. It was 
the most delicious-looking thing she had ever seen. His 
cockhead and stalk were already slimy with reheated cum, 
and thick globs were bubbling from his piss hole. 

Hermione folded her hand around the root of his thick 
cockstalk. Tilting her wrist, she shifted that mighty meat 
lever up so that the cock-knob was aimed at her face. His 
cock was far too stiff to bend and as she levered it into 
position, the wizard's ass jerked up like a boulder being 
pried from the earth. She stared down at his prick-knob, her 
eyes crossing. 

“Suck my cock, Mione!" Harry wailed. 

Hermione pushed her tongue out and tapped the tip against 
the underside of his cockhead, where the dark, writhing vein 
spread out under the meaty wedge of his purple cock-knob. 
She drew back, savoring that first taste. 

“Yummy," she purred. 


She tapped at his cock-knob again, slurping up the spunk 
that coated the throbbing slab. His jism was scrumptious 



and Hermione moaned, her appetite whetted, yearning for 
the full load of his balls. 


Ducking lower, she licked around his balls, savoring the 
musky flavor of ballmeat, subtly different from cockmeat. 

She lifted his bloated balls in her hand and slipped her 
tongue around under them. She slid lower and ran her wet 
lapper up from his crotch. 

Hermione was starving for his cock and cum, yet she was in 
no hurry for the creamy conclusion. They had all the time in 
the world to milk her bestfriend off, and the naughty witch 
wanted to run the gamut of variations, to let him know the 
joy of a super suck. 

Gripping him by the hips, she slowly turned Harry over onto 
his flank. His massive cock swung around like the boom of a 
sailing ship, the slimy cocktip brushing against her lips. She 
turned him farther and Harry whimpered, frantic for the 
mouth, wondering why she was rejecting him now. 

Turned belly down now, Harry felt his prick slamming into 
the cushion of the chair, heaving his ass up as if he were 
pole vaulting from his cock. 

Hermione placed her open hands on the firm cheeks of the 
wizard's ass and spread them apart, exposing the tight 
brown bud of his asshole. With a little hungry gasp, she 
leaned down and slid her hot tongue up through the crack of 
his ass, then nudged it into his asshole. 

Harry jerked as if he had been electrocuted when he felt 
Hermione's tongue plug his shit slot. His prick levered into 
the chair, shoving his ass back against her face. Hermione 
tongue-fucked his puckered asshole, shoving her tongue as 
deeply into his ass as she could. Her lips sucked on the slot, 
slobbering into his shit chute. 



The tangy taste of her bestfriend's asshole delighted her so 
much that she hated to stop rimming him out, but again she 
feared he might blow his wad too soon. She gave his shit 
hole a last slurp, then slowly turned him onto his back again. 
His cock rose up like a derrick. 

Hermione tongued his balls again, then began to lick up the 
underside of his rockshaft. She flutter-kissed the underside 
of his cockhead. Jism trickled down into her lips and she 
purred with the joy of it. 

Criss-crossing back and forth against the fat vein, she 
tapped up and down his cockstalk again. Then she fitted her 
parted lips against his cockrod and ran them slowly up and 
down, as if she were playing a flute. 

“Oh! Ooooooh!" Harry gasped, humping up from the chair 
and slamming his cock across her pursed lips. His cockmeat 
slid up drenched with saliva, then pulled back down, 
lathered with more cum seepage. 

Hermione whimpered, her taste buds going crazy. She slid 
up his prick rod again and this time, as she reached his 
prick-knob, she turned her face over the tip. Her tongue 
pushed out, raving his purple slab and pushing into his 
parted piss hole. She kissed the tip of his cockhead lovingly. 

Then she let her lips slowly part, feeding his prick into her 
ravenous mouth. 

Harry cried out with the ecstasy of it, the joy of having his 
hot cock buried in a wet mouth. Her lips collared his fucker 
just behind the knob and Hermione nursed with enthusiasm 
on the throbbing slab. Her mouth was magic. He jerked and 
more boy-slime oozed from his piss hole and trickled into her 
maw. 



She held his prick by the root, her hand squeezing but not 
stroking his cockrod. She needed no manual assistance, 
wanting to do the job with only her mouth. She sucked 
hungrily on his cockhead, her cheeks hollowing inwards and 
her lips turning out around his cockstalk. 

“Ummmmm, ummmm, ummmmm,” she purred, going suck- 
crazy on his pounding cockmeat. 

“Yeah, yeah, suck it!" wailed the frantic teen, overwhelmed 
by the fiery sensations that were shooting through his loins 
and coursing up his thighs. 

His heels hammered against the floor as he arched his back, 
then bowed forwards, flopping around on the end of his 
prick like a fish on a spear. 

He moved his hand behind her head, as if to hold her in 
position, but unnecessarily, for there was nowhere the cock- 
hungry witch would have rather be, nothing she would 
rather be doing, and no way she was going to take her 
mouth off his prick before she got her juicy reward. 

She had been mouthing only his cockhead so far, with his 
cockshaft sticking out between them like a bolt between his 
balls and her lips. Now she pushed down lower, feeding 
another inch or two through her lips. She twisted her head 
from side to side, winding her mouth around on his 
cockhead like a pliable nut on a meaty bolt. 

Harry humped up hard, fucking deeper into Hermione's 
magic mouth. 

His huge cock fucked back into her throat and she pushed 
down, taking all of his prick into her mouth. Her chin 
brushed against his balls and her nose nuzzled in his wiry 
cock bush. 



She gagged as that huge cock clogged her gullet, almost 
choking her. But she held the full load in, switching her 
tongue against the underside as her lips worked voraciously 
at the root. 

She pulled up slowly, her lips turning outwards as she 
sucked through every precious inch. His prick was dragging 
her mouth almost inside out. She pulled up to his cockhead 
and nursed on it. 

“Ummmm,” she sighed, adoring the taste of his cockmeat 
and yearning for his cum. 

Harry fucked up into her mouth again and Hermione ducked 
down to meet him. Her tongue curled into a hot, wet bridge 
over which his cockmeat rode as it slid from her lips on back 
to her throat. 

She tilted her head from side to side, taking his cock-knob 
into each cheek, in turn, then she took the massive wedge 
back down her throat again. She was moving in the classic 
blow-job action now, her head bobbing up and down on his 
cock. 

She had already sucked all the congealed cum from his knob 
and stalk, but his piss hole was seeping freely now, coating 
her tongue with creamy cum. She let the sweet slime wash 
over her taste buds, then swallowed it. She thought she had 
already gulped down as much jism as the average man shot 
when he creamed, and her potent bestfriend hadn't even 
climaxed yet! 

His heavy balls swung in and slapped her under the chin, 
like the clappers of a fleshy bell. Jism flowed into her cheeks 
and slashed around her teeth. Her tongue was floating in a 
slimy swamp. 



Harry began to whimper, humping furiously tossing her head 
up and down on his vigorous cock-thrusts. Her dark brown 
hair fell over his balls in a golden curtain as he fucked every 
inch of his succulent cockmeat into her maw. 

Hermione was in seventh heaven, loving this meaty feast, 
wishing that it could last forever. But she knew that Harry 
was going to blow his cum-load any second now. His huge 
cock was hammering and throbbing, his balls were inflated 
like balloons and the seepage from his piss hole was getting 
hotter and thicker and creamier. 

She pulled up to the tip of his prick and, as if whispering 
into a meaty microphone, said: “Cum, Harry, cream my 
fucking mouth, feed me your jism." 

Harry groaned, inflamed by her words as much as by her 
sweet mouth. He fucked in furiously, tilting her head back. 

As her lips pulled back to his cockhead, she gurgled. “Pour it 
to me, darling, fuck my mouth like a cunt." 

And her mouth felt like a cunt to Harry, and to Hermione, as 
well. Her tongue was as hot as her clit ever got, and her 
mouth longed for cum as much as her cunt. She slammed 
her head up and down in a frenzy of lust, gorging herself on 
her bestfriend's cockmeat like a glutton. 

His cock gave a mighty jerk. 

“Here it comes," Harry gasped. 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah!" Hermione wailed, pushing her lips down 
towards his balls as she felt his stalk expand and his 
cockhead flare out widely. 



His balls exploded and the thick jism came rushing up 
through his pulsing prickshaft and shot from his piss hole so 
hard he almost blew Hermione's head off the end of his 
cock! The creamy tide flooded her gullet and her head slid 
up to his cock-knob. Her lips clamped tightly, clinging to his 
cockstalk just behind that cum-spurting slab as the horny 
teenager emptied his first dose right down her throat. 

The cum warmed her belly like a fine cognac, and Hermione 
whimpered with bliss. But his jism had sped straight down 
her gullet, so that she didn't get to taste it, and now she 
pulled her mouth back up towards his cockhead so that his 
second gooey geyser skimmed over her tongue. Her taste 
buds sparked. She gulped the precious prick slime down as 
fast as she could, but his cum-load was too much for her. 
Frothy cum bubbled from her sucking lips and ran down 
from both corners of her mouth. 

Harry humped up and down and her head bobbed to meet 
him. His fuck-juice hosed her throat and whitewashed her 
tonsils and poured down into her belly. The stuff was 
shooting from his piss hole in an unbroken stream, a solid 
rope of jism running from his balls to her throat. 

"More, more, more," gurgled Hermione, insatiable in her 
hunger for cum. "Keep coming, drown me with your fucking 
cream, love." Her words broke off in a bubbling gasp as 
another load flooded her mouth. 

Harry heaved upward and squirted a last steaming hot 
deluge into her mouth. His cum was so hot and thick that it 
felt like melted lead as she swallowed it. 

"Umphff," she gulped, as another creamy mouthful of cum 
foamed into her gullet. 



Harry groaned and slumped back in the chair, his whole 
body shuddering violently and his chest heaving as he 
panted in the aftermath of his climax. His cock twitched, 
softening slightly in her lips. Hermione kept on sucking, 
milking out a few more drops from his piss hole, coaxing 
another trickle onto her flashing tongue. 

Her belly was full of the boiling slime, and still she was 
sucking for more. Jism dripped from the roof of her mouth 
like limestone stalactites, gooey globs of cum filled her 
cheeks, and her tongue was bobbing around in cock cream 
like a pink raft in a swamp. Yet still she yearned for more. 

She pumped her fist up his cockstalk and squeezed his prick 
just behind the knob, forcing another slimy blob of cum from 
him. Her lips pulled up and down on his spent fucker. 

His cock was diminishing in her mouth now and she sighed 
wistfully, sorry that it was over. She nursed on his softening 
cockmeat for another moment, then reluctantly drew her lips 
away. His cockhead popped from her mouth like a cork from 
a bottle. The cockrod swayed back and forth over his belly, 
still semi-stiff. Hermione gazed at his prick hopefully, 
wanting another load even while her mouth was still full of 
the first. Although Harry had already creamed twice, his 
cock showed promising signs of vitality. 

Hermione leaned in and licked at his cockhead, then 
tongued up and down his prick, gathering up the errant 
drops of cum that had escaped her greedy lips. She slurped 
a thick glob from his balls and lapped up a streak from his 
belly. His cock dipped down like a divining rod seeking 
moisture, then snapped back up like a rocket aspiring to the 
sky. 

Hermione smiled dreamily, her lips all creamy. She tilted her 
head back and let the last of his fuck-juice bubble down her 



pulsing throat. She had swallowed so much cum that she 
could feel it sloshing around in her belly. 


“I love blowing you, Harry,” she whispered. 

The wizard grinned. It was naughty, but what the hell. If his 
sexy witch wanted his cum this way, who was he to 
complain? 

...SS...SS...SS... 

After arriving at the Potter Manor through the floo network, 
Blaise has been received by one of the Potter's house elves 
and found out that Missy Grangi and young master Harry 
were upstairs in their rooms. Asking about Mr and Mr Potter, 
the house elf told him they were out until tonight. Then the 
house elf wanted to poop out to tell young master Harry 
about his visitor, but Blaise told him he wanted to make him 
a surprise, so to take him to the room he was going to use 
while he was here. The house elf just took his trunk upstairs 
to his room he will be using and Blaise followed him there. 
After that, the house elf poped out, leaving Blaise to wonder 
off in search of Harry and Hermione. 

He just went out of the room when he heard some sounds 
coming from somewhere. He frowned and cocked his head as 
he heard the juicy slurping and the heavy panting that was 
coming from somewhere. Blaise knew well the telltale signs 
of a blow-job in progress and for a moment his frown 
deepened, furrowing his brow. 

Suddenly, a surge of lust coursed through him. His prick was 
already hard and now it began to hammer. He grinned and 
began to tiptoe down the hallway towards the open doorway 
through which the incriminating and fascinating sounds 
were drifting to his ears. He heard a low, throaty moan, and 
recognized Hermione's voice. Then that moan was broken off 



into a fluid gulping sound and Blaise guessed that Harry 
must be fucking his prick right down her throat. 

Coming to the door, he carefully looked in, and his grinn 
grew wider. 

Watching Hermione suck Harry's prick was even more 
exciting than anything else. She sure was making love with 
that monster dick. He crouched beside the door, observing 
the scene in all the glorious details. He saw Hermione's 
sweet lips pull up and down on Harry's huge prick as she 
sucked the wizard into the crest of bliss. With vicarious joy, 
he watched as Harry shot his creamy cum-load into her 
gulping mouth and saw the cum-hungry witch swallow every 
drop. The sight and the sound drove him wild. His heart was 
hammering explosively, and he had to restrain himself from 
crying out words of approval and encouragement. He stared 
as she finished the job and watched her greedily tongue up 
the overflow. 

After his volcanic eruption, Harry's cock was still hard, and 
Hermione offered to suck him again. Blaise grinned at that, 
but it was a strained grin. He was hoping that Hermione 
would proceed to suck his friend off again, right now. 

But then Harry grinned at her. "Merlin, Mione, you're a great 
cock-sucker," he said. 

Hermione blushed modestly at the compliment. 

"You sure bring your O game today, eh?" 

"I like to think so," she whispered, looking all dainty and 
demure, as demure as a teen witch could be when her lips 
were all slimy from her bestfriend's jism. 


"Now let's fuck," the wizard added grinning. 



Her eyebrows shot up. 


“Oh, love, you wouldn't try to cheat on your girlfriend," she 
said, trying to sound surprised, but looking delighted. 

Lovers and bestfriends gazed at each other mischievously, 
and a friend of both looked on hopefully, hoping with all his 
heart that they would fuck. What can he say? He liked to 
watch a good show when ever possible. 

And yet another pair of eyes were fixed upon the scene. 

Daphne had arrived at the Potter Manor, and after a little 
chat with Harry's house elf, Diddi, she found out where Harry 
and Hermione were and then she went up the stairs, but 
stopped dead in her tracks, gasping in amazement. 

There in the hallway, near a bedroom door, stood someone 
in a long black hooded cloak with his hard monster cock out! 

Who was he? What was he doing in here? Taking some more 
steps, she looked up at his face. His hood was pushed back 
so that his face was revealed. Daphne hadn't recognized him 
at first, but she most certainly recognized the cloaked figure 
now. Knowing that the cloaked figure was her bestfriend and 
lover only made the hot teen witch instant excited! 

She stared at his handsome, lust-twisted face, then dropped 
her gaze to his marvelous cock. Her flesh heated up and she 
began getting slippery between her legs. 

But what in hell is he looking at? she wondered. 

His face was strained by lust and his giant prick was 
thundering as it jutted from his cloak and the witch knew 
that something very naughty and interesting must be taking 
place in the that room. But her curiosity about that event 



was faint. As long as she could watch her bestriend while he 
watched, she was more than satisfied. 


Daphne sank down onto her knees beside the stairs. With 
her eyes glued to her bestriend's cock, she slipped both 
hands under her skirt and began to finger-fuck her pussy. 

Daphne's boyfriend, at the same time, was trying to get 
Hermione to give him a fuck. Not realizing that they were 
the end link in a sort of visual daisy chain, the horny wizard 
slid down from the chair and joined Hermione as she knelt 
on the floor. 

“C'mon, Mione. Let me fuck you," he pleaded. 

But Hermione shook her head. The oversexed witch was 
yearning for a cuntful of her bestfriend's cock, but she was 
struggling against the wicked desire, wanting to make him 
work for it a little, some payback for wanting to fuck her up 
the ass in a bus full of muggles. 

"No, love. I'll suck your sweet cock whenever you want. But 
I'm not in the mood," she whispered playing hard to get. 

Blaise heard her words and gnashed his teeth in frustration. 
He wanted Hermione to fuck Harry! 

And Daphne, too, heard her gryffindor friend speak, and 
gasped as she realized what her bestfriend was so interested 
in watching. Harry and Hermione were having some fun! It 
delighted the witch. If Mione could suck Harry's prick now, in 
the middle of the day, she sure could do the same thing with 
her bestfriend! 

But Harry, already sucked, was determined to get his piece 
of pussy. It was obvious that Hermione wanted to and he 



knew she was weakening in her resolve. He knew that she 
was teasing him... big time! 

As they knelt face to face, he began to fondle her firm tits, 
kneading the mounds and then pulling his fingers and 
thumbs up to pluck at the stiff tit tips. She swayed and 
sighed. Harry dropped his head and pushed his tongue out. 
He licked at a taut nipple, then at the other. Hermione 
moaned. Her hand came up behind his neck, cradling him to 
her tits. 

His face turned from side to side as he mouthed each tit tip 
in turn, slobbering and moaning over her tits. Hermione 
arched her back, thrusting her tits out to his face. His hands 
slid up and down her slender flanks and haunches. Then he 
dipped one hand in between her thighs and began to feel 
around in her soaking, smoldering cunt slot. 

Merlin! He's making me so hot, she thought. The naughty 
wizard is trying to seduce me... again! 

And his caress was holding her to him, and she was reluctant 
to make him wait longer. His fingers slid into her fuck-hole 
and the heel of his hand rubbed against her explosive clit. 

She reached down and took his cock in her hand. She 
pumped up and down, feeling the hard cockrod pulse. She 
continued to hold his prick in her hand, but stopped frigging 
it. She pulled his prick out and rubbed the knob against her 
belly. 

Spunk bubbled out from his piss hole and Hermione rubbed 
it into his hot purple cockmeat with her thumb, fondling his 
balls with her other hand. His lips pulled on her nipples 
lovingly and his tongue flashed out, slurping at her heavy tit 
globes and running up through her deep cleavage. 



His head rose up and he licked at her creamy lips. Hermione 
sucked his tongue into her mouth, knowing she was only 
making him hotter. They French kissed, swapping saliva and 
tongues, as Harry continued to frig her pussy and she 
brushed his prick against her belly. 

Then suddenly, to make him hotter, the horny witch shoved 
her head down, mouth wide open, ready to engulf his 
cockhead. 

But Harry knew that if she got his prick into her magic 
mouth again he would be unable to resist. The thought of 
shooting in Hermione's mouth a second time was thrilling, 
but the wizard was determined to fuck her. 

He jerked his hips aside and his huge prick slid up along her 
cheek, avoiding her lips. Hermione tongued at his hairy balls 
for a moment, then started to lap at his prick, but Harry 
jerked away again. 

Leaning forward over his cock, Hermione was off balance. 

Her heavy tits swayed under her, dragging her down. Harry 
gently pushed her lower, deftly eluding her lips. Her dark 
brown head went down to the floor and her heart-shaped ass 
heaved up at the highest point of her posture. His hands 
were on her shoulders, holding her down. His balls were 
jammed to her forehead and his prick towered above her. 
Then, deft as a wrestler, the athletic wizard spun around, 
changing his grip and twisting around behind her. 

Harry was kneeling behind her upthrust ass, gripping her by 
her hipbones. She shook her ass as if trying to dislodge him, 
but he clung tightly to her haunches, holding her in the 
doggy-fucking position. 

His cock and balls were jammed against her ass. He threw 
his head and shoulders back, clinging to her like a gargoyle 



to a curved wall. 


He dipped at the knees, lowering his loins. His balls slid 
down into her crotch, pulsing in her fuck-slot, and his huge 
cock towered straight up over her ass. 

He slid down lower, pulling his prick down towards her 
steaming groin. His bloated balls brushed her curly cunt 
mound and the thick root of his cockshaft glided into her 
crotch, standing up at the right angles to her fuck-hole. 
Hermione squirmed under him, the curve of her firm ass 
pressed to the flat plane of his belly. 

His cock slid lower and she could feel the massive knob drag 
into her crotch. She ground her pussy back against him, 
rubbing against the underside of his stalk and knob. That 
long, fat cock was still angled upwards, laid vertically up 
through her cunt slot. To slip his prick into her, he would 
have to draw his ass back, she knew, and she shoved her 
own ass out against him, preventing the movement that 
would shift his prick down into the angle of approach. 

Harry hauled on her hips frantically. 

Her cunt hole was gaping wide open and flooded with cunt 
juice and she knew that if the horny wizard ever got the tip 
of his cockhead into her slot, the process would be 
irrevocable. Even if Harry didn't shove his prick into her, her 
fuck-hole would suck him in like a suction pump. 

"Yeah, yeah," he gasped. 

He tried to shove her ass away far enough so that he could 
lever his cock in. Hermione pushed back, jamming against 
his belly. She reached back between her knees and got a 
handful of balls, holding him tightly and further limiting his 
movements. 



Harry humped in a fucking motion. His iron-hard cock slid up 
through her open cuntlips and the massive cock-knob came 
surging up into the crack of her ass. He humped again, 
running his cockrod up through her creamy crotch and then 
dipping it into the taut tunnel between her firm ass cheeks. 
He was jerking frantically, his movements exactly the same 
as if his prick were stuck up her cunt and he was throwing a 
furious doggy-style fuck into her, but they were not coupled. 
His prick was still at right angles to her cunt slot, sliding 
through the open gash and massaging her clit and then 
pushing up between her ass cheeks. 

The big purple prick-knob, all creamy with fuck-juice, 
burrowed up the crack of her ass and jerked out. It dragged 
back down and nestled into the tight brown bud of 
Hermione's asshole, flaring and throbbing. 

And as Hermione felt her bestfriend's cockhead swell and 
dribble in her shit hole, a wonderful idea occurred to her. 
Harry wanted to fuck her in that muggle bus, and she 
wanted him to do just that now. But a little payback was still 
need it. 

She whimpered, thrilled by her own depravity, by the 
delightful prospect of having an assful of her bestfriend's 
thundering prick. Her hand slid up from his balls and folded 
around his cockshaft. She drew her ass slightly away from 
his belly, her firm thighs rippling and, in the space between 
them, she levered his cockrod down into position. 

Harry's pulsating prick crown nudged into Hermione's 
puckered shit slot. The wizard was vibrating wildly, his 
youthful body jerking on the end of his cock. He stared down 
and saw where the head of his cock was placed and gulped. 
Did Hermione want it up the ass? 



Her fist pumped on his prick and she pulled the flaring cock- 
knob against her brown bud. 

“Shove it up my asshole, love," she rasped. “Stuff my shit 
hole full of cockmeat." 

Harry gasped at Hermione's depravity. In the hallway, 
Blaise's cock jumped up so hard he almost fell over, and his 
hat dropped off. Farther down that hallway, Harry's girlfriend 
moaned and her pussy creamed, and then began to heat 
right back up again. 

Hermione was grinding her ass against Harry, urging him to 
shove it to her, yearning to feel her belly stuffed full of his 
pounding prick. The naughty witch had always enjoyed 
getting assfucked by him, and the idea of having her 
bestfriend fuck her ass again had turned her loins to an 
inferno. 

Gripping her hips and hauling her back, Harry thrust his 
prick out. Her asshole was tight and his cockhead was 
enormous. At first it didn't penetrate. His cockrod was too 
hard to bend and he shoved her out on his cock-knob. For a 
terrible moment, the wizard thought that it wasn't going to 
work, that his cock was too fat for her shit tunnel. 

But Hermione knew better. 

Her tight ass ring began to ripple and part, adjusting to 
accommodate the bulk of his prick. She knew full well how 
pliable a shit chute was. Her brown bud fluttered open 
around the tip of his prick. When Harry humped again, half 
of his big, mushroom-shaped slab inched into her ass. 

He stared down in amazement, seeing the purple cockmeat 
flaring in that taut slot. A few blobs of spunk dribbled out. 



lubricating the passage. He shoved again and Hermione 
pushed her ass back to meet him, squirming joyfully. 

His cockhead disappeared up her shit hole. Her tight ass ring 
collared his cockstalk, gripping him tightly. His prick stood 
out between them, spanning the gap. Harry held steady for 
a moment, feeling the way that her asshole was dragging on 
his cockmeat, pulling him deeper with no effort on his own 
part. Hermione's shit tunnel seemed to be digesting his cock 
in reverse, pulling him up into her belly. 

Inch by inch, his huge cock vanished. Harry wondered where 
in hell it was all going. Her asshole seemed far too narrow to 
hold such a load. He shoved and another inch slipped 
through her ass slot. He pulled back on her hips and fed her 
yet another thick inch. Her lithe hips jumped in his hands, as 
if that ass load was about to dislodge her hipbones from 
their sockets as he fucked more cock into her. 

His cockhead was the fattest part of his shapely prick and it 
was blazing a trail, forging a passage through which his 
cockshaft could follow. The intrepid explorer of his cock-knob 
was sinking into unknown regions. 

Feeling her bestfriend's cockhead fuck deep into her ass 
guts, Hermione cried: “More! Give me all of it!" 

Harry heaved out again and the rest of his cock fucked into 
her. He was buried to the balls, her ass ring spread out 
against the root of his cock and his smoking hot cockhead 
flaring in the depths of her ass. 

Harry held it all in her for a moment, feeling the rings of her 
shit tunnel contract around his fucker, rippling and 
fluttering up his cock from hilt to crown. Her shit track was 
molded to his cockmeat, caressing every inch, and his 
cockhead throbbed and smoldered in her ass guts. She 



wailed with the ecstasy of that assful. It felt as if she had 
swallowed a lump of red-hot lead. His piss hole was weeping 
and the sex-crazed witch could feel his spunk dribble into 
her ass guts. 

She rubbed his bloated balls around in her soaking, 
steaming fuck-slot and jerked her ass against his belly. She 
felt as if her bowels had been cored out. 

She pulled forwards, dragging her clinging asshole up on an 
inch of cockstalk, then jammed back to the hilt again. Harry 
began to fuck in and out. He hauled her back by the hips as 
he shoveled the cockmeat to her, then held her steady as he 
pulled it back out. He drew back until only his fat prick-knob 
was lodged in her shit chute, paused with his cock vibrating, 
then fucked it all into her ass again. 

Hermione whimpered with joy as her ass filled with his 
cockmeat and she longed for the hot, flushing enema of his 
steaming fuck-juice. Her ass guts were melting on his prick. 
As he thrust in with an upward fuck-lunge, her ass tilted up 
higher. Then he fucked in from above, her ass down. Her 
head was on the floor, face turned to the side, mouth 
drooling. The residue of his cum that lingered on her tongue 
heated up again and, tasting his jism again, she had a 
fantasy that his dribbling cockhead was buried so deep that 
his cum was pouring into her mouth from inside her belly. 

Her ass flew about and his hands slipped around on her hips. 
He reached under her and cupped her swinging tits and 
began to haul her back and forth. Her nipples were bursting 
in his palms, going off like sticks of dynamite, and he could 
feel her clit explode against his balls. 

“Come!” Hermione gasped as she began to cream. “Shoot 
your sweet slime up my fucking ass! Pump my guts full. 



love, feed me your fuck-juice!” 


Harry plunged in to the core, rattling her pelvis and shaking 
her ass. His mighty cock fucked into her as her ass guts 
dissolved around him. He was dragging her asshole almost 
inside out as he pulled back. She felt as if his prick were 
pulling her guts out from her belly. 

"Cream, Harry, flood me!” she wailed. 

Harry uttered a wordless cry, then a gurgle and a grunt and 
a gasp, and she felt his cock explode in her ass. His cum 
splashed into her bowels in a torrent. She gave his bursting 
balls a squeeze, as if to help them pump the cum out, then 
moved her hand down into her crotch. Tilting her wrist, 
Hermione shoved three fingers up inside her fuck-hole. She 
could feel her bestfriend's prick sliding in her shit track, 
through the slender membrane that partitioned her twin 
tunnels. Her fingers massaged his throbbing cock-meat as 
she finger-fucked herself. 

He was pouring the spunk into her in a creamy deluge, 
hosing her bowels and drenching her ass guts. She could 
feel the hot cum flow in her belly. 

Her cunt had creamed so wonderfully that she felt numb. 
She slumped under Harry. He continued to fuck his cock into 
her, but his balls were drained and empty. After a few more 
fuck-strokes, he halted and clung to her ass, panting. His 
prick was still jammed up her ass and he wondered if they 
might have gotten stuck together, like dogs. 

But her asshole was far too slippery with his cock slime to 
hold him trapped. He pulled back and his prick came out as 
it had gone in, inch by soiled inch. His prick withdrew from 
her tight brown bud, all lathered with cum and ass juice. His 
fat cock-knob lodged in the slot for a moment, then that. 



too, came popping free. Semi-hard, Harry's huge cock hung 
from his loins in a fat parabola, a coil of glossy meat. 


Cum bubbled from her spread shit hole and trickled down 
into her flooded cunt gash. 

Hermione twisted around, smiling. Harry's prick was all 
creamy, and she slipped her lips around it and began to 
suck lazily, polishing his cock-knob to a luster, slurping her 
own tangy ass juices from his prickmeat. 

Oh, how she had loved getting ass-fucked by her bestfriend! 

But as much as Hermione and Harry had enjoyed that 
depraved act, Blaise had enjoyed it every bit as much. And 
so had Daphne. 

As the panting and moaning lessened and Daphne knew 
that her girlfriend and boyfriend had reached the peak, the 
witch decided that it was time to act. Her cunt had been 
creaming steadily on her hands, but a thousand hand-jobs 
could not have cooled her ardor by this time. 

She got unsteadily to her feet, one hand still in her crotch, 
and walked determinedly down the hallway. Blaise saw her 
from the corners of his eyes. It was difficult to look away 
from the delightful performance in the bedroom, but he 
forced his head around. A look of horror transfigured his 
handsome face when he realized that his bestfriend had 
been watching him as he played Peeping Tom on Hermione 
and Harry. 

Blaise just grinned. 

And then he saw that Daphne was smiling impishly, and that 
her skirt was lifted above her waist and her hand was dipped 
into her crotch. He saw his own cum matted in her blonde 



pussy bush. He saw that the witch's fingers were sticky and 
that a pool of cum cream slid around in her palm. 

Daphne had enjoyed the scene as much as he! 

Blaise just stood where he was, grinning from ear to ear 
when Daphne was approaching, with her eyes, still fixed, 
longingly, on his cock and balls! Getting on his feet, his 
cloak closed. 

But Daphne continued to gaze at the massive lump as it 
tented the flaps. She was walking resolutely down the hall 
towards him, wanting him now more then ever! He took a 
backward step, in retreat from the front of the door. 

Daphne was stalking him like a hungry tiger eager to feast 
on a fat, phallic snake. Her eyes were glowing, her tongue 
was gliding across her parted lips and cunt juice was 
streaming down her thighs. Blaise shook his head from side 
to side but, determined. Daphne nodded up and down. 

Blaise had moved away from the doorway now, in his retreat. 
As Daphne came to that doorway, she paused to glance in. 
Her eyebrows lifted and her lips formed an 0-shape as she 
reacted to what she saw. 

Harry was on his knees and Hermione was crouched before 
him, the fat coil of his semi-hard, ass-soiled prick looped out 
between her lips and his balls. The gryffindor witch was 
nursing softly and moistly on that tangy cockmeat, her lips 
pulling slowly up and down the thick slab. 

It was such a fascinating sight that Daphne might well have 
lingered there, enjoying the performance. But she knew that 
her boyfriend had already shot his wad and she could see 
that his cock was already drained and, knowing there would 



be no creamy spurt to look at, she turned and moved after 
her bestfriend. There was nothing semi-hard about his prick. 

Blaise was backed into a corner. He stared at her, his eyes 
baleful and haunted, and she slid her tongue out to show 
him what he was missing. His hands trembled on the flaps of 
the cloak and she thought that he was going to throw it 
open and present his prick to her. But then, trembling, he 
shook his head again. 

Daphne saw that he was resolute, and the horny witch 
sobbed with frustration. 

But then she grinned again, wickedly. 

Knowing that her bestfriend liked to watch, the naughty 
witch also knew just how to turn him on, how to make him so 
hot that he couldn't resist her advances. 

With a saucy flip of her hips, she turned and moved back 
down the hall, swinging her trim little ass teasingly, 
tantalizingly. 

Blaise groaned, as Daphne walked into the living room! 

Hermione heard a footstep and, with her mouth still full of 
semi-hard cockmeat, looked up in alarm. Harry's head shot 
around in dismay. He inhaled sharply. Hermione did too, and 
sucked his prick deeper as she did so. 

Daphne stood inside the doorway, one hand on her hip, 
drinking in the details. Her bestfriend liked to watch, did he? 
She was damned well going to give him something good to 
see! 


Blaise began to sneak back down towards the door. 



“Mumpfff,” Hermione gulped, the sound muffled on a 
mouthful of cock. 

“Hy Daph... couldn't wait to get your turn?" Harry grinned. 

"Not fucking likely," said the blonde witch. 

Hermione drew her lips off her bestfriend's prick. 
Automatically, she started to admonish Daphne for using 
such foul language. But then she figured, what the fuck? 

She just had a mouthful of dick. Couldn't resist to grinn. 
"Coming to claim what's yours?" she snickered. 

"I might," Daphne replied, shooting one nubile hip out 
defiantly. She tilted her head to the side. "Then, again, I 
might not." 

Hermione looked puzzled for a moment. Harry's prick was 
still rubbing around in her face, twitching with renewed 
vigor. The wizard's cock sure got new inspiration. 

"What do you mean?" Hermione stammered. 

"It made me awful horny to watch you sucking Harry's cock," 
Daphne announced, speaking loudly enough to make sure 
Blaise could hear her. "I gotta get my rocks creamed off." 

She gave a little shrug. 

"Really?" Hermione asked sensing something very fun 
coming up. 

"Well, one of you," said Daphne. "But it looks like you've 
drained my boyfriend's balls, and if he can't get another 
hard-on, it's up to you, right?" 

"Hmmm... maybe..." Hermione said, eyes sparkling 
mischievously. 



Daphne's eyes had the same sparkle and grinned, really 
enjoying this situation, especially because she knew that 
her bestfriend would be enjoying it, as well. 

She moved forwards, and knelt down beside them. Reaching 
out, she took her boyfriend's prick in her hand and drew it 
around into her face. She sniffed at the cocktip, licked it 
lightly, then sucked it into her mouth, purring as she nursed 
on it. Harry groaned and his cockmeat began to stiffen. 

Since his prick was stiffening inside her mouth. Daphne 
realized that it would be easy to suck him into another hard- 
on, and the thought was appetizing. But she was more 
interested in her bestfriend's prick. Since he had already 
watched Mione giving Harry head, she figured a bit of 
perverted variety would be more effective in arousing him 
beyond all resistance. 

She slid her lips away from her boyfriend's cockmeat and 
gave another shrug. 

"He's limp, Mione," she announced. 

Harry's mouth opened. He was about to protest that, in fact, 
his cock was rising quite promisingly. But then he clamped 
his jaw shut, without speaking. 

With his balls already emptied twice, in Hermione's mouth 
and asshole, the wizard was thinking that it might be nice to 
relax and enjoy watching a performance, for a change. 

Daphne sat back on her ass and pulled her skirt up above 
her waist. She wasn't wearing any panties, she never did, 
when she knew next she will get a monster dick there, and 
she spread her thighs apart. 

Hermione stared at Daphne's cunt. That pussy looked so 
fucking delicious that her mouth began to water. The 



slytherin witch's cuntlips were spread open wide, peeled 
back to reveal the inner folds. Her cunt hole was drenched 
with cream from her flowy innerds. And that only made her 
pussy more appetizing to Hermione. She loved Daphne's 
cunt juice. 

Daphne's clit was standing out like a bullet and her grotto 
was steaming and Hermione whimpered. 

The gryffindor witch shot a wicked glance toward her 
bestfriend. But Harry was staring at his girlfriend's cunt 
hungrily, himself. When he saw that Hermione was looking 
at him, he grinned. 

Hermione noticed that Harry's prick was hard as a stone 
again. Since he made no mention of it, she realized the 
wizard was more than content to play the spectator. 

Hermione's lips parted and perhaps she intended to speak, 
but she was drooling so heavily that only a gurgling sound 
emerged from her lips and a trickle of saliva ran down her 
chin. Daphne raised her skirt higher, baring her tits, too, and 
Hermione leaned closer. The witch's glowing face was 
between the witch's parted knees, and Daphne could feel 
her warm breath waft up the insides of her thighs, into her 
crotch. 

Glancing sideways at Harry to see if he was paying 
attention, wanting her bestfriend to watch her, Hermione 
moved closer. Her fat tits brushed up the slytherin witch's 
shapely thighs and slid into her steaming crotch. Cupping a 
tit in her hand, Hermione rubbed the taut tip around in 
Daphne's cunt slot. Her rosy nipple brushed against 
Daphne's stiff clit, back and forth, like two fleshy swords in a 
duel. 



With her tits hanging in the slytherin witch's groin, 

Hermione shoved her head out and began to run her tongue 
all over the slytherin's plump tits and nipples. Her taste 
buds registered the familiar flavor of jism as she lapped the 
cum from the witch's seething tit meat. Must be Blaise's 
after the taste. That jism was, in fact, even more familiar 
than she realized, since she sucked loads of it out of the 
very same source, sometimes, three or four times a week 
now for the last eight monts or so. She sucked on a swollen 
nipple, then switched to the other. Daphne's pussy was 
flooding over Hermione's tits and the witch was obviously 
desperate to be creamed, but Hermione was enjoying 
working up to the culmination slowly, lingering over the 
juicy foreplay. She licked up the witch's graceful throat, then 
licked her panting lips. Those sweet lips, too, were tainted 
by fuck-juice and Hermione moaned, inspired by the witch's 
depravity. The witch's heavy tits were pressed higher now, 
nudging the witch's equally round firm tits. They rubbed 
together, nipple to nipple, both writhing with passion. 

Hermione began to lick her way back down, pausing to suck 
some tit, then moving onto Daphne's slender belly. She 
tongued up the residue of their other lover's load, dipping 
into Daphne's belly button for a few drops that had formed a 
slimy pool in the shallow indentation. 

Her tongue ran down and into the witch's golden pussy 
triangle, rustling through the curls like a moist, pink rodent 
scurrying through the undergrowth. As she licked at 
Daphne's cunt mound, her chin slid around in her creamy 
groin and Daphne moaned and jerked up, desperate to get 
her pussy plastered against Hermione's tongue and lips. 

Hermione tossed her head aside teasingly, playfully. She 
glanced at Harry again and saw that the gryffindor wizard's 



face was twisted with lust as he looked on, fascinated by the 
details of this gathering. 

Harry's prick was towering up so high by this time that he 
had to push the cock-knob aside so that the fat purple slab 
wasn't blocking his view. 

Hermione adored having her bestfriend watch her 
misbehave. If she'd known that Blaise, too, was now an avid 
spectator, , she would have been even more delighted. But 
Blaise's presence was still a secret to all but Daphne, who 
twisted her head around and grinned wickedly at the 
doorway. Knowing he must be watching, she winked. She 
knew that by now his cock must be so hot and hard that he 
would be desperate. 

Hermione slid down, bypassing the slytherin's sodden pussy 
and starting to lick up and down the moist flesh of her sleek 
inner thigh. She tongued up to the crease where the witch's 
slim legs joined her torso and ran her lapper up that 
junction, licking parallel with Daphne's open cunt slot but 
not yet making the vital contact. 

"Don't tease me, Mione!" Daphne wailed, jerking her hips in 
an effort to plaster her pussy on the witch's face. 

Deftly avoiding that fuck-slot, Hermione switched across and 
tongued at her other slippery thigh. 

"Ooooo, suck my cunt," Daphne cried. 

By now, Hermione was as desperate to tongue that sweet 
pussy as the witch was to get tongued. She reached up and 
spread Daphne's cuntlips wide open with her fingers, 
unrolling the pliable folds and opening her fuck-hole. 



Her radiant face hovered only inches away from Daphne's 
steaming cunt. The tip of her tongue slid out, flicking across 
her lips. 

Daphne stiffened in anticipation. 

"Watch me, Harry," Hermione whispered huskily. "Watch me 
suck your girlfriend's pussy." 

"Yeah," the gryffindor enthused, leaning closer, his chin 
thrust out above the head of his towering prick. 

And Daphne was every bit as much an exhibitionist as 
Hermione was. The witch turned her head and looked over 
her shoulder, towards the door. 

"Watch Mione tongue my pussy!" she cried. 

And Harry said: "Yeah," again, never dreaming she might be 
addressing someone else... 

Hermione tapped the tip of her tongue lightly against 
Daphne's clit. Daphne gasped, shuddering. Hermione drew 
back for a moment, savoring that first taste on her tongue. 
Holding the slytherin's cunt slot wide open, she leaned in 
again and began to lick hungrily at the creamy pussy folds. 
Using only the tip of her tongue to begin with, she traced up 
each unfurled cuntlip in turn, then flutter-lapped against 
Daphne's clit. Her dark brown head twisted around and 
bobbed up and down as she tongued the sweet pussy from 
different angles. 

Her tongue shot up Daphne's fuck-hole as far as it would go, 
wriggling and sliding in the sodden tunnel of lust. Hermione 
could taste the jism inside Daphne's cunt, and she slurped it 
up greedily. Hmmm, Blaise sure fucked Daphne after that 
restaurant thing from yesterday... long and hard! 



Her tongue slid across her lower lip, curled up the witch's 
soaking slot and pushed on into her cunt hole, then flipped 
back out across her clit. Daphne shuddered with each 
electric spasm of that contact. Hermione was moaning and 
panting, even growling, like a terrier shaking a rat, as her 
head ground around in that grotto. 

"Ahhhhh," she sighed as a steaming stream of cunt juice slid 
onto her tastebuds and bubbled past her lips. The cunt- 
hungry witch was wallowing around in Daphne's crotch like 
a porpoise in a heated pool. 

Daphne was going crazy with the joy of it. Her pussy had 
been tongued plenty in the past, by her randy girlfriends. 
Trace and Mione. And Mione sure knew her way around her 
pussy. But now she was so turned on that it was already the 
best cunt-lapping that Daphne had ever had, and Hermione 
hadn't even begun to use her lips yet! 

Daphne arched her slender back and tilted her pelvis up, her 
ass rising from the floor. Bridged, head and shoulders down 
and feet braced, she swung her hips, wiping her cunt 
against Hermione's face like a hairy mop. Hermione was 
coated with a film of pussy cream from chin to forehead. She 
fucked her tongue in and out of the witch's cunt slot steadily 
as that steaming snack twisted and jerked in her face. 

Her sleek thighs clamped around Hermione's dark brown 
head, closing in a soft vise. Then she threw them open wide 
again, giving the witch's head free rein to wallow in her 
crotch. Hermione cupped her hands under the cheeks of the 
blonde's trim little ass and hiked her up a bit higher, as if 
her cunt were a creamy goblet she was tipping to her thirsty 
lips and draining to the very dregs. She gulped and gurgled 
as her mouth filled with cunt cream. She had already 
tongued out all of the jism from Daphne's pussy and now the 



flow was unadulterated pussy nectar, and Hermione tongued 
it out greedily and wolfed it down. 

Cunt juice poured from Daphne's pussy and streamed down 
her crotch, gliding into the crack of her ass like a sluggish 
river flowing between the smooth, rounded walls of a gentle 
canyon. Hermione slid lower, her chin touching the floor, 
and began to slurp the overflow back out of the crack of 
Daphne's trim, trembling ass. With her nose buried in the 
witch's fuck-hole, she lapped at her ass. Pushing Daphne up 
higher, she stabbed her nimble tongue into the witch's 
asshole. 

Daphne wailed and jerked, thrilled to have Hermione's 
tongue frolicking in her shit hole, and Hermione moaned as 
she savored the flavor of Daphne's ass. But, tasty as it was. 
Daphne's shit slot wasn't as delicious as her cunt, and 
Hermione gave the puckered bud a last slurp and then 
dragged her tongue back through the spread ass crack and 
into the blonde witch's foaming fuck-slot again. 

Temporarily neglected while the witch did some ass 
rimming. Daphne's open cunt hole was swampy with juice. 
Beads of fuck-cream gleamed on her pink pussylips like a 
string of pearls. Hermione lapped the stuff up with gusto. 
Then she parted her lips and clamped her mouth onto 
Daphne's sweet pussy, kissing it as if it were a bearded 
mouth, lovingly and tenderly and then, with more passion, 
French kissing that fuck-hole. 

“Ohhhhh - ahhhhh," wailed Daphne as Hermione's mouth 
went to work like a sump pump on her steaming cunt. 

Hermione's lips were clamped to the blonde's cunt slot like a 
suction cup to a clogged drain, plastered there by a gooey 
paste of saliva and cunt juice. Hermione was nursing on 



Daphne's cunt and clit more hungrily than the blonde had 
ever nursed on Hermione's tits. 

Hermione was panting like a steam engine. Her hot breath 
billowed up into the depths of Daphne's cunt hole as she 
exhaled. Then she inhaled and Daphne felt as if her eyeballs 
were caving in from the fierce suction. 

The blonde slytherin's hips worked like pistons as 
Hermione's tongue shot up her fuck-hole and her lips pulled 
on her clit with steady slurps. The witch gazed down along 
the arched plane of her nubile body, seeing the top of 
Hermione's dark brown head jerking against her cunt 
mound, the rest of the witch's face buried in her groin. 
Hermione's lips were stuck to Daphne's cunt like a limpet to 
a mossy, slimy rock. 

Daphne was nearing the crest, waves of joy rippling up her 
thighs and across her quivering belly. 

Through eyes glazed by lust, she saw that her boyfriend was 
kneeling beside her hip, leaning over her loins as he 
watched Hermione tonguing and sucking her pussy. His 
prick loomed up like a derrick, long and thick and gnarled, 
vibrating like a tuning fork. 

Twisting her neck, she looked towards the door. She could 
see her bestfriend now. Drawn by raging desire, the slytherin 
had moved right into the open doorway, to get a closer look. 
His prick was jutting out from his cloak again, angled up 
before him. His knees were bent, his body tense, he looked 
like a pole vaulter about to make his run. 

His cockhead was all lathered with seepage. But Daphne saw 
that he was not jerking off, and that he hadn't creamed yet, 
and she smiled. The naughty teenager had great plans for 
her bestfriend's next cum-load. 



Then her smile tightened and her face contorted as the thrill 
surged in her loins. 

Her clit tingled as if charged by a high voltage jolt. That 
electric current ran from the witch's clit into Hermione's 
tongue. Slytherin and gyffindor both jerked, galvanized. As 
Daphne's clit exploded, Hermione's tongue flared. 

Daphne was in the throes of a super climax and the thrill of 
it was passing right on into her cunt-hungry gryffindor 
girlfriend's body. The rippling waves spread out into 
Hermione's tingling tongue and shot on down into her cunt. 

Hermione swallowed a load of steaming cunt juice and her 
own pussy tingled as if the stuff was rushing straight 
through her writhing, slender body, as if the cunt juice she 
was gulping down was pouring back out from her pussy. 

"Come, come, cream my fucking mouth..." gurgled 
Hermione, the words muffled and echoing right up inside 
Daphne's melting fuck-hole. 

"Creaming, Mione, creaming!" Daphne cried. 

But Hermione, who was drinking that cunt cream so 
voraciously, already knew that. As Daphne surged to the 
peak, the sweet flow from her cunt hole was getting hotter 
and thicker and spicier and creamier, and even more fucking 
delicious! 

Hermione was going suck crazy with the joy of drinking 
Daphne's cum cream. 

She sucked and swallowed, swallowed and sucked. She 
gulped and gobbled, gurgled and gasped. Her mouth filled 
up with tangy pussy nectar and she drank it down 



ravenously and kept on sucking for more, her appetite 
insatiable. 

Her tongue spooned the sweet slime out by the mouthful 
and her lips pulled wildly. Daphne's climax was so juicy that 
her hairy pussy was splashing against Hermione's mouth. 

A spasm shook the melting slytherin to the core. Drained, for 
the moment, she sank back down, sprawled out on the 
carpet, arms and legs spread. 

A blissful look transfigured her face. 

“Oh, Mione..." she sighed. 

Hermione was still sucking relentlessly. The gryffindor had 
become a gash glutton now and, with her belly already full 
of Daphne's succulent cum juice, she still yearned for more. 
Her tongue flashed up inside Daphne's cunt, swiping at the 
creamy pussy walls, gathering up the dregs. Her lips pulled 
on the slytherin's slightly softened clit. 

Daphne purred like a stroked cat as Hermione, cat-like too, 
lapped at her cream bowl. 

Then Hermione raised her head. Her eyes were glowing and 
her lips were drenched. Her jaws were dripping like a wolf 
looking up from a juicy carcass. Her tongue slide across, 
slurping the slime from her lips. 

“Oooooooh, your pussy is scrumptious," she whispered, her 
voice husky. “I could suck you forever." 

“But I'm hungry, too," said Daphne, significantly. 


Hermione hesitated, torn between conflicting desires, still 
ravenous for more cunt but with her own cunt smoldering for 



a good sucking. She yearned to feel Daphne's sweet lips 
working on her steaming cunt, but hated to move her head 
out of the slytherin's succulent crotch. 

Then she had a great idea. 

“Let's sixty-nine!" suggested Hermione. 

And Daphne grinned with enthusiasm. 

Harry groaned. 

He had enjoyed watching Hermione and Daphne with an 
voyeur's glee, but now his cock was hammering, badly in 
need of attention. He had hoped to dip it into one of their 
fuck-holes. But it seemed that the witches were quite 
content without his prick. He grasped his cockstalk, tempted 
to relieve himself by a hand-job, but then hesitated, still 
hoping to be invited up a cunt hole. 

His buddy was even more desperate as he crouched in the 
doorway, his eyes blazing as they registered the hot scene, 
the images branded into his brain. His cock was harder than 
it had ever been before, even in the days of his desperate 
virginity. He felt as if his hard-on extended right down to his 
heels, as if his massive prick was rooted to the floor, like a 
tree. 

Hermione dropped her creamy face back into Daphne's 
crotch, plastering her lips to the slytherin's pussy slot. Then, 
without breaking that sweet contact, she began to revolve. 
Her ass and hips slowly circled around, turning like a 
compass around the focal point of her head. Moving on her 
knees, her ass hiked up and her tits swinging under her, she 
shifted around into the reverse position. She knelt beside 
Daphne's eager, upturned face. Then she threw one leg 
across and straddled Daphne's head. 



Daphne gazed up into Hermione's soaking, gaping cunt 
crater and she began to whimper hungrily. Her tongue was 
flashing out even before they made contact and her lips 
were sucking as if they were already clamped on that wet 
cunt gash. Daphne had always enjoyed giving head to her 
girlfriends, as much as she loved getting it from them, in 
fact, her mouth being as horny as her cunt. 

Thighs rippling, Hermione slowly lowered her crotch onto 
Daphne's face. Daphne's tongue shot out to meet that juicy 
pussy. Hermione's hips jerked and her pussy circled just 
above the slytherin's hungry mouth like a hairy hawk 
seeking soft, pink prey. Daphne's tongue extended, eager for 
that swooping assault. Then Hermione went down the final 
inch and her steaming cunt was glued to Daphne's mouth. 

Daphne sucked with joy, her tongue slithering up into the 
gryffindor's creamy fuck-hole as her parted lips pulled 
voraciously on the open folds. 

Hermione's ass swung from side to side as her belly pumped 
up and down. She sucked with joy and felt Daphne's magic 
mouth massaging her pussy. 

And Harry could wait no longer! 

With Hermione on top in this inverted love scene, her ass 
churning, the witch was in the same position she'd been in 
when her bestfriend had fucked her asshole. The frantic 
gryffindor wizard crawled around behind Hermione's ass, 
following his jutting prick like a ship behind its prow. 

Hermione's ass cheeks were spreading open as she ground 
her cunt down into Daphne's face, and Harry gazed with 
fond memories at Hermione's tight shit hole. But he could 
see her cunt, as well. Those cuntlips were split widely and 
his girlfriend's tongue was darting in between them and the 



wizard realized that there was room for a prick, as well as a 
tongue, in that soaking fuck-hole. 

He grasped his enormous prick by the hilt and levered the 
cock-knob down into Hermione's crotch, from under her ass. 
His flaring cockhead rested on his girlfriend's forehead for a 
moment, then slid down and nudged into Hermione's cunt. 
The witch jerked and gasped when she felt a hot slab of 
cock-knob throb in her pussy slot. She started to raise her 
head, to tell the wizard to switch to her shit chute. But her 
lips were glued so firmly on Daphne's soaking cunt that she 
couldn't seem to break the contact, and she didn't want to, 
anyhow. Smiling on Daphne's cunt, she shoved her ass back 
against her bestfriend's flat belly. 

Harry paused, with only his cockhead pressed into her 
rippling cunt slot. The wizard was savoring the moment, 
lingering over the final seconds of his heated plunge. He 
held Hermione by her lush hips and worked his cock 
muscles, making his cockhead flare in her cunt slot. 

Daphne, finding the cunt she was sucking suddenly stuffed 
by a huge cockhead, squealed with delight. She began to 
tongue her boyfriend's prick-knob and Hermione's cunt 
together. Her taste-buds went wild as they registered 
cockmeat and cuntmeat together. Harry's piss hole was 
drooling and his pre-cum slid into Hermione's drenched cunt 
gash, and Daphne was lapping those sweet nectar up in a 
succulent blend. 

“Yeah, fuck my cunt," Hermione moaned, her lips stirring on 
Daphne's cunt, causing her clit to vibrate. 

Harry began to edge his enormous prick up into Hermione's 
open fuck-hole. As his cock-knob disappeared in her pussy, 
his bloated balls came sliding down his girlfriend's upturned 



face. Daphne lapped at his cockshaft as it glided through 
her mouth on the way to Hermione's pussy. 

Daphne was in seventh heaven. The witch loved to suck 
cunt and adored to suck cocks, both of those sweet 
delicacies at the same time. 

With a jolt, Harry fucked his cock balls-deep up Hermione's 
clinging cunt hole. She sighed into Daphne's cunt and Harry 
gasped, thrilled to the core at having his thundering prick 
enveloped in a hot pussy. 

Hermione's firm cunt muscles began to work, pulling and 
dragging up his cockstalk. The wizard thought that her cunt 
felt even better than her mouth or her shit chute. It had 
been impossible to imagine anything that felt better than 
fucking her mouth or fucking her ass, yet it did. Her cunt 
walls were sucking on his pounding cockmeat as well as any 
mouth and her firm cunt muscles were contracting around 
his prick so that her fuck-hole was as tight as her asshole. 

The gryffindor held every inch buried up her pussy for a long 
moment, savoring the joy of it. Then he slowly pulled back 
out, until only his cock-head was in her cunt, paused, then 
fucked in to the balls again. 

Daphne tongued up and down the underside of his 
prickstalk as it fucked in and out. That fat cockshaft pulled 
out soaking with cunt cream and shoved back in drenched 
with the slytherin's frothy saliva. He fucked through his 
girlfriend's parted lips and into Hermione's pussy with long, 
rippling strokes. His balls slid over Daphne's face and she 
tongued them, thrilled at how full of cum they were, and 
eager to drink that cum out of Hermione's soaking cunt 
when her boyfriend shot his creamy wad into that 
smoldering grotto. 



Harry was shuddering under the magnificent double 
sensation, having his prick sucked and licked at the same 
time that he was fucking it up a cunt hole. 

Daphne was vibrating with a dual delight, too, sucking and 
being sucked all at once, and sucking on a double load, to 
boot! She didn't know which end of her nubile body was 
more excited, her mouth or her cunt, her tongue or her clit. 

And Hermione, naughty gryffindor that she was, was 
transported to pure bliss. The horny witch was eating out 
Daphne's delicious pussy while that sexy slytherin 
nymphette tongue-fucked her with gusto and, at the same 
time, her lusty bestfriend poured the prick into the depths of 
her pussy. 

Blaise could bear it no longer. 

The tormented slytherin had to empty his balls before the 
fucking things blew up! A wizard who enjoyed playing the 
voyeur at any time, he was driven to the heights of lust by 
this fuck-scene. Normal fucking in all its forms, with a bit of 
lesbianism added, set the wizard aflame. He grimaced and 
gasped and staggered. 

He reached down and grasped his prick. It was like trying to 
grab hold of a spurting firehose. His cockrod bucked so hard 
that it tossed his fist off. Groaning, he grabbed again, 
clamping his hand around the thick root of his cockshaft as 
if he were strangling it. 

He gave his prick a slow push-pull. His hard-on seemed to be 
throbbing all the way from his tight asshole up to his flaring 
cockhead, like an iron rod that stretched right through his 
shuddering loins, transfixing him on his prick. 



Blaise thought that he was going to shoot with such 
dynamic force that his cum would arc all the way across the 
bedroom and splatter onto their naked, churning bodies. The 
thought reminded him of how, earlier that day, he had hosed 
his nubile bestfriend with a massive jism-load. 

He wanted to move closer. 

Hermione's head was down, buried in his Daphne's crotch, 
and his Daphne's head was hidden as Hermione squatted 
over her face. His buddy's eyes were closed as he fucked his 
enormous cock into Hermione's pussy. They were all 
preoccupied. Why should they notice a stealthy approach? 

Blaise began to creep across the room behind the battering 
ram of his pounding prick, stepping bowlegged around his 
bloated balls. His cockhead was dripping, splattering a 
string of pearly drops across the floor in his wake. He moved 
up and stood over them. His gigantic prick was casting an 
elongated shadow over Hermione's grinding ass. 

A glob of spunk fell from his piss hole and splashed onto 
Hermione's ass, but the whole scene was so creamy that she 
didn't notice the added dampness. 

Clenching his teeth, his lips squared back and his nostrils 
flaring, lack began to beat his meat. 

The thick cum-drop that had fallen from Blaise's cockhead 
onto Hermione's ass slid slowly down the curve of that heart- 
shaped mound and dribbled into her crotch. As it did so, 
Harry jerked his cock out through Daphne's lips. Her eyes 
were open and she saw the scum glob sliding down from 
Hermione's ass and, naturally, craned her neck up as she 
pushed her tongue out to lap it up. 



Looking up out of Hermione's crotch and across the fat rod of 
her boyfriend's prick, Daphne found herself staring up at her 
bestfriend! 

There had been only one element missing from this 
wonderful union. 

Two gryffindor and a slytherin had all joined eagerly into the 
festivities and only another slytherin had been absent, and 
now that missing element was at hand! 

But her bestfriend was frantically pumping his prick. Daphne 
wailed in anguish, hating the thought that he was going to 
waste another cum load on a handjob. 

She reached up, hand open, groping for his cock. But with 
her head pressed down under Hermione's grinding ass, she 
was unable to raise up enough to reach that giant prick. She 
sobbed with frustration. 

Blaise, seeing her reach for him and realizing that bestfriend 
had seen him, began to beat his meat even more furiously, 
trying to get his rocks off before his willpower failed him. As 
his fist flew back, another fat scum blob dropped onto 
Hermione's ass. 

The sight of that preliminary seepage drove Daphne wild, 
knowing as she did how much fuck-juice her adorable 
bestfriend's big balls contained and desperate to have it 
inside her. Daphne was not to be denied. 

Bracing her feet flat against the floor and surging up like a 
wrestler bridging out from under a pin. Daphne began to 
turn the whole cluster over. 

Hermione's ass turned. One lush hip came up and the other 
twisted down. 



Thinking that Daphne wanted to sixty-nine in a different 
position, flanks on the floor, the gryffindor witch twisted to 
aid the revolution, not knowing that there was a factor of 
which she was as yet unaware, nor knowing that Daphne 
had ulterior motives in this shifting of the cluster. 

Harry's cock was buried up Hermione's fuck-hole and as her 
ass and hips turned over, the gryffindor wizard was jerked on 
the end of his prick like a weight on the end of a crowbar. He 
toppled and fell onto his side on the floor, still fucking in and 
out of her pussy without missing a single stroke. Now he was 
throwing a backskuttle into Hermione, and loving every 
stroke, not giving a damn what position they fucked in, as 
long as his tormented prick was still up her cunt. 

And Daphne was in the same position as Hermione, except 
that there was no prick up her cunt. 

With her mouth still clamped on Hermione's cunt, she slid 
the top of her radiant face out from the gryffindor witch's 
crotch and smiled up at her bestfriend. 

Blaise gulped and his hand slipped off his rampaging prick. 
He watched his buddy pump the meat into Hermione and 
saw that Daphne was available for a similar coupling, and 
smiling in happy anticipation of it. 

Blaise grasped his cock at the hilt again, as if it were a spear 
that had impaled him. Grimacing, he sank down to his knees 
behind Daphne. She wriggled her pert little ass about 
invitingly. Then Blaise dropped onto his side on the floor, 
lying behind the blonde witch. His cock was jammed into the 
trim crack of the slytherin witch's shapely ass. He held her 
by the hips and leaned forward, gazing over her shoulder. 

With her bestfriend's eyes upon her. Daphne squealed and 
began to slurp away with renewed gusto. Blaise watched his 



buddy's fat prick fucking in and out of Hermione's soaking 
cunt, while his house mate's nimble pink tongue fluttered all 
over both of them at the same time. 

Harry's thick prick pulled out, distending Hermione's 
cuntlips. Daphne lapped at Hermione's clit and licked up 
and down her boyfriend's rod. Then Harry plunged back in to 
the root and Daphne tongued his swollen scumbags and 
licked at Hermione's cuntlips. She slid her tongue right up 
into the witch's steaming fuckbox, next to Harry's prick. 

Blaise groaned and jerked his hips down, dragging his cock 
through the crack of his house mate's ass and dipping into 
her smoldering crotch. 

A muffled cry of surprise came from Hermione's busy lips as, 
suddenly and unexpectedly, a new prick was brought into 
play. She drew her face back slightly, staring at the massive 
intruder. 

She recognized Blaise's cock and balls. 

Holy shit, thought Hermione. Blaise is going to fuck Daphne! 
She was actually shocked, for a second. But then she 
grinned with delight at the prospect. After all, she was 
fucking her bestfriend, and why should the other half of this 
scene be neglected? She leaned in again. 

Looking over Hermione's shoulder as he fucked into her 
pussy, Harry blinked and frowned when he realized that 
another prick had joined into the cluster. He raised his head 
and looked over Hermione's lush flank and saw that it was 
Blaise who had provided the new meat. Harry was startled. 
But then just grinned. 

Hermione and Harry both gazed into Daphne's steaming 
groin as Blaise inched his cockhead into her cunt. The big 



prick knob flared, spreading her pussylips. Cum bubbled 
from his pisshole and seeped into the slytherin's pink slot. 

“Put it in me, Blaise!" squealed Daphne, thrashing her ass 
against his belly. 

“Oooooh, yeah, fuck the little bitch, Blaise!" Hermione cried, 
with enthusiasm, approving and encouraging the final 
linkage of this gryffindor/slytherin clusterfuck. 

“Yeah, Blaise, fuck her ass off!" Harry rasped, fucking his 
prick up Hermione's pussy and feeling his girlfriend's tongue 
play over them both. 

Hermione leaned in and began to wash Blaise's cockhead 
with her frothy tongue. The purple prickmeat glistened with 
her saliva. She lapped down the underside of his cockshaft, 
licking along the writhing vein, and tongued his swollen 
scumbags as she came to them at the hilt of his prick. 

Blaise slid his prick up his house mate's gash slowly, fucking 
in inch by precious inch. 

Daphne wailed with the joy of it all. The witch had had 
plenty of cockmeat up her pussy in the brief time that she 
had been fucking so promiscuously, but no cock had ever 
stuffed her cunt hole so full, nor probed so deeply. She felt 
like a virgin being deflowered all over again as her 
bestfriend's long, thick cock slid into her pussy once again. 

With a jerk, Blaise buried his prick. Daphne gurgled, feeling 
stuffed to the core, like a boa constrictor that had swallowed 
a pig. Her cunt fluttered around him, molding itself to the 
outline of his cockhead and stalk, massaging and sucking on 
his smoking hot prickmeat. 



She pulled her pussy up through an inch of shaft, then 
pushed back down, frigging herself on Blaise's cock even 
before he started to move. Then Blaise grabbed and began 
to pour the prick to her fuck-hole with gusto. 

Hermione drew her head back to watch for a few strokes, 
then ducked in and began to lap greedily at Daphne's cunt 
slot and clit, slurping on Blaise's soaking cock. 

Blaise was in total ecstasy. What more could a wizard? He 
had the joy of his bestfriend's sucking cunt hole and 
Hermione's nimble tongue on his meat rack, while his eyes 
were feasting on the other end of the coupling. He saw his 
buddy's cock fucking in and out of Hermione's pussy, while 
his naughty little witch licked and sucked on them both. 

This was a sixty-nine with a vengeance. 

Blaise began to soar toward the heights of sensation. The 
thrill lashed through his loins and his cock swelled even 
bigger in his bestfriend's pussy. Daphne thought that his 
enormous cock must be plunging right up into her body 
cavity, shoving her heart and lungs aside to make room. She 
felt fucked through and through. 

Daphne and Hermione were already creaming, coming on 
cockmeat and tongue. Harry's prick pulled out, drenched 
with witch cum, and his girlfriend lapped it from him with 
relish. 

Blaise watched Daphne tongue up Hermione's slime from 
her boyfriend's cock and the sight inspired him anew. He 
jolted into Daphne so violently that he rattled her bones. 

Harry, having started first, reached the crest first. His balls 
erupted and his fuck-juice squirted into Hermione's 



steaming scumbox. As his fat prick pumped in, the hot, thick 
cock spume poured from her well-stuffed pussy slot. 

Daphne's tongue went wild as she feasted on the succulent 
stuff. 

Watching his buddy shoot into Hermione while Daphne 
lapped up the overflow, Blaise howled like a beast in 
torment. His balls were so solid that they were rolling into 
Daphne's groin like cannonballs. He fucked in hard and 
howled again as his cum shot into Daphne's belly. The witch 
squealed as she felt that steaming slime hose her fuck-hole. 
She churned against Harry. 

He pumped in, spurting load after load up into her cunt. His 
jism was thick as whipped cream, heavy as lead. His scum 
bags poured the gunk out by the gallon. 

Each time his spurting cockmeat stuffed her to the core. 
Daphne creamed again, her pussy going off. 

Harry's prick, drained at last, slipped out of Hermione's cunt, 
and Daphne slurped his cock into her mouth, sucking the 
cum and cunt juice with relish. Her pussy sucked more slime 
out of her boyfriend's pisshole. 

Then she pulled her lips off her boyfriend's sweet meat and 
clamped her open mouth onto Hermione's cum-filled gash 
and sucked her hot fuck-hole hungrily. 

Blaise, gasping with a final creamy spurt, emptied the last of 
his fuck-juice into the witch. He lay, panting, as Hermione 
lapped up the overflow from Daphne's pussy and polished 
his cockhead. 

Then a small pop was heard by all. Diddi, Harry's house elf 
appeared out of nowhere. “The great master and mistress 



will be home soon!” the little elf said... 


Chapter 20 - Bathroom Fun (Harry/Hermione) 

Somewhere in Potter Manor, on the second floor, one sunny 
morning, Harry reached for a towel as he stepped out of the 
shower and began to dry his hair. Suddenly, he heard a 
noise from the ensuite and realized that he wasn't alone in 
the large bathroom. Poking his head around the connecting 
doorway, Harry saw Hermione standing in front of the 
dressing table with her back to him, brushing her hair. She 
was wearing one of the shortest, sheerest gowns the young 
wizard had ever seen, and it showed off her exquisite figure 
to an extent he had never imagined possible. It was black 
and silky, and so damn short that it hardly covered her 
tempting behind. 

Harry stared with rising lust at the creamy halfmoons of her 
ass-cheeks as they peeked cheekily out from under the hem 
of her gown. He could see the dark, inviting cleft between 
her thighs flash into view each time she raised her arms, and 
it was effecting him immensely. Looking into the mirror, 
Harry's gaze fell upon her large tits. The twin, creamy 
mounds pressed firmly against the front of her gown, her 
saucy nipples erect and clearly visible through the thin 
fabric. As Harry stared at her, his breathing became heavy 
and laboured, and his cock began to swell uncontrollably. 

His hand dropped to grip the stiffening pole, rubbing it 
slowly as his eyes absorbed the beauty of her youthful, sexy 
body. 

Not knowing that she was being watched, Hermione bent 
closer to the mirror to fix one of her ear-rings, spreading her 
legs apart for better balance. The movement caused the 
hem of her gown to ride way up over the cheeks of her ass. 




and, with her lovely long legs wide apart, Harry was treated 
to a good, long look at her naked pussy, framed by the 
tanned cheeks of her firm, round ass. 

Harry gasped when he realized his pretty lover wasn't 
wearing any panties. He could clearly see her cunt-mound 
and the glistening pink slit which ran through it's centre. 
Harry moaned aloud. The unbelievably sexy sight was just 
too much for the horny young lad. Without a second 
thought, he tossed aside the towel he had held limply in his 
hand and strode towards Hermione, a look of mischievous 
anticipation on his handsome young face. As Harry stepped 
up behind her, Hermione noticed him in the mirror, her eyes 
immediately taking in his muscular naked frame, in 
particular the formidable erection which bobbed stiffly in 
front of him. 

"Nice ass, Mione!" said Harry as he walked towards her. 
Hermione was startled at first, but the sight of her lover's 
long, hard prick soon had her heartbeat racing. Her pussy 
began to tingle, moistening instantly with forbidden desire 
as she turned quickly to face him. 

"Harry! " she gasped, looking down at the huge hard-on 
which protruded lewdly from her lover's matted crotch. 
Hermione was speechless. She couldn't take her eyes off his 
prick, it seemed so much bigger than normal. 

"I have to fuck you, Mione!" pleaded Harry, "I got so horny 
watching you, I almost creamed on the spot!" 

Hermione looked up at him and smiled, grasping his hard 
length in both hands. 

"Well now... We can't have you wasting it like that... can we, 
love?" Hermione whispered, rubbing a fist up and down his 



cock. It felt like steel, and she moaned with pleasure as she 
felt it jerk strongly in her hand. 

“Merlin, Harry, your cock is huge! How long were you 
watching me?" asked Hermione, delighted at the length and 
hardness of her best friend's prick. 

“Long enough, Mione!" smiled Harry, feeling her erect 
nipples brush against his naked chest as she pulled him 
towards her. 

Hermione bent her head and kissed him hotly on the lips, 
slithering her tongue into his open mouth like a soft, sinuous 
snake, kissing her lover passionately, until they both had to 
break breathlessly for air. They stared deeply into each 
other's eyes, each aware of the mutual, passion building like 
electricity between them, their bodies trembling with 
anticipation of the inevitable carnal release they both 
desired and needed. Hermione gave a soft cry and pulled 
her virile best friend hard against her trembling body, 
hugging him tightly. 

Harry groaned and grasped Hermione around the waist, 
pushing his urgent hard-on against her naked cunt-mound. 
Hermione whimpered as she felt his cock press into her 
seething pussy-flesh. She buried her face in his neck, 
grinding her hips against him, returning the exquisite 
pressure of his eager prick. Hermione felt her lover shaking 
in her arms... shaking with lust for her. She kissed his neck, 
burning her lips up over his flushed cheeks until her mouth 
reached his. She kissed him again, more fiercely this time, 
like they were long-lost lovers, tongue-kissing him like there 
was no tomorrow. Harry kissed her back, sucking her hot, 
wet tongue into his mouth. Hermione moaned deep in her 
throat, squirming her crotch against him, grinding her 
heated cunt onto his hardness. 



As her passion grew, Hermione shoved her hands down and 
cupped her lover's muscular ass, pulling him as tightly as 
she could against her feverish flesh. Harry was busy with her 
hard tits, squeezing and rubbing the firm, round globes 
through her filmy gown... much to her extreme delight. Her 
lover's mouth and hands were making her cunt crawl with 
lust, and it wasn't long before her juicy twat demanded 
immediate attention. 

"Ohhhhhhh! Ohhh! Fuck me, Harry!" she breathed finally. 
"Do something! anything... I can't stand it any more... My 
poor pussy is on fire, love!" 

Harry reached down and inserted two fingers into her 
slippery snatch, jamming them in as deep as he could until 
his palm pressed hard against her moist mound. 

"Ohhh, Mione! You sure are wet down there!" gasped Harry, 
wiggling his fingers around inside her hot, clasping wetness. 

"Oh, yesss! I'm wet for you, love! hot and wet for your lovely 
big prick!" 

"Do you like me fingering your cunt, Mione?" 

"Oooh Harry! Merlin, yesss! Can't you feel how hot and juicy 
it is, love?" 

"You bet, Mione! It sure doesn't take you long to get all 
honked up, does it?" 

"Noooo! N...not with a horny young stud like you around, 
lover! Oouuhhh, rub my clit, love! Fuck me a while with your 
fingers while Mione plays with your big, beautiful cock!" 

"Yess! That's it, Mione! Pump my meat! Jerk me off while I 
finger-fuck your cunt!" 



“Is Mione pussy hot enough for you, love?" 

“It's hot alright, Mione! hot and juicy! Can we do it now?" 

“Let me play with your cock a bit more, love. I want it as big 
as possible when you fuck me!" 

“Ok, Mione! But don't get too carried away! I want to cum in 
your cunt, not in your hand! Can you take three fingers up 
there, Mione?" 

“Oh, yesssss! Merlin! Ohhh, that's good Harry! Mmmmmm, 
so finger-fuckin' good! It feels like a big, fat prick is jammed 
up my cunt!" 

“Not yet, Mione. But if you keep on rubbing me like that, 
there soon will be!" 

“Can't wait to bury your cock in my cunt, can you love?" 

“What do you think, Mione! Ohhh! I have to fuck you soon or 
I'll bust!" 

“Maybe I should suck your cock a little, huh love?" 

“The hell with that, Mione! I want inside your pussy! Right 
now!" 

“Ooooh, you really do, don't you? Mmmmm, I love it when 
you want to fuck me this badly, love. It makes my cunt all 
tingly and hot... Oh, Harry, I want you too... I want to fuck 
you so much, I can almost taste it!" 

“Ohhhh, Mione! Ohhh, what are we waiting for then?" 

“Come on Harry, slide that big, fat cock into your Mione cunt 
and fuck it good and hard!" 



“Not this way, Mione, turn around stick your butt out like 
you were when I first saw you. I want to fuck you from 
behind this time.” 

“Ok, you kinky little devil! I don't mind at all. That way we 
can watch each other in the mirror. I want to see your face 
while you're fucking me!" 

Hermione took off her gown and bent low over the dressing 
table, supporting herself on her elbows so that her round, 
naked ass stuck up in the air. 

“Is this what you want, love?" said Hermione giving her lover 
a sly, sexy grin over her shoulder. 

Harry gazed with hot passion at her bare ass. The skin was 
lightly tanned and smooth as silk, the dark crack between 
the cheeks of her ass, moist and inviting. Harry trembled 
with lust. 

“Spread your legs, Mione!" he panted, “I wanna watch your 
cunt take my cock!" 

Hermione giggled like a little schoolgirl. 

“I'll show you mine if you show me yours, little boy!" she 
chuckled. Harry smiled and lifted up his long, hard cock so 
his lover could see it in the mirror. 

“Ohhh! You're not little any more are you?" gasped 
Hermione, openly admiring her lover's erect cock. “Have you 
measured it lately? It looks even bigger than last time... and 
that's saying something!" 

“Nine inches, Mione!" replied Harry proudly. “Daphne 
measured it the other night" 



“Before or after you fucked her with it?" grinned Hermione. 


“Afterwards, of course!" he answered, “Before we started, 
she was too busy trying to stuff it into her hot cunt to 
measure it!" 

“I bet she was." breathed Hermione, her eyes glued to her 
lover's enormous prick. 

Harry was still staring at her upturned ass. Her asshole was 
hidden, and so was her cuntmound. All he could see were a 
few wisps of curly dark pubic hair poking teasingly out from 
between her thighs. 

“Spread your legs more, Mione! I can't see your pussy." 

“Ok, love!" she murmured. 

Hermione slowly and seductively began to part her thighs, 
spreading her long tanned legs until finally he could see her 
prominent pussy and the pink-lipped cuntslit that neatly 
bisected the furry, dark mound. Harry moaned deep in his 
throat and stepped up close behind her. Running his left 
hand over her tight, creamy ass, he reached down with his 
right into the steamy valley between her thighs, cupping her 
plump pussy-mound firmly in the palm of his hand. The 
moist heat of her cunt excited him and Harry felt his cock 
twitch with lust as he lovingly fondled her genitals. He 
rubbed and probed her moist, velvet folds until she 
whimpered softly, trembling with intense arousal. 

“Mmmmm, that feels nice, love... You have such a soft, 
gentle touch..." murmured Hermione, wiggling her ass and 
cunt against his hands. "... and by now you know just where 
Mione wants to be touched, don't you, lover?" 

“I sure do, Mione! I sure as hell do!" 



Harry kept up his dual hand action, squeezing and caressing 
his lover's cunt with one hand while the other massaged her 
tight, round asscheeks. 

“Merlin you've got a beautiful ass, Mione! How do you keep 
it so slim and firm?" 

“Oh, fucking mostly," she said, smiling at him in the mirror. 
“I'm usually kept kinda busy in that department lately." 

“Yeah! Don't I know it! You can't blame us... I don't know 
about Blaise, but I could never pass up a hot, willing piece of 
ass like you, Mione!" 

“Neither could he, love! Anyway... it's not my ass you're 
gonna fuck, it's my cunt!" 

“I'm gonna fuck everything you got, Mione!" promised 
Harry, dragging his fingers through her drooling, pussyslit. 
Hermione groaned loudly, pressing herself onto his hand as 
Harry stiffened his middle finger and inserted it into her 
clinging cunt, impaling her up to the second knuckle. 

“Stop it, you're teasing me you rat!" complained Hermione, 
with a wiggle of her ass. As much pleasure as her lover's 
finger was giving her, Hermione needed more... a whole lot 
more! “Your cock, Harry! I want your big, fat prick, love! 

Stick it up my juicy cunt you horny stud, and fuck me real 
hard!" 

Harry knew from the way she was cursing and screaming, 
that his lover was more than ready to fuck. It would be a 
good one, he thought. She always fucked better if he could 
arouse her to the point where she begged him for it. She was 
squirming her ass and cunt around like a bitch on heat, and 
Harry smiled, realizing that that wasn't too far from the 
truth. Merlin, what a sexy piece she was! His own lover was 



the best fuck of his life! He looked down at her pussy poking 
out from between her parted thighs, it was wide open and 
ready to be reamed by his hard cock. 

Hermione whimpered as Harry moved in and pushed his 
cock at her cuntlips. At last! My lover stud, she thought, 
reaching underneath to guide her lover's prick inside her 
sopping hole. She grasped his cock with her right hand, 
directing the flared tip between the tight pink folds of her 
cunt. As the tip of his cock parted her pussylips and popped 
inside, Harry hunched forwards, looking down between the 
cheeks of her ass as his cock quickly disappeared into her 
hot, clasping snatch. Hermione saw him staring down at her. 

“Watch, love! Watch Mione pussy swallow every fuckin' inch 
of your prick!" He did, groaning with pleasure as her hot, 
velvet sheath closed tightly around his straining cock. 

“Merlin, I love your cunt, Mione!" 

“Ooooh, and I love your big hard cock, love! Really give it to 
me, Harry! Fuck Mione deep and hard! Uhhhhh! Fuck me! 
Fuck me!" 

“I'll fuck you, Mione! Unnnnggh, will I ever fuck you!" 

Hermione was wriggling around like a snake, grinding her 
cunt back onto her lover's pumping prick. Harry grabbed her 
hips and held on tight, using them as levers to pull her cunt 
hard onto his ramming cock with each stroke. Her legs were 
trembling now, her ass weaving from side to side as Harry 
really began to pound his meat into her. 

“Merlin, oh. Merlin! Baby! What a cock! I don't think I can 
stand you fucking your wife anymore. I want your wonderful 
prick all to myself!" 



“Don't worry, Mione!" grunted Harry. “There's more than 
enough to go around." 


Hermione was rapidly building up to a powerful climax. 

Since she had started fucking Harry, she found she could 
have as many as five or six orgasms before her lover finally 
released his hot, load into her ravaged cunt. It was the 
forbidden excitement of sex with her own bestfriend that 
turned her on... that and the size of his cock. It was huge, 
and Hermione has found out she just loved big cocks. And 
she was feeling that right now! 

Harry's was the biggest cock she had ever had, it stretched 
her cunt just the way she had always dreamed a cock 
should. Like a baseball bat, she thought. His prick felt like a 
huge bat up her twat, stretching her cunt until she could 
feel every ridge and wrinkle on it scraping deliciously back 
an forth along the walls of her vagina. Her crotch was a 
mess, the insides of her thighs soaked with her cuntjuice. It 
flowed out of her cunt in torrents, coating his cock and balls, 
the excess dribbling down her inner thighs. She reached 
down with her hand to feel his balls, squeezing the swollen 
orbs one at a time. Her tits were swollen too, so tight and 
hard that they demanded immediate attention. 

“Play with my tits, Harry! Squeeze my titties while you fuck 
my cunt!" 

Harry dipped his hand between her thighs first and smeared 
a couple of handfuls of cuntjuice over her belly and up onto 
her tits. Her nipples were fully erect and pressed into his 
palms as he cupped the firm, slippery globes. She began to 
moan loudly as her first orgasm overtook her. Harry felt the 
contractions deep within her bucking cunt and began to 
fuck her harder, using long, deep strokes which penetrated 
Hermione to her very womb. 



“Fuck! I'm coming, love! Yes! Yes, oh fuck, yes! I'm 
cummmmming!'' 


Hermione hunched and jerked her cunt around his pistoning 
cock, wagging her ass as her virile best friend fucked her to 
a screaming orgasm. Harry rammed his cock deep her tight, 
spasming hole, urging heron. 

“That's it, Mione! Come for me! Come all over my lover- 
fuckin' prick!" 

Lights blasted in her brain as wave after wave of intense 
pleasure washed over her. Merlin, I love sex, she thought, 
especially with Harry. He was such a lusty fucker. This was 
the best realover to have children, wasn't it? Her lover's 
hard cock had just screwed her to orgasm, and still he 
fucked her quivering cunt... it was glorious! 

“That felt like a good one, Mione!" smiled Harry. 

“It sure was, love! Ohhh, you made me come like a fuckin' 
freight train!" 

“We aim to please, mylady," he grinned. “Any thing else I 
can do for you?" 

“Mmmmmm, just keep fucking my pussy like that, love, and 
I'll think of something in no time!" 

“We'll have to do it this way more often, Mione!" suggested 
Harry. 

“It is nice, isn't it, love? Your cock seems to get in deeper at 
this angle." 

“Sure does, Mione! and the sight of your cute ass stuck up in 
the air this way, gets me hot real quick!" 



“Love... the sight of a cute ass at ANY angle gets you hot 
real quick." 

He laughed. She was right of course, but he had to admit 
that his bestfriend had one hell of a cute ass. Harry looked 
down at it while he fucked her cunt, admiring the smooth 
round curves separated by the dark, humid crack of her ass. 
On impulse, he pulled the creamy cheeks apart and gazed 
down at her tightly clenched asshole. 

Harry watched the dark ring of muscle winking at him as he 
stroked his cock lazily back and forth in her cunt. Using his 
thumb, he smeared some of the white gooey froth from her 
pussy up over her tiny asshole, and began to rub it inside. 
Hermione smiled at him in the mirror. From past experience, 
she knew exactly what the wizard had in mind, but she also 
knew that without adequate lubrication, her lover's huge 
cock would cause her more pain than pleasure, which was 
the last thing she wanted right now! 

"If you're going to fuck me in the ass, honey, use some oil. I 
don't want you tearing me apart." 

"Sorry, Mione! I forgot how tight you were back there... Ok, 
where is it?" 

"In the top drawer. Keep fucking me, love... I'll get it!" 

Hermione reached down and opened the dresser drawer, 
passing the bottle of to him, who immediately poured a 
liberal quantity of the scented massage oil over her naked 
back and asscheeks, spreading it over her soft, creamy flesh 
with both hands. 

Still fucking his beautiful bestfriend with deep, satisfying 
strokes, Harry reached round in front of her and applied 
some of the oil to her neglected boobs, sliding both hands 



over her slippery tits. He squeezed the firm mounds, one in 
each hand, and pinched her erect nipples. 

“Are you going to give me a tit massage or an ass-fuck, 
love?" asked Hermione impatiently. Hermione was dying for 
his prick in her asshole now. She wanted her lover's fat cock 
drilling up, hershitter, right up into her fucking belly! 

“Patience, Mione! Can't a guy have a little fun first?" 

“I want your prick up my ass, love! Fuck me in the ass... 
please?" 

“Ok, you hot bitch!" groaned Harry, pulling his cock abruptly 
out of her tight cunt. “You asked for it!" 

Harry had his prick covered with oil in no time, and began 
rubbing his greased cockhead up and down her asscrack, 
getting her ready for him. Hermione groaned with pleasure 
as she felt the tip of her bestfriend's cock push urgently 
against her quivering anus. She returned the pressure, doing 
her best to relax her ass as Harry continued pushing his 
cock-knob at her tiny shithole... and then suddenly he 
popped inside, sliding his big prick slowly into the hot, 
buttery grip of her bowels. 

“Uuuuuuuhhh! Mione! Ohhhh, that's good!" moaned Harry 
as half of his cock disappeared into her steamy asshole. 

“Easy, love. Just go easy at first." 

“Hell, Mione, you're wide open!" 

“Not yet, love. Be careful. Just give it a little more time." 

She yelped as Harry pushed the rest of his cock straight up 
her ass. He was determined to give Hermione the best ass- 



fucking she'd ever had, but Hermione wasn't quite ready. 

Her rectal chute was still contracted and if he kept ramming 
her with that mammoth cock of his, he'd split her in two! 

“Take it easy, Harry!" she pleaded. “Not so hard. I'm not a 
rag doll you know!" 

“Sorry, Mione! What do you want me to do?" 

“Move your cock in and out of me a bit slower, honey. At 
least until I get used to it. Then you can fuck me as hard as 
you like, ok?" 

“Ok, Mione. How's that?" asked Harry, ass-fucking Hermione 
as gently as possible. Her rear end felt like a hot, velvet 
glove around his cock, and it took all his willpower to stop 
from ramming into her with all his strength. 

“Ooooh, that's nice! Nice and slow! Fuck Mione ass nice and 
slow, love!" 

Hermione continued making an effort to keep her anus 
relaxed, but as Harry's cock began to feel more comfortable 
inside her, her asshole became looser and looser, all by 
itself. Soon she was moaning with pleasure, arching her back 
and pushing her hips back onto his deliciously penetrating 
cock. 

“Mmmmmm, Harry! That's it, love! You can fuck me harder 
now, love!" 

“Are you sure you can take it, Mione?" 

“I think I can take anything you can give me now, love!" 
replied Hermione, “Do it! Let yourself go, and give me the 
best ass-fuck I've ever had!" 



His cock felt so hard up her shitter, like a hard pole rammed 
up her ass. 'Merlin, it's the best!', she thought. 'It's the 
goddamn best there is!' Harry thought so too as he began to 
fuck Hermione with faster, deeper strokes, reaming out her 
tight, hot shithole with rapid thrusts. He kept his eyes on her 
asshole as it strained around his jabbing prick, clasping his 
pistoning cockshaft in a fantastically tight grip. 

Harry grabbed Hermione by the hips, pulling her ass toward 
him as he thrust forward, and pushing her away form him as 
he withdrew. Hermione was gasping now. His wonderful, 
stabbing cock was so hard and thick in her ass, it was 
driving her crazy with pleasure. 'Merlin, you're a slut!', she 
thought to herself. 'What if your parents or his parents could 
see you now... bent over the dressing table with Harry's fat 
prick up your wiggling ass!' Hermione smiled. She was 
nothing but a whore with a hot cunt and asshole, and she 
loved it! and so did her horny stud of a lover, by the way he 
was shoving his meat into her shitter! She rolled her hips 
around his deeply buried cock. 

"Fuck me harder, love!" 

"How's that, Mione?" 

"That's good! Keep it moving like that!" 

Harry's thighs slapped noisily against her oil-slick ass- 
cheeks each time he lunged forwards. Hermione squirmed 
against him, grinding her tight, lubricated asshole around 
his thrusting cock. The wizard's teeth were clenched as he 
fucked into her, gazing all the time at her hot, sucking hole. 
Her shitter was completely relaxed now, the dark ring 
sucking ever so sweetly on his stiffly sliding prick. Each time 
he hunched forward a low moan escaped her sweetly parted 
lips, betraying the intense pleasure his cock instilled in her 



with every powerful thrust. Harry watched her ass-cheeks 
tremble as he pounded into her. Her shithole was as wide 
open as a cunt, hot and wet and lovely to fuck, quivering 
around his deeply buried cock like a tiny, sucking mouth. 

It wasn't long before Harry felt his balls begin to swell with 
cum. It wouldn't be long now, he thought, and he wanted 
Hermione to come with him. He reached down over her 
belly, into the steamy swamp between her wide-spread 
thighs and rubbed his fingers through the witch's gaping 
slit. Her clit pulsated and throbbed under his fingers as 
Harry stimulated her pussy, at the same time fucking her 
tight, writhing ass. 

“Merlin your ass is tight, Mione! I'm gonna come any 
minute!" he screamed, trying to hold back the tide of jism 
rising rapidly in his young balls. 

“It's ok, love! Come! Come up my fuckin' ass! Fill me, love!" 

The sound of her words begging him to come was all Harry 
needed to push him over the edge. In an instant, his balls 
exploded, sending a thick stream of red-hot jism out the end 
of his prick. 

“Oh, love, I can feel it!" screamed Hermione. “So hot... so 
fuckin' hot!" 

Harry cried out as he emptied his balls into her shit-tube. 
What a joy it was to fuck her ass like this. Even as he was 
coming, he kept his eyes on her asshole to watch his spunk 
ooze out in a bubbling froth around his sliding cockshaft. His 
climax seemed endless, his young cock spurting jet after jet 
of sperm deep inside her sucking ass. Harry collapsed finally 
over her back, his hands gripping her tits, his teeth nibbling 
her neck, and his cock still buried deep within her 
fantastically tight asshole. 



"Oh, Ohhhh, Mione!" 


"Was it good, love?" 

"Merlin, yes! It's always the best with you! Did you come 
too, Mione?" 

"No, I have to admit I didn't, but I was very damn close, 
love!" 

Harry pulled his limp cock from her battered ass and she 
turned to face him. Her arms went round his shoulders and 
she hugged him tenderly. 

"Want me to suck you off, Mione?" grinned Harry, knowing 
how much Hermione loved to have him lick her cunt. 

"Mmmmm, mmmmm! My pussy's still red-hot honey! Feel up 
to a little pussy sucking?" 

"I've got a better idea! How 'bout we suck each other off. 
Looking at your tits is making my cock hard again! See..." 
said Harry, proudly showing her his semi-erect penis. 

"You horny little prick!" laughed Hermione. "Doesn't it ever 
go soft?" 

"Not with a hot fuckin' cunt like you around, Mione!" replied 
Harry with a cheeky grin. He loved to talk dirty to Hermione 
like this... it turned him on something fierce, and he knew 
Hermione liked it too. 

"Well, love, if I'm gonna suck that gorgeous cock of yours, 
we better get it cleaned up first, hadn't we?" said Hermione. 
She took hold of his shit-streaked organ and began soaping 
it up with shampoo and warm water. 



“Mmmmm, that feel's good, Mione." 


“No wonder you got a hard-on!" said Hermione wiping off 
her lover's rapidly swelling cock. 

“You have magic hands, Mione!" 

“I'm sure of that, love!" smiled Hermione, leading him 
towards her bedroom by his prick. "... and now that I've got 
your little peter all nice and clean again, I want you to come 
to bed with me and show me what a virile young stud you 
are!" 

Harry followed Hermione into the room, watching her 
smooth, naked hips swaying provocatively before him. Her 
large, firm tits hardly even jiggled as she moved sensuously 
over to the bed and turned to face him. She oozed sex, and 
from the look of burning lust in her eyes, Harry could tell 
that he was in for one hell of a good time. 

“Kiss me, love!" she husked, pressing her tits against his 
hairless chest. 

With one hand still firmly grasping his hard cock, Hermione 
threw the other around his neck and pulled him to her, 
plastering her hot mouth firmly over his. The wizard felt her 
tongue enter his mouth as he returned her open-mouthed 
kiss, trenching her with equal fury. The heat of her soft, 
naked body against his skin was intoxicating, and Harry 
could feel every contour, every curve, every delicious bump 
as she pressed herself suggestively against him. 

Hermione was shameless in her lust for her handsome best 
friend, grinding her pubic mound against his rigid cock as 
they kissed, rubbing the hard tip though her tight, juicy slit, 
begging him to fuck her! Hermione pulled her lips from his. 



“Lie down, love!" she gasped, almost pushing her lover 
backwards onto the bed. “Let's get a little bit more 
comfortable, shall we?" 

Harry loved it when Hermione got rough with him. It meant 
she was really turned on, and that he was in for some really 
wild sex with her. He lay in the middle of the bed, flat on his 
back with his hard cock sticking straight up, jerking with 
intense hardness. Hermione licked her lips at the gorgeous 
sight, her cunt twitching with need! She longed to jump on 
top of her lover's waving cock and fuck it till she dropped. 
But she was determined to wait, to hold back until she had 
experienced every possible pleasure his insatiable mouth 
and tongue and cock were capable of giving her. Even if it 
took all day and night, she was going to fuck him dry! 

Harry watched as Hermione crawled onto the bed on all 
fours, her eyes blazing like a tigress about to devour some 
poor defenseless animal. She straddled his thighs, pausing 
as her cunt hovered above his throbbing cock. Rolling her 
hips, Hermione teased him, her eyes like twin points of fire. 

“Are you gonna fuck me, Mione?" groaned Harry, raising his 
hips eagerly. 

“You'd like that, wouldn't you?" purred Hermione. “You'd like 
it if I sat on your big, fat hard-on and fucked you, right?" 

As she spoke, Hermione inched her way up his body, finally 
resting her open, leaking snatch on his stomach. 

“Oh, yes, Mione!" he groaned, opening his mouth wide as he 
felt the wet heat of her cunt on his flesh. “Ohhh! I want you 
to f-fuck me! 

“I might fuck you..," Hermione said in a thick, husky voice. “I 
might just fuck you good. But..." 



“But what, Mione?" 


"... only if you're nice to me," whispered Hermione, rotating 
her pussy in tiny, wet circles over his tormented flesh. "... 
and, if you're really, really nice to me, love... maybe I'll fuck 
you.'' 

“I'll be nice, Mione! I promise." 

“Of course you will, love!" she breathed, sliding her cunt 
higher until she had it on his chest. She twisted her ass, 
smearing her hot, wet pussy in searing trails up over her 
lover's naked flesh. 

“You'll do anything Mione wants... as long as you get fucked. 
Right, love?" 

“Ohhhhh! Yes, Mione!" 

“You'd even suck my cunt, wouldn't you?" 

Harry's eyes widened as he stared at her face. She was 
totally engrossed in her 'forceful lover' act. Harry knew she 
got a tremendous kick out of pretending she was seducing 
him, so he played along with it. Hermione was always a 
much better fuck when she was really turned on... and if he 
played his cards right, she'd be so fuckin' hot, he could suck 
and fuck her tight, juicy cunt till dawn! 

“Well, wouldn't you like to suck my tasty cunt, Harry?" 

Hermione waited for his reply, rubbing her drooling snatch 
close to his neck now. Her cuntslit was so close to his face, 
Harry could smell her urgent need. 

“Oh, Mione! Give it to me!" he yelped, sliding his arms 
around her hips, pulling her gaping twat towards his mouth. 



“I'll eat your cunt... I'll lick it and suck it and tongue your clit 
and... Merlin... fuck, sit on my face, Mione!'' 

“Oooooh, my love! I knew you would.'' 

Hermione gurgled with pleasure, lifting her pussy off his 
chest, sliding higher. She knelt with her crotch directly over 
his upturned face and held the lips of her pussy wide open. 

Harry gazed up at her cunt, his eyes burning and his tongue 
licking at his parched lips. A drop of pussy-juice dripped 
onto his tongue, and Harry pulled it into his mouth, 
shivering with anticipation. The taste of her cunt always 
turned him on. It was almost like an aphrodisiac to him, and 
as usual, his prick began to harden and swell to mammoth 
proportions. 

“Oooooh, Harry! Kiss Mione right on the cunt, love!" 

Holding her naked asscheeks with both hands, Harry pushed 
his face into her wide-open crotch. Hermione gasped in 
delight, dropping her cunt over his sucking mouth as he 
rubbed his face about in her soft, wet pussy-flesh. His 
tongue darted and probed, sliding repeatedly over her clit as 
her ass jerked back and forth. 

“Inside!" squealed Hermione. “Push your tongue inside! 

Fuck me with your tongue!" 

Harry opened his mouth wide, and plunged his tongue deep 
into her squirming cunt, his hands gripping her firm, creamy 
ass as he noisily slurped up her free-flowing juices. 

Hermione whimpered with ecstasy as she whipped her ass 
about, rubbing and twisting from side to side, smearing her 
drooling pussy onto his willing lips. She looked down 
between her bobbing tits at his face, seeing only his eyes 
above the soft, curly mass of pussy hair. Her lover's long 



tongue felt fantastic in her cunt. She especially loved the 
way he licked the full length of her slit before burying his 
tongue deeply in her quivering fuckhole, sucking all the 
while. 

“Uuuuuuhhhh! Eat me... eat me!” she squealed. "Suck my 
cunt, Harry! Oooh, love, love! Suck my hot cunt! Fuck me 
with your tongue! Mmmmmmm, suck it, suck it, suck it! ” 

She had forgotten all about sucking his cock, all that 
mattered now was the blinding pleasure of his mouth and 
tongue on her cunt. Clinging to her grinding ass, Harry 
sucked and licked hungrily, driving his tongue hard and fast 
into her mound, his fingers squeezing deeply into her 
asscheeks, leaving red marks in the soft yielding flesh. Her 
juices flooded into his mouth but he swallowed every tasty 
drop with relish, eager for more. He twisted and twirled his 
tongue inside her pussy, sucking at her rigid clit, licking 
over every delicious inch of her lust-swollen twat. 

Hermione began to jerk her cunt up and down on her lover's 
face, rubbing hard, her hands now behind Harry's head, 
mashing his mouth as tightly as possible against her 
burning cunthole. 

"I'm gonna come, Harry!” she screamed. "Uhhh, make me 
come! I want to come on your face... in your mouth! 
Ahhhhhh! Uhhhh!” 

Hermione bucked like a mare in heat, her tits jiggling and 
her long hair flying. Harry held on to her hips for dear life, 
his mouth glued to her spasming pussy as she came. Wave 
after wave of intense pleasure filled her cunt as the most 
powerful orgasm Hermione had ever experienced, engulfed 
her panting, trembling body. 



“Oh, Ohhh, love! That was fantastic! You suck my cunt better 
than anybody!" Harry lifted his juice-smeared face from her 
cunt and smiled. 

“Even better than Blaise does, Mione?" he asked, reaching 
up to fondle her dangling tits. 

“Hes good... but your the best, love!" 

“I belive you, Mione!" grinned Harry. 

“I bet you do! What about Daph, does she like you to suck 
her pussy?" 

“Daphne goes crazy when I ate out her hot cunt last night. 
I'm surprised she doesn't wake up the whole world some 
times." 

Hermione slithered her cunt down over his body until she 
was lying on top of him, rubbing herself all over his hard, 
sweaty flesh. 

“Does she like to suck you off too?" gasped Hermione, 
reaching for his cock. 

“Mmmmm, oh, yes! She sure does, Mione! Ohhh, that's nice! 


Hermione moved her fist up and down the length of his stiff 
prick, squeezing the bloated head of his cock gently each 
time. Merlin he was hung! She could hardly get her fingers 
around it's thick circumference. As she stroked his cock, 
Harry's hands roaming her body, massaging the smooth, 
tanned flesh of her tits and ass, pressing her naked, 
trembling body against his own. Hermione kissed him briefly 
on the lips and whispered hotly into his ear. 



“Do you want me to suck your cock, love?” 


“Oh, yes, Mione!" breathed Harry, his prick throbbing wildly 
in her hand. Hermione looked down at it. 

“Mmmmmmmmm, love! You're so nice and big and hard for 
Mione!" 

She slid down between his legs and feasted her eyes on her 
lover's mighty erection. She took it in both hands and, with 
her mouth directly above the tip, she looked up into his 
excited face, her eyes burning with lust. 

“I'm gonna suck you, Harry! I'm gonna suck you till you cum 
right in my mouth, and then..." 

The wizard shook with desire as Hermione spoke. Her mouth 
was so close to the head of his prick, Harry could feel her hot 
breath blowing over his tortured flesh. 

“What, Mione? what are you gonna do then?" panted Harry, 
lifting his hips in anticipation. 

“Well, honey... I hope you've got lots of cum in these big 
round balls of yours... 'cause after you've come in my 
mouth. I'm gonna suck you some more till you're good and 
hard..." 

Harry's prick throbbed and jerked wildly in her hand. Her tits 
were pressed against his lower thighs and she rubbed her 
leaking cuntmound against his leg as she spoke. 

“Ohhhh, Mione! You're making me hot! I can't wait to fuck 
you again!" 

Hermione smiled wickedly. “You won't have to fuck me, love. 
Mione will fuck you! I'm gonna sit on your big, thick cock 



and ride you like a pony! You'll just have to grab onto my tits 
and hold on, love! 'cause Mione gonna fuck your balls dry! 
Would you like that, love?" 

"Oh, Merlin yes! Ohhh, Mione! Do it!" he screamed. 

"Alright love!" smiled Hermione. "But I want you to play with 
my cunt while I suck you. It's hot and bothered and needs a 
little attention right now." 

"Ok, Mione!" panted Harry. "Slide around a bit so I can reach 
you better." 

Hermione shifted her position so that she lay alongside her 
lover with her head over his crotch and her feet near his 
head. She lay partly on her side and opened her creamy 
thighs, bending her knees and spreading them wide so that 
Harry had free access to her pink, glistening cunt. She 
turned her head towards him, a wicked gleam in her eye. 

"Play with my pussy while I suck your cock, honey! tell me 
what you'd like to do to me... tell me everything! I want to 
hear all your fantasies love... 'cause Mione gonna make 'em 
all come true... every one!" 

Her excited best friend groaned loudly as Hermione dipped 
her head and closed her hot moist lips over the tip of his 
cock. She sucked on the large flared knob for a few seconds 
before opening her mouth and sliding her tight lips slowly 
down over the length of his shaft, swallowing the wizard's 
hard cock as best she could. 

At first, Hermione couldn't get all of him into her mouth, but 
once she relaxed her throat and became accustomed to the 
size of his prick, she was able to deep-throat his cock all the 
way to the base of his throbbing shaft. Her lips pressed into 
his fuzzy pubic hair. His balls were hot on her chin and her 



mouth was very, very full. She ran her fingers up his thighs, 
caressing the smooth, hard muscles. Then, cupping his 
naked ass, Hermione began to move her mouth eagerly up 
and down on her best friend's prick. Harry loved it! he was in 
seventh heaven! Her hands squeezing his tight asscheeks 
and her hot mouth wrapped around his cock like a tight wet 
cunt, were an unbeatable combination and, with a grunt, 
Harry began to fuck his prick in and out of her mouth. 

"Suck it, Mione!" he groaned. "Suck my big, hard cock! 
Ummmm, swallow it all!" 

Hermione moaned, his prick pushing down her throat with 
each lunge. She closed her lips tightly around it her tongue 
pushing the shaft to the roof of her mouth, making it as tight 
as possible for him. Her mouth watered with the hot, musky 
taste of him, reminding her how much she loved to suck 
cock, especially the one in her mouth right now... that of her 
own horny best friend. His always tasted better, she thought 
with a smile. It tasted fresh and salty, and each time she 
took him fully into her mouth, her nostrils filled with the 
excitingly musky, male odour of his young crotch. 

The smell made her cunt twitch and she began to twist and 
writhe her ass, bunching it tightly, pressing herself against 
his arm, silently begging him to touch her pussy... to feel 
how hot she was for him. Hermione was so strongly aroused 
by now, that the insides of her thighs were saturated with 
her fuck-juices, the dark pubic hair on her cuntmound moist 
and matted around the deep, glistening slit. Harry quickly 
got the message and reached down, inserting two fingers 
inside her well-lubricated cunthole. 

"Mmmmmmmmm! Urrmmm! Mmmmm! Mmmmmm!" 
moaned Hermione, her mouth too full of cock to make any 
sense at all. 



“You like that, don't you?" Harry panted. “You like it when I 
finger-fuck your cunt, don't you, Mione?" 

Hermione only grunted an unintelligible reply, her mouth a 
blur as her head bobbed up and down on his hard, saliva- 
covered prick. Harry's fingers made distinct slurping sounds 
as he stabbed them deeply into, her gaping slit, adding a 
third finger as he felt her cunt loosen up a little. 

“You know what would really be a turn-on, Mione?" he said, 
pausing for effect. "... having you suck me off in the muggle 
world!" 

Hermione almost choked on his cock. She looked up at him 
with wide, questioning eyes... she was shocked, but even so, 
her mouth never missed a stroke. 

“Ohhh, Mione!" chuckled Harry. “You should see your face!" 
He smiled down at her, happy in a way that he had shocked 
his normally supercool lover. 

“I wasn't talking about in the middle of the street, Mione," 
smiled her lover. “I meant... in a public place, but kinda 
hidden, so nobody could see us do it... Wouldn't that be 
cool, Mione?" 

Hermione took her mouth off her lover's cock long enough to 
ask him a question. 

“Mmmm, sounds interesting, love... what did you have in 
mind?" 

“Well, I really don't know, Mione. We could do it in on a bus 
or an elevator... Ummmmm! or better still, Mione... how 
'bout in one of the change cubicles in the women's clothing 
department down at the mall. You could pretend to try on 
some clothes... I could sneak in while nobody was looking 



and you could suck me off wearing nothing but a pair of 
black lace panties... or I could suck you, Mione... or fuck you 
up against the mirror!” 

her head was spinning with the possibilities. She loved the 
depraved images her lover was planting in her brain. The 
thought of sex with him in the middle of a huge department 
store, with all those people only feet away and none the 
wiser, was just too much! Harry could see the effect his 
words were having on her, and it excited him too. 

"Maybe we could coax a cute little sales assistant in to join 
us, Mione!” he continued. "She could suck my cock while I 
sucked your cunt... then I could fuck you while you licked 
her hot, dripping slit... what do you think, Mione?” 

Hermione loved it, but she was too busy sucking his cock to 
tell him. She hadn't really thought about sucking another 
woman's cunt before like that, but the more she thought 
about it, the more she liked the idea, especially if she was 
getting his huge prick stuffed up her cunt at the same time. 
'Merlin, what a time they were going to have!', she thought, 
grinding her cunt savagely onto his hand. Harry redoubled 
his finger movements inside her snatch, rubbing and 
probing hertwat with deep, regular thrusts. 

"How about if Daphne came along, Mione? Then I could fuck 
and suck you both... one at a time or both together, 
whatever we wanted. Wouldn't it be great, Mione? Just think 
of it, we could have ourselves a nice cozy orgy and all those 
sexy women shoppers passing by would never even know.” 
Hermione pulled her mouth off his prick once more, panting 
for breath. 

"You'd like to fuck those women, wouldn't you, love?” she 
gasped. "You'd like to fuck them all... wouldn't you, you 



horny little stud?” 


”1 sure would, Mione!” replied Harry. "If I worked down there, 
there'd be more fucking going on in those change rooms 
than in a brothel! Especially if the women all looked and 
acted the way you and Daphne do, Mione!” 

"Thank you, love!” said Hermione. "I'll take that as a 
compliment.” 

She smiled at him and winked suggestively before returning 
her insatiable mouth to his prick. Her tight lips closed 
around his cock once more, and using her hands under his 
ass, Hermione urged her lover to fuck her mouth.. Harry 
watched her full, red lips squeeze his cock. He pumped his 
cock into her throat, listening to the soft, gurgling sounds 
Hermione made as he rammed all four fingers into her 
squirming pussy. Hermione sucked her lover's rigid cock for 
a few more minutes, enjoying the feel of his hand in her 
cunt. But pretty soon, her super-heated pussy demanded 
more! It quivered and twitched around Harry's delving 
fingers, just aching to be filled by the thick pole of cock- 
meat the wizard had crammed into her gulping mouth. 

Suddenly, Hermione wrenched her mouth off Harry's 
erection and sat up. His fingers pulled out of her tight, juicy 
gash with a wet plopping sound. She was hot and horny, and 
desperate for cock... hard monster cock! She knew only too 
well, that at his age, her virile best friend could fuck her all 
night long and still have a hard-on at dawn. She wanted him 
now... she wanted his lovely, big prick filling her pussy, 
stretching her cunt like she knew it would! Her eyes were 
glazed and wild looking as she clambered over him, her 
thighs spread wide. Hermione was so highly aroused by the 
prospect of fucking her stud of a lover, she could hardly 
think straight. She quickly straddled his thighs until her 



drooling snatch was directly above the tip of the wizard's 
perpendicular cock. It jutted up a good nine inches from his 
crotch now, an angry red spike, ready to split her in half. 
Hermione stared at it eagerly. 

"Mione gonna fuck you now, love!" she muttered, grabbing 
hold of her lover's thick throbbing shaft. "Mione gonna sit on 
your big ol' cock and fuck you good, honey!" 

"Ohhh! Ohhh, yes! Fuck me with your cunt, Mione!" 
stammered Harry, staring at her large, swollen tits. They 
were hanging close to his mouth as she bent forwards, 
squatting her cunt over his cock. Hermione rubbed the 
flared tip into the gaping lips of her twat, teasing them both 
with the exquisite contact. "Merlin, that feels nice, Mione!" 
gasped Harry. "Your cunt is so hot and wet! Ummmmm! Do 
it! Sit on my cock, Mione! I can't wait to feel it inside you." 

"Me either, love!" groaned Hermione, spreading her thighs 
even wider. "Lift your hips when I bear down. I want you as 
deep up inside me as possible this time, okay?" 

"You bet, Mione!" said Harry, grabbing the cheeks of her ass 
for leverage. Hermione moaned deep in her throat and 
grasped his cock at the base, holding it upright between her 
thighs. Then, inserting the fat, purple head between the 
gaping lips of her cunt, she sank down slowly on top of him, 
letting her weight do all the work. Her tight, juicy cunt 
enveloped his cock steadily, an inch at a time. Hermione 
didn't stop until she felt Harry's pubic hair press against her 
flared cuntlips and she knew his prick was in her all the way. 
Her cunt finally felt complete, open and stretched, and very, 
very full... filled with the bulk of his hard, pulsating cock. 

"Oooh yes! Merlin, that's good! I love fucking you like this, 
love! Your prick is in me, so fuckin' deep!" wailed Hermione, 



squirming her cunt down as hard as she could. Harry 
hunched his hips upwards, causing Hermione to give off a 
sensuous sigh of satisfaction. She sat on him like that for 
several long moments, his hard monster prick buried to the 
balls in her cunt. Her lover's cock felt so much bigger to her 
when they fucked this way, and for the momeet, Hermione 
was content to let her body adjust to the size of it. She 
leaned down towards him, letting her lush tits brush 
tantalisingly against his chest. 

“How does it feel, love?" asked Hermione, gasping for 
breath. “How does it feel to have your cock stuck up my 
horny cunt again?" 

“Hot, Mione! It feels hot and wet, and fuckin' tight!" moaned 
Harry, pulling her tits lower so he could suck on her nipples. 

“Just the way you like it... hot and ready to fuck, right, 
love?" 

“Ohhhh, yesss! Ohhh, Mione, I can't stand it any more... Get 
that sweet, juicy cunt moving on my cock and ride me, love! 
Fuck it hard as you can!" Hermione giggled like a teenager 
and began to bounce up and down on her bestfriend, 
sticking herself again and again on the rock-hard column of 
his wonderful prick. Hermione sat up and clutched her tits in 
both hands, bearing down on his cock with all her strength. 

“Watch me Harry! Watch your cock fill my cunt!" she 
screeched. “Watch Mione fuck you, love!" 

Harry looked down between her creamy thighs, his eyes 
wide at the lewd sight of is hard, glistening shaft 
disappearing time after time into her belly. His hips moved 
in time with hers, pumping his hard meat into her writhing 
hole as best he could. Hermione gave out a loud squeal and 
began to pound up and down, faster and faster, slapping her 



pussy onto the base of her lover's driving cock, then lifting 
her hips until she almost lost it, only to ram down again, 
grinding her swollen clit hard against his pubic mound. 
Hermione gasped hotly, fucking on Harry's prick. 

“Ahhhhhggghh! Uhhhhhh! Merlin, give me your cock, love! 
Give Mione your big, fat, fuckin' prick!" 

Her cunt juices flowed like a river, forming a white froth 
around the base of his cock, coating his balls with a thick, 
creamy lather. Hermione gurgled and sobbed with pleasure, 
clutching at her naked tits. Her back was arched in ecstasy 
as she rode him, fucking her best friend with all the energy 
she could muster. 

"Oooh, love, this is fantastic!" she whimpered. "Merlin, what 
a cock you have, Harry! So hard... so long! I can feel it 
pressing way up inside my belly! Fuck me, love ! Fuck 
Mione!" 

Harry began to thrust his cock upwards as she came down, 
his crotch making loud, wet sounds as it slapped against her 
juicy cunt. 

"I am fucking you, Mione!" he shouted. "I'm fucking you 
good! Throw that tight, hot pussy at my cock like that, Mione 
and I'll fuck you all night!" 

She fell forwards supporting her body on straightened arms 
either side of her lover's head, dancing her ass about, 
grinding her cunt into his crotch every time she plunged 
down. 

"Suck my tits, Harry!" panted Hermione. "Suck my tits while 
I fuck you, love!" 



The wizard did as he was told, licking her hanging breasts 
and sucking her stiff nipples into his hot mouth. Her eyes 
were closed as she fucked faster and faster, her cunt on fire, 
burning with wild, lust for her lover. Merlin what a stud! He 
knew how to fuck her better than anything alive! Frantically, 
she brought a hand to her pussy, rubbing and agitating her 
swollen clit as she stuffed her cunt with his cock... over and 
over. Her naked ass whipping about, sliding back and forth... 
up and down. 

Harry held her thighs, his fingers gripping near her cunt, his 
eyes wide as he watched herfuckhole devour his prick. He 
moaned and gasped as her cunt rammed up and down the 
length of his impaled shaft, pounding so hard she was 
making the bed bounce. Her cunt was so tight and so hot he 
couldn't hold back the creamy tide rising in his balls much 
longer. Hermione felt it too and reached back behind her 
whipping ass, clutching his swollen balls, squeezing them, 
pulling them. 

“Harry! Ohhhh, Harry, your balls are so swollen!" she 
gasped. “Give me your jizz, honey! Squirt your hot cream up 
my cunt! Come in my pussy... I want it in my cunt, love!" 

“Are you gonna come, Mione?" 

“Merlin, yes! Any second... come with me, Harry!" 

Hermione sat upright again, her ass bounced faster and 
faster. She was stabbing herself down on his cock in a 
frenzy, grinding her cunt against him and squealing loudly 
in total abandon. Her hands flew once more to her jiggling 
breasts and she squeezed the hard, digging her fingers into 
the firm flesh, her nipples protruding between her knuckles. 
She stiffened and screamed at the top of her voice as her 
orgasm peaked. 



“Ahhhhhhhh! Fuck me! Oh, Harry, fuck me! Mione cumming, 
love!” 

"Me too, Mione! Oh Merlin, I can feel it! Ohhh, you sexy 
fuckin' bitch! Come! Come for me, Mione! Fuck! I'm 
cumming tooooo!” 

As she came, her pulsing twat gripped him in flexing waves, 
gripping and squeezing his prick as wave after glorious 
wave of contractions gripped her jerking cunt. 

She screamed loudly, her head twisting and her long, dark 
brown hair flying wildly. Harry almost lifted off the bed, his 
hands darting past her hips to grab her churning ass. With a 
grunt, he came, spewing his thick, load deep into her cock- 
filled cunt. As his head and shoulders came off the bed, 
Hermione stuffed one of her tits into his mouth. Harry began 
to suck frantically on her large, pink nipple, his fingers 
digging into the hot crack of her ass. His cock squirted time 
and time again until Hermione thought he was never going 
to stop, flooding her pussy. She cried and gasped, her 
orgasms coming stronger and stronger, her cunt almost 
squeezing his cock off at the base. 

"Suck my tit, love!” she squealed. "Suck my fuckin' tit and 
come in my cunt!” 

Harry sucked her tits one at a time as he emptied his balls 
into her sweet fuckin' cunt, and, as the final spurt of cum 
splattered her hungry womb, Hermione fell forward, 
crushing her lover beneath her shaking body, the spasms of 
her quivering cunt still working at his softening cock. After a 
minute or so, Harry rolled her almost dead weight off his 
body. Her final climax had been so powerful, she had fainted 
with sheer pleasure and now lay beside him, radiating 
flushed beauty as only a freshly fucked witch can. Harry 



looked at her cunt. It was open, and leaking a sticky mixture 
of sperm and cunt juice. The wizard lowered his face to her 
gaping slit and tested the liquid with his tongue. It tasted 
good., just like she always did, except maybe a bit saltier. 
That was probably because of his jism, he thought. 

Harry found the taste exciting, and licked his lips as he 
stared at her naked body, spread out so lewdly before him. 
Her tits were firm and swollen, rising and falling as she 
breathed, the rosy nipples stiff and erect with latent passion. 
But it was her open slit that attracted his full attention, the 
pink lips gaped sweetly, and the dark, glistening hole 
continued to ooze that wonderful elixir he had tasted only 
moments before. Harry rolled his unconscious lover onto her 
back and spread her legs, pushing them back and bending 
them at the knees until her swollen cunt lay before him, 
exposed to his hungry gaze like a juicy, rare steak on a 
platter. He lowered his lips and kissed her gooey mound, 
licking the juice from her cunthair before dipping his tongue 
into her liquid cunt. 

Hermione began to come 'round at the touch of his mouth 
on her pussy. At first she was still a little dazed, but when 
she realized what he was doing, she smiled and pressed 
against the back of his head, pushing his mouth deeper into 
the bubbling swamp of her cunt. 

“Mmmmmm, that's nice, love! Suck my cunt!" she moaned 
dreamily. 

When Harry realized that Hermione was awake he turned 
around and straddled her head, lowering his cock into her 
mouth before she could say another word, and returned his 
mouth to her cunt as if nothing had happened. They sucked 
each other off and climaxed simultaneously, Harry cleaning 
out every last drop of juice from her cunt, and Hermione 



gulping down a second load of his creamy jism. That sure 
was a very intense morning that went on until early 
afternoon... 
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AN: This is NOT my story. I just take some non Harry Potter 
smut scenes and make them Harry Potter... that's all... 
NOTHING is my work, well except changing the names and 
something here and there to appear to be Harry Potter and 
make it believable enough... 

This story does not have any plot. It's just a bunch of smut 
scenes... very good ones in my opinion, put head to toe, 
combined, adjusted, modified, made to be believable and 
put out there. Nothing more, nothing less. Some scenes 
need more chapters, because are that long... but it covers 
an entire day “activity"... some more days, depending of the 
subplot. 



AN2: The premise is very simple. Dumbledore never took 
Tom Riddle from the orphanage and after he beat 
Grindelwald in the 1940s, he started to work to get the 
Wizarding World more closely to the Muggle World. It was 
still hidden, but with a more muggle friendly thinking. There 
was even a hippie period during the 1970s thanks to the 
many muggle borns that started attending Hogwarts. And 
thanks to a wizard long ago that discovered an anti 
pregnancy potion that lasted for months. Some will say that 
this is a harem story, but is not. Is more a friends with 
benefits thing. The characters are mostly the same, but very 
AU. Some grudges from the book will still exist, but not to 
the violence from there. For example, Bellatrix will still hate 
Sirius and still curse him the first chance she gets, but not 
because she wants to murder him, but because there is a 
prank war going on between them since their Hogwarts 
days... and something else. And Harry and Draco are still 
rivals, but more for girls. The Slytherin Gryffindor rivalry still 
exists, but the biggest war between this two houses is a 
prank war... some are friends, some are rivals... nothing 
more. Very Graphic Smut. No plot. 


Chapter 21 - A Veela in Need (Harry/Fleur) 

Harry loved to jog. In the early hours of the morning or 
evenings before sun down. Not every day, but when he had 
time or just to blow a little steam. And when Hermione came 
with him, many times the jog turned into a marathon. Today 
was no different. He just needed to blow some stim. It was 
the first day of school and it was a pretty stressfull day. He 
wanted to ask Hermione, but his hot bestfriend was the 
gryffindor fifth year prefect together with Weasley. When he 
found out that, he just had to go. 




As Harry rounded a corner along his usual route around the 
Great Lake, a little closer to Hogsmeade, but more closer to 
the Forbidden Forest, a faint noise caught his ear. He 
stopped and listened. There it was again! It was faint but 
audible and seemed to be coming from behind the bushes 
off to his right. Harry bent down and squinted into the 
undergrowth. He could see nothing, but the noise became 
louder. 

Curious now, Harry carefully pushed aside the branches and 
moved towards the direction the sounds appeared to be 
coming from. As he crept silently into the bushed, the noise 
became louder and clearer until suddenly the dense 
undergrowth thinned, and there, in a small clearing on the 
edges of the Forbidden Forest, was the source of the 
mysterious sounds. It was a couple, a wizard and a witch, 
both half naked on the grass near the edge of the clearing. 

The witch was wearing what was left of her school uniform, a 
school uniform that he knew belonged to the students that 
followed a mastery in some field of magic after their seven 
years of school. There weren't many students like that at 
Hogwarts, only twenty or so, and most, if not all, were from 
other magical schools. Usually this students that wanted to 
deepen their knowledge in a field of magic were fresh out of 
school and not staying long, only a year or two, before 
pursuing other avenues of learning and more advanced 
levels of magic with other masters. And Hogwarts was the 
beginning of ones mastery because of the school's old age 
and very large library, one of the biggest in the magical 
world. 

She was lying on the grass on her back, with her knees bent 
and her legs spread wide, her white panties bunched lewdly 
around one slim ankle. The wizard was between the witch's 
open thighs, his pants pulled down to his knees, and he was 



fucking her plump, sparsely-haired cunt with all his might. 
The sounds he had heard were the witch's moans of pleasure 
as the thin wizard's cock drove deep into her tight, wet hole. 

The witch, who looked about eighteen or nineteen, had her 
eyes closed and her supple hot body arched, straining to 
receive her lover's pumping cock. Each time the wizard 
plunged his little prick into her pussy, the witch let out a 
loud moan, obviously enjoying the small amount of 
penetration he was able to give her. Harry could see clearly 
between their writhing legs, and gasped at the sight of the 
witch's compact tight twat. Each time the wizard withdrew 
his stiff prick from her narrow slit, the pretty hot witch's 
cuntlips pulled out around it, clasping the wizard's stiff cock 
like a tiny, puckered mouth. 'Ohhh, she must be tight!', 
thought Harry, as he marvelled at the wondrous sight of the 
witch's cock-filled cunt spread out before him. 

His own prick began to swell uncomfortably in his pants, and 
Harry dropped a hand down to grip the stiffening erection, 
rubbing his fingers along its hard length as he watched the 
tremendously arousing activities taking place in the 
clearing. The witch was bucking her hips now, jerking her 
hairless cuntmound up at her lover's plunging cock in time 
with his fierce, downward stabs... moaning and groaning in 
ecstasy all the while. Harry was becoming more and more 
excited by the minute. 

The witch's blouse was open, revealing her firm, round, full 
titties. And what a sight they were. They were perfect from 
any point of view, two mellons that sat prowdly on her chest, 
with large pink nipples, just right for sucking on. As if 
reading Harry's mind, the wizard bent his head and began 
nibbling on the more then a lot more then mouth full titties, 
sucking them into his mouth while his cock slid continuously 
in and out of her hot, eager hole. "That's it... throw it to 



her!”, Harry whispered to himself. "Fuck her good!... Make 
the the horny witch really feel it!” 


Harry was staring at the witch's juicy, pink cunt, wishing it 
was him stuffing his big, hard monster prick into her tight 
fuckhole instead of her underdeveloped boyfriend or lover or 
what ever he was. The wizard's cock was tiny compared to 
Harry's, but judging by the way the witch was hunching her 
hips up at him, begging for more, Harry was confident that 
even his mammoth prick would fit into that well oiled tight 
sheath... with little room to spare... Ohhh, that would really 
be something else! 

Harry was just about to pull his cock out of his pants an jerk 
himself to a well earned climax when the wizard shuddered 
and slumped against the witch's heaving chest. Her tight, 
hot pussy had obviously been too much for the wizard, and 
he had spent his load prematurely, ejaculating a sudden 
stream of cum into the witch's still-unsatisfied hot cunt. As 
the wizard pulled out his rapidly deflating cock, and rolled 
off her, the look on the elfin face witch told him he had been 
correct. She hadn't cum yet, and by the way she scowled at 
him, she was definitely not pleased about the situation. She 
said something to the wizard and he replied with a look of 
anger on his face. Harry couldn't hear what they were 
saying, but it was clear that an argument was taking place, 
the subject of which, was not hard to guess. 

The wizard said something and suddenly stood up, pulling 
on his pants and just walking away, towards Hogsmeade. 

The witch hadn't moved since her lover had rolled off her. 

Her legs were still spread wide apart and Harry feasted his 
gaze on her recently-fucked cunt. The cuntlips were puffy 
and slightly parted, only a few drops of semen and cuntjuice 
escaped the narrow slit. Harry smiled to himself. This witch 
sure was a sexual volcano ready to blow! 



The thought filled Harry with uncontrollable lust... he'd give 
anything to shove his big cock into her horny, tight cunt and 
continue right where her unfortunate lover had left off. 
Suddenly Harry had an idea. He pushed through the thin 
cover of bushes through which he had been spying on the 
fucking pair, and stepped into the clearing. The veela was 
still lying on the grass, naked from the waist down. She 
didn't see or hear him approach because she had her arm 
across her face and she was crying. Her athletic legs were 
still wide apart, and her tits still poked provocatively 
through the front of her open blouse. As Harry got closer, he 
could see that her cunt wasn't as hairless as he'd first 
thought. It was covered with a silvery film of pussy hair, 
almost invisible until you got close enough to see it. 

He stood above her, taking in the adolescent beauty of the 
angel face hot witch. She still hadn't noticed him. Her crying 
had subsided a little by now, but occasionally, small sobs 
wracked her athletic frame. As he watched, she dropped a 
hand to her pussy and slipped her middle finger inside the 
swollen cuntlips, rubbing busily at her neglected love-bud. 
Harry felt sorry for the witch as he stared at her slick fingers 
working desperately inside her eager hot snatch... her 
obvious need magnified his own. How could anybody leave a 
gorgeous hot thing like her in this state? Harry cleared his 
throat loudly to get her attention. 

Lost in a hazy cloud of self-gratification, the witch must have 
thought it was her boyfriend/lover, because her finger 
remained deeply imbedded in her cunt as she took her hand 
from her face and looked up. When she saw Harry, she 
looked quickly around for her lover. He was nowhere in sight, 
which made her even more frightened. As she looked back 
up at Harry, her mouth opened and her deep blue eyes went 
wide with shock. Suddenly realizing that her finger was still 
inside her pussy, she quickly pulled it out, trying 



desperately to cover both her tits and her cunt at the same 
time, without success. Harry looked down at her, faking a 
stern face. 

“What up?”, he grinned. The witch tried to stand up, but 
when she realized that would mean exposing either her tits 
or her cunt once more, she decided against it, and pulled 
her knees up in front of her instead. Tears began to flood her 
eyes as she tried to answer him. 

“N...n...nothing!", she sobbed, looking up at him with big 
innocent blue eyes. 

"Nothing, huh?", he grinned wider. "I saw a lot of nothing a 
few minutes earlier!" 

"Oh, p...please, don't tell anybody..." 

"And if I tell?" he said still grinning, trying his best to be as 
demure as possible to the frightened hot witch. 

"McGonagall will kill me..." 

Harry looked her up and down. "That I can understand!" 

"You do?" 

"Yeah... kind of... so... fresh mastery student under her, 
huh?" 

"Yeah... and she's a nasty peace of work..." 

"Then why don't you quit?" 

"She knows her stuff..." 

"I hear you... best Transfiguration professor ever..." 



'That's the only reason I'm willing to take her shit!" 


"So... who's your boyfriend?" 

"Roger", she answered more sedate. "His name's Roger 
Davies." 

"You two been fucking long?" he started to grinn again. 

The witch didn't answer. She hung her head, ashamed to tell 
such an intimate detail to a total stranger. "Not long!" 

"What's your name?" 

"Fleur." she said shortly. 

"Fleur what?" 

"Fleur Delacour!" 

"Delacour... Delacour...", muttered Harry, starting to 
recognise the name and who really was in front of him. That 
hot witch from Beaubaxton about who later he found out 
was a veela. He sure liked what he saw last year from the 
stands. And it sure wasn't only her body that he liked. 

"Didn't you win the Triwizard Tournament?" 

"You've seen me?" said Fleur, her eyes as big as plates. 

Harry sat down close beside the veela and put an arm 
around her shoulders. He put his other hand on her knee in a 
conforty manner, careful not to alarm her. Her smooth, hot 
flesh was incredibly firm, and warm to the touch, almost 
feverish... hot and damp with the sweat of her recent love- 
making. 

"I won't tell a soul, Fleur...", smiled Harry as he gently 
parted her tightly closed thighs. 



“What do you mean?", asked the frightened witch, sobbing 
occasionally. 

“This is what I mean baby.", muttered Harry. 

He pulled his erect cock out of his shorts and placed her 
hand on it. The veela instinctively gripped his huge erection, 
gasping with a mixture of surprise and excitement as her 
fingers wrapped around the long, hard shaft. She looked at it 
with sparkling eyes, mesmerised by the sheer size of it. 
Suddenly Fleur realized what she was doing. She was feeling 
the cock of a perfect stranger! 

“No... we shouldn't!", she exclaimed. Harry noticed that 
although her voice protested, her hand never left his cock. 

“Call me Harry!", he replied, sliding his hand up between the 
veela's creamy hot thighs. “Harry Potter!" 

“As in the Potter House!" she said, her blue eyes shining with 
something new in them. 

“Yes! Do you know me?" he said kind of surprised 

“Know about you! My father and your father are doing some 
business together... if I am correctly!" she replied. 

“Than this... is ok with you?" 

Fleur felt a shiver of pleasure surge through her loins at his 
intimate touch, and nodded her head, and knowing that this 
stranger wasn't such a stranger anymore was so much 
better. 

Harry bent down to her face, and his warm mouth settled on 
hers. He spread her tender lips apart and slid his hot tongue 
between them. Fleur's brain seemed to spin with excitement 



as he stroked his tongue inside her mouth. Her heart began 
to throb and her entire body shivered with adolescent lust. 
She opened her mouth wider and wider, responding to 
Harry's passionate kiss. Her thighs inched further apart, 
because she was getting so very, very hot between them. 

While Harry dipped his tongue into the veela's warm, 
honeyed mouth, his hands roamed freely over her smooth 
body, seeking the warm softness of her hot pussy. His fingers 
moved lovingly down over her firm, athletic belly... a little 
lower and there it was. Her silvery pubes like her hair. 

Harry's cock throbbed with excitement, jerking suddenly in 
Fleur's hand as he slipped a finger inside the veela's slick 
cuntslit. It didn't go in very far, the tightness of her hot loins 
preventing penetration for the moment. But there was 
moisture there, and plenty of it. 

“Mmmmmmmmmm!", the veela moaned, her hot mouth still 
glued firmly on his. The way Harry was kissing her, and the 
sudden penetration of his finger in the warm, wet slash of 
her cunt was making her shake with excitement, and before 
long, Fleur found herself responding eagerly to the erotic 
stimulation of Harry's expert touch. Harry pulled his mouth 
from hers. 

"You like that, don't you, honey?", he gasped, pushing his 
finger further into her tight pussy. "Tell me, Fleur!... tell me 
how much you like my finger in your hot tight cunthole, 
baby!" 

Fleur looked up at him, her wide blue eyes deep pools of 
adolescent lust. She didn't care that he was a stranger, all 
that mattered right now was the pleasure his finger was 
generating in her extremely aroused hot pussy. 



“Oh Harry! It feels so nice! Put it in deeper... play with me... 
please!" 

The veela was panting now, her cheek pressed tightly up 
against Harry's shirt-front. His finger felt more than just nice, 
it felt absolutely wonderful... better even than Roger's stiff 
little prick had felt only minutes earlier. Bending her 
dimpled knees, Fleur spread her thighs to make his access 
easier. Harry was quick to accept the obvious invitation, and 
began to move his finger in and out of her tight, warm 
snatch, still unable to penetrate further than the second 
knuckle. 

“Ohhh, you're fuckin' tight, honey!", Harry whispered. “I 
can't wait to get my cock in there. Ohhh, it feels like my 
finger's stuck in a goddamn vice!" His cock throbbed 
powerfully in her fist. Harry grabbed her curled fingers and 
began to move them on the huge shaft. “Like this, Fleur!", 
he said. “Rub your fist up and down my cock real tight. Use 
both hands if you like, baby." 

The veela put her other hand around his mammoth prick 
and began to move them both up and down... in different 
directions. Harry groaned with pleasure. He had never felt 
such a light yet firm grip on his cock before, and the way she 
was moving her fists in opposite directions at the same time 
was simply unbelievable. No one had ever jerked him off like 
that before, and now a hot veela from the continent was 
giving him the best hand job he had ever experienced in his 
life. It was fuckin' fantastic! 

Fleur thought it was fantastic too. She couldn't believe it 
was really happening. Here she was, sitting half naked in the 
bushes, jacking off a total stranger while he played with her 
pussy. She had felt ashamed, at first, and frightened, but as 
soon as Harry's finger touched her hot tight slit, Fleur 



thought only of the pleasure he was giving her. He was kind 
of hot too, even if he seemed to be about fifthteen, the same 
age of her younger sister. And he knew a hell lot more about 
touching her then Roger what's his name. 

"Mmmmmmm, Harry!", she moaned under her breath. "... 
yes. Do it to me!" Harry smiled as he heard those words, and 
decided to play along with the horny hot kid's incestuous 
fantasy. He found her budding clit and rubbed it gently 
between thumb and forefinger, watching her squirm against 
his hand with delight. She humped her hot crotch up at him, 
gasping for breath, wanting deeper penetration. 

"Do you like that, Fleur!", he breathed hotly into her ear. "Do 
you like me rubbing your sweet ditty for you, honey?" 

"Ohhh yes!", she panted. "It's wonderful! You're making me 
feel good all over!" 

"What about my cock, baby?... What about my hard, stiff 
cock?", asked Harry, becoming more and more aroused by 
the hot veela. 

"Ohhh, it's beautiful, Harry!... but it's so huge! I can't get my 
fingers all the way around it!... Am I rubbing it the right 
way?" she giggled. 

"Ohhh, yessss!", groaned Harry. His cock felt like it was 
going to explode before he was ready. If he didn't do 
something quick, he was going to spray come all over the 
horny veela's naked, heaving belly. 

"Lie back and spread your legs, Fleur, honey!", he said 
suddenly. "I wants to kiss your sweet honey-pot." 

Fleur didn't know what Harry was talking about. He wouldn't 
really want to kiss her between the legs, would he? It was 



awfully wet down there, what with Roger's spunk and her 
own pussy-cream, how on earth could anyone even think of 
kissing her there? she thought. But, as Harry pushed her 
gently backwards, Fleur didn't object. As long as he kept 
giving her pleasure and didn't hurt her, she was happy to go 
along with anything the handsome teen wanted. 

Harry knelt between her legs and grasped her thighs, 
opening them wide apart. Fleur looked up at him, watching 
intently as Harry pulled off his shorts and shirt. His body 
looked strong and muscular, and about the same stature as 
hers. A hot good looking guy, thought Fleur, her hot eyes 
drawn once more to his erect cock. She reached for it and 
began to squeeze firmly on the mighty pole, her other hand 
dropping automatically to her pussy. Harry looked down as 
the veela's middle finger slid wetly into the top of her tight 
fur-lined cuntslit. 

"Yes, that's it... play with yourself first, love!", he 
encouraged. "Show me how you bring yourself off, Fleur! 
Make your hot cunt nice and wet and juicy for Harry's 
tongue!" 

"I will, Harry!", she cried, inserting another finger into her 
wide-stretched slit. Her full, round breasts stood high and 
tapering on her chest, the twin mountains pointing firmly 
straight up, their whiteness almost translucent in the moon 
light. Her crinkly nipples were pink, the most delightful 
colour that Harry had ever seen. 

"Merlin, love! Your titties are so beautiful!", he said huskily, 
wrapping his fingers around them. He squeezed, causing 
Fleur to moan and arch her back as she pressed her budding 
mounds eagerly against his hard, rough hands. She bit her 
lips as wild thrills coursed through her hot body. 



“Ohhhh, that's nice, Harry, but I want more!", she moaned. 
"Suck 'em! Suck my titties, please!... Ooooooo, Ohhh, lick 
'em and suck 'em, Harry!" 

Harry bent and wrapped his lips around one of Fleur's firmly 
out-thrust tits, sucking the hard nipple to full, throbbing 
erection, causing the excited hot veela to gasp and writhe in 
ecstasy. Transferring his ravenous mouth to her other breast, 
Harry sucked that one to a similar state of arousal. Intense, 
throbbing thrills coursed through her loins as her fingers 
teased and rubbed her clit in time with Harry's nipple 
sucking. 

"Oh, Ohhh! I can't stand it!", she whimpered. "Your mouth 
feels sooo good!" As he sucked her breasts, Fleur continued 
fingering her rapidly moistening pussyslit, rubbing his cock 
at the same time. It felt so good that soon her taut ass 
began to wiggle and squirm on the ground. "Oooooh, the 
grass!", she exclaimed suddenly. "It's tickling me!" 

"Where, love... where?", Harry asked, lifting his mouth from 
the veela's delicious hot tits. 

At first the veela had tried not to use the words that she 
knew were very intimidating to some ex boyfriends she had. 
But when Harry used them, it excited her, and as her 
excitement increased, Fleur's felt that she could really let go 
with this young wizard. 

"My cunt!", she giggled. "The grass is tickling my cunt like 
crazy!" 

"Would you like me to kiss you between the legs now? ... I 
think you're more than ready for it." 

"Mmmmmmm, yes, yesss!... Kiss me, Harry!... Kiss my 
pussy! Kiss it real hard!" 



Harry bent his head between the veela's thighs and spread 
her legs wide. He looked closely at the pink, pulsating gash 
of her cuntal orifice. It was beautiful, as only a hot veela's 
pussy he dreamed it could be, the pink, pouting lips drawn 
back into a hungry grin of desire. With a gasp of pleasure, 
Harry stared at the copious moisture which was visible along 
her tender slit. He couldn't wait to lick that up! 

Harry's eyes on her naked pussy seemed to have such an 
effect on her, serving only to intensify the hot veela's 
excitement. She held onto his shoulders as Harry bent 
forwards and touched his lips to her quivering twat. Fleur 
groaned as Harry pulled aside her tight, pink pussy-lips and 
sank his stiffened tongue as far as he could inside the 
veela's warm, juice-filled cunt. 

"Oooooohhhhh! Wowwwwww! Ohhh! Uhhhh... your tongue 
... It f. feels... ummmm... feels so gooooood Harry!", she 
groaned, sprawling back on the grass, her athletic hips 
squirming helplessly as Harry licked and sucked her tasty 
pussy. 

Her senses reeled and her mind jumped with lurid fantasy 
shapes as Harry's long, flicking tongue sent her on a merry- 
go-round ride of unparalleled pleasure. His mouth on her 
open cunt was the most excitingly sexy sensation the 
aroused nineteen-year-old had ever felt, and soon, in 
response to his lingual ministrations, her hot cunt began to 
reward him with a veritable flood of clear, fragrant juice. 

Harry began to suck her hungrily, vacuuming the dewy 
droplets into his mouth as though his life depended on it. 
She tasted wonderful. He had always enjoyed the taste of 
pussy, no matter the flavor. Her juices were like honey in his 
mouth, and Harry sucked up every last drop. He was vaguely 
aware of the sounds she was making... they were the 



whimpers and moans of a hot veela experiencing real sex, a 
veela who stood on the brink of a brand new horizon. Lust 
coursed through Fleur as she felt Harry's finger rub gently at 
the entrance of her tight, puckered shitter. 

"Ohhh, that's nice, Harry!", she cried out with delight. "Rub 
my asshole!" 

Harry wanted to thrust his finger inside her hot butt and ass- 
fuck the sexy hot veela at the same time as his tongue was 
fucking her horny cunt, but despite her blatant invitation, 
that might be too much for now, he'd best leave that 
pleasure for another time. Instead, he spread her cunt wider, 
pushing his mouth hard against the moist heat of her gaping 
slit. Reaching beneath her, Harry cupped the cheeks of her 
ass, forcing the veela's wide-open crotch up against his face, 
burying his mouth and nose deeply into her juicy, pulsating 
twat. Fleur was on fire with the stabbing lashes of Harry's 
tongue on her clit. She was wild with desire, wriggling in a 
frenzy of passionate lust, as unbelievable sensations 
churned through her belly and loins, driving the precocious 
veela headlong towards a crashing climax. 

"Ohhh, Ohhh!... I can't stand it!", she squealed. "Uhhhh, I'm 
gonna... ooooooooh!... It's happening!... Arhhhhhhhhh! 
Mmmmmm! Mmmmm! Mmmmmaaaahhh!" 

The tone of her voice, and the way she was moaning 
uncontrollably, told Harry all he needed to know. She was 
about to orgasm. He was certain of it. His lips nibbled 
mercilessly at her throbbing clit, sucking the hardened bud 
in and out of his mouth. Within moments she was thrashing 
and writhing, her lithe and graceful hot body undulating 
wildly beneath him. As she reached her climaxed, Fleur 
grabbed the back of Harry's head with both hands and 
pushed his face hard against her juicy cunt-mound, rotating 



her hips drunkenly in a desperate attempt to bring every 
corner of her spasming cunt into contact with his slurping 
mouth. 

Fleur was cumming... cumming as she would never come 
again, cumming as only an veela _can_ cum. She was totally 
oblivious to everything around her, concentrating only on 
maximizing the intense pleasure the young wizard's lips and 
tongue were generating in her pulsating cunt. Harry licked 
and sucked the hot veela dry, his mouth reluctantly leaving 
her quivering fuck-hole only after her spasms had died away 
and every drop of her delicious cum-cream had passed over 
his tongue and down his thirsty gullet. 

He straightened up and took his cock in his left hand, 
stroking the mighty organ to erection as he knelt between 
her athletic thighs. He looked down at the veela with pure 
lust blazing in his eyes. It was a dream come true. He had 
always had a thing for veelas, the hoterthe better, but Fleur 
was perfect... well proportioned, and above all... like her 
race actualy was... extremely willing. 

He stared at Fleur's naked body sprawled sexily on the grass 
before him. Her legs were still shamelessly spread wide 
apart, exactly the way he had left her. Harry worked his hand 
firmly up and down over his prick as he let his gaze wander 
up and down her body from her delicate boobs to her pink, 
squeaky-clean cunt. Fleur came out of her post-orgasmic 
trance and opened her eyes. The first thing she saw was 
Harry's huge erect cock, and she watched with wide eyes as 
his fist jerked firmly up and down the formidable weapon... 

"Ohhh, your prick is huge... much bigger than Roger's!", she 
said, pushing herself up on her elbows to get a better look. 
Harry saw a look of alarm cross her angelic features as Fleur 
saw how big the mammoth organ really was. 



“Don't worry, love! Once I get it inside you, you're gonna 
love every inch of it!'' 

“But it'll never fit into my cunt!'', she whined. 

Harry knew it would fit, but he also knew that he was 
wasting time trying to convince her. He would have to get 
her so aroused that she'd eventually beg him for it, then 
he'd stick every last fucking inch of it into her pussy and 
screw the living daylights out of the horny cunt. He lay down 
beside her and rolled her towards him. 

“We don't have to fuck if you don't want to, love!'', he 
whispered, running his hands over her body, fondling her 
taut buttocks and squeezing her nipples. 

“We don't?'', Fleur asked with surprise. 

That was the only thing most of wizards she knew wanted 
from her. Sure, some had felt her up and kissed her, but 
Roger was the only one she had let put his cock inside her 
pussy. The first time, a couple of weeks ago, was painful, and 
by the time he had finished she was only just beginning to 
feel something wonderful building inside her swollen pussy. 

It frustrated her at the time, so she let him do it to her 
again... today... out here in the clearing, hoping to find the 
elusive fulfillment that had escaped her before. But the 
second time was the same... just as she had started to feel 
something, Roger squirted inside her and got off. She had 
asked him to try again, but Roger only laughed and made 
fun of her. That sure was the end of their relationship. They 
had a fight and that was when Harry had appeared. Harry 
was the only one who had successfully brought her to the 
wonderful experience of orgasm, and she loved him for it. 

“Did you like getting your pussy sucked, Fleur", asked Harry, 
putting his hand on her swollen cuntmound. 



“Oh, Ohhh yes! I... U mm mm mm mm I Ooooh, Harry!", she 
moaned as Harry's middle finger slipped between her moist 
cuntlipsand massaged her clitoris. 

Harry crushed his lips to hers, kissing the hot veela hotly, 
forcing his hard tongue deep into her warm, receptive 
mouth. After a few minutes of passionate trenching, he let 
his hot lips slide down over her soft, creamy neck to her 
breasts, and Fleur groaned with delight as Harry sucked the 
hard, pink nipples into his greedy mouth. 

“Uhhhhhhmmmm, yesss, Harry! Suck my tits!", she wailed. 
“Suck my tits and feel my cunt! Oooooooh, it feels soooo 
good!" 

Harry pulled his mouth off Fleur's tits and whispered in her 
ear. “You're a hot cunt, aren't you!" 

“Mmmmm, y... yesss!", she moaned, her eyes tightly closed 
as she wiggled her aroused twat against his hand. 

“Tell me, love!", grunted Harry. “Tell me what a hot cunt you 
are!" 

“Oooooh, Harry! I am! I am! I'm such a hot cunt!", gasped 
Fleur. 

“And who are you hot for, love?", Harry asked, fucking his 
finger in and out of her tight, wet cunthole with a 
vengeance. 

“You!... You Harry!... I'm hot for you!", she screamed, 
grabbing hold of his cock. 

“Ah, you like my big fat prick, do you, love?" 



“Mm mm mm, yesss! I love to feel it, Harry! It's so soft and 
smooth and hard, all at the same time." 

“It's gonna feel even better inside your pussy, love! I can 
promise you that!'', Harry groaned as the veela began to jerk 
her fingers up and down the length of his erection again. It 
felt wonderful, but he needed more! 

“Sit up, baby!'', said Harry suddenly. 

Fleur did as she was told. Harry knelt in front of her and 
guided the tip of his cock towards her pink mouth. The veela 
seemed hypnotized by the very sight of it so close to her. 
Looking down its massive length, Fleur found it impossible 
to imagine anything so huge going inside of her pussy. Not 
only was it as thick as her wrist, it was so very long! 'How in 
the world can her cunt be deep enough to hold all that!', she 
wondered. The stiff pole was at least eight inches long! If not 
more! How could a fifthteen years old have a dick like that? 
Then she remembered the stories told by other veelas about 
the Potters prowess in “battle". And those sure were 
something... 

Harry's whole body seemed to be quivering all over. She 
knew instinctively that he wanted something, that he 
needed her, and the thought thrilled the hot veela. 

“Suck it, love!", said Harry. “Get it nice and hard so he can 
stick it up your hot, tight cunthole!" 

Fleur sure wanted to try that. His finger in her cunt had 
gotten the nineteen-year-old so hot, she would have done 
just about anything the handsome wizard asked. She felt his 
prick-head rub against her lips. It felt smooth to the touch, 
as if it was made of silk, and although it was rock-hard, it felt 
soft as a feather against her lips. Fleur could smell a strong 
musky odour rising from it. She knew instinctively that it 



was the fragrance of sex, and it turned her on even more. 
The veela gasped and opened her lips wide, leaning 
forwards to take Harry's throbbing cock into her mouth. Her 
long silvery blonde hair fell seductively over her round 
pointed tits as Harry put his hand on the back of her head 
and pushed his huge prick into her hot, moist mouth. 

The thought of sucking a cock had frightened Fleur at first, 
but it also thrilled her in a strange and inexplicable way. She 
had to do try it... Opening her mouth as wide as possible, 
Fleur tried to suck in as much of his cock as possible. She 
was only able to get half the length of his tool into her 
mouth, the rest remained outside. Very carefully and 
methodically, the veela began to suck it, a nervous beginner 
who was extremely anxious to learn. She wrapped her lips 
around the head of his cock and sucked tentatively, not 
knowing what to expect. 

“Uhhh, nice!... Real nice! But I want you to suck harder, 

Fleur. Don't be afraid to suck as hard as you like, love!" 

Harry winced as the veela's teeth rasped along his prick. 
"Ouch!... Careful, hlove, you're teeth are sharp!", 
complained Harry, holding her head back a little. "Use your 
lips... just use your lips and tongue, ok!" 

Fleur mumbled something unintelligible and nodded, 
causing Harry's cock to slip out of her mouth. 

"I'm sorry, Harry!", she whimpered. "I'm not real good at it, 
am I?" 

"Don't worry, love. Just relax and let it come naturally!", 
comforted Harry. The veela looked up at him with her big 
blue eyes and smiled. 

"Play with my pussy again, Harry!", she asked. "Fuck my 
cunt with your fingers while I suck your cock... please?" 



Harry smiled back, excited by her shameless request. She's 
catching on REAL fast, bethought, reaching down between 
her eagerly spread thighs. 

“Ok, love!", he whispered. “My pleasure!" 

As he cupped Fleur's hot, moist pussy, Harry felt the veela's 
warm lips return to his aching prick. This time she was a bit 
better at it, and after sucking as much of his enormous cock 
into her mouth as she could, she wrapped her fingers around 
the remaining length, and began to jerk him off at the same 
time. Harry rubbed her swollen cuntmound with the palm of 
his hand, letting his fingers stray playfully over the pink 
rosebud of her anus. 

“Mmmmmm! Mmmmmm! Mmmmmmmmmml", she moaned, 
her lips still slurping noisily at his cock. Her hips hunched up 
off the ground at his hand, and Harry knew it was because of 
his finger action on her sensitive asshole. He decided to see 
how far she was prepared to let him go. He soothed her a 
little first by gently pushing his thumb into the veela's 
succulent twat, fucking it slowly in and out of her tight 
cunthole until she was writhing with pleasure. Then, once 
she had gotten used to his thumb in her cunt, Harry pressed 
his middle finger against her moist, quivering asshole and 
pushed. Slowly but surely, his finger penetrated her behind 
until his palm came to rest on the soft expanse of flesh 
between her two tight holes. 

“Mmmmfffff! Ummmmmmmm! Affffffmmmmmml", were the 
only sounds that Fleur could make as Harry plugged the hot 
veela in all three holes of her horny, hot body. Fleur was 
beside herself with joy. It didn't hurt at all! On the contrary, 
his finger up her rear passage felt good... real good, 
especially with his thumb fucking her cunt and his cock in 
her mouth at the same time. The veela felt filled... filled with 



everything he could give her... yet deep down, she wanted 
more! 


“Oh, Merlin, you gorgeous cunt!", breathed Harry as Fleur 
began to rotate her hips and push her ass against him, 
trying to get as much of his hand inside her two seething 
holes as possible. He reciprocated by plunging his thumb 
and finger deeply into her, squeezing her hot, juicy 
membranes between them. He could feel the tip of his 
thumb press firmly against the tip of his finger deep inside 
her, separated from each other by a thin, elastic wall. 

“You like that, don't you, love?", snarled Harry. “You like 
getting fucked in both holes at the same time, don't you?" 
His twin digits were ramming into her crotch like two 
pumping cocks, and the strange combination drove Fleur 
wild. She tried to take her mouth off his throbbing erection 
to answer, but Harry wouldn't let her. He held her by the 
back of the head and forced her mouth further down over his 
aching cock. “Get your mouth back on my prick, love, and 
leave it there!'', he ordered. “Or I'll take my fingers out of 
you right now!" 

Without a sound, Fleur went back to sucking the young 
wizard's huge cock with gusto. She didn't want Harry to 
stop. The feelings that his finger and thumb were generating 
inside her throbbing pussy and asshole were just too good... 
and they were getting better every second! 

Erotic sensations were coursing like lightning throughout 
Fleur's horny body, causing her tender hot twat to overflow 
with fluid. Harry's finger and thumb slurped and squished 
noisily in her juices as his plunging digits sent ecstatic 
surges of erupting passion through her pussy. Soon, the 
wonderful melty feelings began to spread outwards from her 
stimulated loins like wildfire, engulfing her entire body. 



Fleur no longer had any inhibitions, she wanted this 
handsome stranger to do everything with her, even to fuck 
her with that monster prick of his. The horny veela was lost 
in a spiralling vortex of total sexual abandon. Wrenching her 
mouth from his cock, Fleur screamed out her innermost 
desires. Nothing mattered now... nothing but her new-found 
sexual pleasure. 

"Oooooooh, Ohhh!... I can't stand it any more!... Fuck me!... 
Oh, Ohhh! Please fuck me!", begged the veela, her cunt and 
ass were writhing on his hand as she stared wildly into his 
eyes. 

Her elfish features were twisted into a mask of pure, raw 
lust... a look that expressed her desperate, yearning need 
for more than words ever could. 

"You bet your sweet ass I'll fuck you, love!", panted Harry, 
pushing the veela onto her back. Fleur opened her legs as 
wide as she could as Harry mounted her, giving him 
complete access to her hot pussy. She felt the tip of his cock 
pushing her cuntlips apart, stretching them open as his 
huge prick penetrated her cunt. It was only half way in when 
Fleur screamed in pain. Harry stopped and rested his weight 
on both hands, giving the veela a chance to accept the 
thickness of his massive cock inside her tight fuckhole. 

"Sorry, love!", he panted. "You okay?" 

"Ummmm! Yes!.. It hurt a bit, but now it's starting to feel 
nice!" 

Harry knew that this was the moment of truth. If he plunged 
straight into the her hot, wet twat, like his cock urged him 
to, he would hurt her... However, on the other hand, if he 
took it easy and maximized her pleasure, he would have 
another hot convert who he could fuck and suck at his 



leisure... any time he wanted. It had to be done just right! 
The part of his cock that was already in Fleur's eager pulsing 
hole was getting a really tight squeeze. 

Her inner labia closed around its girth, almost choking his 
prick's bulbous head. But though it was incredibly tight... or 
probably because of that... it felt wonderful! Harry was 
almost overcome with the sudden urge to ram his cock the 
rest of the way into her, but caught himself at the last 
moment. Fleur's warm cuntal walls clenching around his 
hard, throbbing prick were almost too good to resist... then, 
incredibly, she actually begged him to go deeper! 

"I can take it!", she moaned. "I can take it all!... Push hard!... 
Really fuck it into me, Harry!" 

"You're gonna love this, I promise!" Harry pushed, burying 
his cock to the hilt inside her tight, clinging snatch. 

"Ohhhh, Uhhhhhhhhh, Ummmmmmm!" The veela was 
screaming differently now, as Harry's massive prick 
penetrated and stretched her tight cunt to the limit. 

"Ahhhhh! Your cock is all the way inside me," she wailed. 
"Ooooohh, Harry. Your cock!... It's in really deep!" 

Fleur could hardly believe it was happening to her. Now that 
the initial pain was gone, the feel of Harry's huge monster¬ 
sized cock stuffed way up inside her twat made her wild with 
excitement. Nothing before ever felt as good as having this 
wizard's big, hard prick inside her pussy. She felt it all the 
way deep inside her, her pussy lips stretching tighter and 
tighter around its massive circumference. Fleur looked up 
into Harry's passionate eyes, her own filled with timid 
urgency. 


"More, Harry!", she pleaded. "Give me more!... Move in me!" 



She could scarcely breathe, his hold on her was so tight and 
her excitement so intense. She whimpered and panted with 
pleasure as Harry began to fuck her slow. Her hot belly felt 
completely filled with his huge, throbbing cock, and she 
gasped with delight as it seemed to swell more and more 
within her. It was a feeling that the precocious veela would 
soon learn to love. Slowly, Harry began to raise and lower his 
hips, smiling at the look of obvious pleasure on her elfin face 
as his cock slid back and forth in her slippery, juice- 
drenched hot snatch. 

“You like being fucked, don't you Fleur!", he whispered, 
stroking his cock gently in and out of her tight, clinging 
cunthole. “You like my hard cock fucking you, don't you?... 
Say it!... Tell me how much you like it, love!"" 

“Oh, Ohhh, yesss!", moaned the veela. “Ohhh, I love it! I 
love your big fucking cock!... Fuck! Ohhh, it feels like a 
goddamn horse is fucking me!" 

“Not a horse, honey. Just a big, fat cock!", replied Harry with 
a grin. 

He began to move faster as his prick became well and truly 
lubricated by her abundant pussy-cream. His cock felt like a 
boa constrictor was wrapped around it, pressing it urgently 
and squeezing the very life out of it. But Harry was in 
ecstasy. The snug fit of the veela's tight twat was absolutely 
fucking wonderful! 

Fleur moaned with delight as Harry began to pump her 
squirming hot belly full of rock-hard cockmeat. His long, 
thick pistoning prick was making her tingly cunt feel so 
alive... alive with an insatiable hunger for sex. 


It was the most erotic pleasure her body had ever felt. It was 
more thrilling than having her pussy licked, better than 



having a finger in her twat, and far, far better than having 
Roger's skinny little tool diddling around in her cunt. 
Nothing felt as good as Harry's fucking prick... nothing at 
all! 

Although he had felt intolerably large inside her at first, 
Fleur could feel her cunt adjusting to the size of his cock. 
The smooth, elastic walls were spreading a little to give him 
enough room to move freely, and the copious flow of cunt- 
juices greased his mighty pole as it plunged wetly in and 
out, making loud sucking noises. His cockhead was poking 
further into her hot fuckhole than any finger or cock had 
ever done before. She could feel it hit hard up against the 
end of her cunt with every downward thrust. At the same 
time, she also felt his heavy balls slap against her asshole 
and the bristles of his curly pubic bush against her pussy. 

Harry gazed down at Fleur's athletic hot body beneath him. 
She looked so perfect, her angelic face flushed and sweaty 
as she held on for dear life, a look of painful determination 
on her pretty features. 

"What's wrong, love?", asked Harry, slowing his strokes a 
little. "Am I hurting you?" 

"Uhhhnnn...n.. no! It feels nice! But it did hurt a bit at first! 

"It won't now, baby! Lift your legs up over my shoulders and 
I'll give you a REAL fuck!" 

With a little squeal of pleasure, Fleur obeyed immediately, 
pulling her knees up and draping her slim legs over his 
shoulders as he had asked. Then, Harry began to stroke his 
cock in and out full length, drilling her deeply with his big 
prong. After only a couple of thrusts, the hot veela began 
moving with him, lifting her athletic hips up at him 
rhythmically, her buttocks working instinctively to push her 



tight pussy up towards his plunging prick. With each 
penetrating drive, she loved it more and more, and began 
writhing her cunt shamelessly on his spearing shaft. 

“Do it to me, Harry!", she sobbed with bliss. “Fuck me hard! 
Make me have a climax! Make me cum, mon amour! Uhhhh! 
Hhuuhhhh! Ohhhh! Merlin that feels gooood!" 

“What ever happened to calling me 'Harry'?", panted Harry. 

“Ahhhh! Ummmmm! I.. Oooohhhh Ohhh!.. I'll c..call you 
anything you want! Just keep on fucking meeeee!... Oh 
Ohhh, I love your big cock in me, so much!" 

Harry continued to penetrate the veela's tight, slippery 
cunthole again and again, withdrawing to the tip then 
driving his prick in all the way to the hilt. His body shivered 
with every stroke, as he fucked her with all his strength. His 
breathing became heavy and laboured with the exertion. 

“Fuck! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Oh, damn! You're a fantastic 
fuck, Fleur!", grunted Harry as he thrust into her. “Ohhh, 
what a tight, hot, slippery little cunt! Uh! Uhhh!" 

Fleur barely heard him. There was a ringing and pounding in 
her ears as wave after wave of ecstasy coursed through her 
body. Harry's big, hard cock was driving her wild! 

“Ohhhhhhh! Ohhh!", screamed Fleur. “Do it hard! 
Uhhhhngggghh! Oh, Ohhh! Fuck me!... It's happening! It's 
happening again! I... I'm c...cummmmmming!" 

She was coming alright, and Harry knew it was a big one 
when he felt the veela's body stiffen under him. Her cunt 
convulsed around his mighty cock with rapid, rhythmical 
contractions, her hips bucking and twisting like mad, 
desperate for more of her lover's wonderful, pistoning cock. 



Harry gave her exactly what she wanted, fucking the sexy 
nineteen-year-old as hard and as fast as he could, relishing 
the fantastic feeling of her tight, unused pussy climaxing 
around his throbbing cock. 

He plunged into her mercilessly, grinding his hard pubic 
mound against her throbbing clitoris, smashing his prick 
deep into her wide-spread cunt with long, powerful thrusts... 
thrusts that without the proper preparation would have split 
the veela's tight pussy in two. Harry's patience and control 
had paid off and now he was fucking the horny veela as he 
had wanted to since he had set eyes on her... deep and hard 
and fast... and to his delight, she was fucking him back with 
eagerness, shamelessly throwing her hot, tight cunt up at 
him like a demon. 

“Arhhhhh Uhhhhnnnnn! Ohhh! Ohhhh! Haaaarrrrrryyyy! 

Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck meeeeeeee!", squealed Fleur as 
Harry's pounding prick drove her over the edge into orgasm 
once more. She couldn't believe it! Never in her wildest 
fantasies, did the hot veela ever imagine that a cock could 
make her climax so many times in a row. 

It swept her breath away, and her reason with it as, spurt 
upon spurt, her pleasure-wracked pussy released it's fluid to 
fill her joy box with cum-juice time and time again. It was 
much better than when he had sucked her cunt... this time 
her pussy was packed to the hilt with eight or nine solid 
inches of hard, thick cockmeat. Better still, with each stroke, 
Harry's groin mashed hard against her upthrust pubic 
mound, sending her clit into wild spasms of intense 
pleasure. 


“Ahhhhhhggggghhh! I can't believe it!", squealed Fleur as a 
third orgasm started deep within her highly aroused hot 



loins. “I'm coming again! Oh, Ohhhl... Oooooo, don't stop!... 
Don't ever stop!... Make me come forever!'' 

Harry had no intention of stopping. The gorgeous veela was 
one hot peace of ass, and it was adding to his own 
excitement enormously to give this creature of pleasure the 
ultimate female pleasure... multiple orgasms. Her cunt was 
contracting deliciously around his rigid prick as he rammed 
it ever deeper into the veela's squirming twat, the grunting 
sounds she was making driving him crazy. Harry felt his balls 
slapping against her asshole and couldn't help but imagine 
how much harder she would be able to grip him with that 
tight hole. He bent forwards and her flushed neck, leaving a 
river of hot saliva behind. Fleur immediately grabbed the 
back of his head and crushed her parted lips over his, 
kissing him hard. Her hot tongue stabbing into his open 
mouth with the same tempo and enthusiasm that Harry's 
cock exhibited as it plunged in and out of her bucking cunt. 

Moving rhythmically and not stopping for a second, Harry 
worked to give Fleur as many orgasms as her hot cunt could 
churn out, struggling all the while to hold back his own. 

Even after her whimpers of pleasure had died down, Harry 
kept up his pelvic movements, till he was sure the veela had 
completely finished cumming. Then, when her body started 
to relax, and her muscles weren't quite so flexed, he 
withdrew and lay down on the grass beside her, his still- 
rampant cock resting wetly on her creamy thigh. Harry ran 
his hands over her hot, damp flesh as she lay panting beside 
him. Her eyes were closed and her breath came in deep, 
exhausted gasps. 

“I bet none of your boyfriends ever made you come like that, 
love?'', Harry whispered hotly into her ear. He began 
stroking the veela's full heaving tits, rubbing her nipples 
gently between thumb and forefinger. 



“Ohhhh, Ohhh no!... Never!”, she breathed, throwing her 
arms around him. "I've never felt anything so wonderful in 
my life!... It was fantastic!” 

Harry looked down into her beautiful blue angel eyes and 
smiled. "Anything to please you, love!”, breathed Harry 
slipping two of his fingers into her juicy, gaping cuntslit. 

"Oooooo, you naughty, naughty Harry Potter!”, giggled 
Fleur, rotating her hips lewdly on Harry's probing fingers. 
"Mmmmmm! Ohhh, if you keep that up, you're gonna get 
me all hot again!” 

"That's the whole idea, love!”, grunted Harry, sinking his 
fingers as far as he could into the slick velvet depths of her 
gaping cunt. "Play with my cock while I get you good and 
ready for more!” 

Fleur reached for his prick and gasped with surprise when 
she felt it's pulsing rigidity. 

"You didn't come!”, she said with wonder. "This evening 
when Roger fucked me, he came before I did! It wasn't much 
fun at all.” 

"He needs more practice!” he grinned, nodding down a his 
formidable harden. 

Fleur stared at the huge throbbing organ nestled in her 
hand. It glistened with moisture, and her heart skipped a 
beat with excitement as she realized it was still covered with 
her cunt juices... her own sticky cum. It looked so big and 
red and angry in her fingers. The look, the feel and even the 
smell of it excited her terribly! Now that she knew how 
utterly fantastic it felt plowing in and out of her hot cunt, 
she wanted more... much, much more! 



Harry saw the hungry look in her eyes and smiled to himself. 
She was hooked, he thought. His fingers found her clit and 
he played with it, stroking and rubbing the stiff bud expertly. 
He watched her squirm. 

“How many times did you come before, baby!", he asked. 

“Oh, Ohhh! So many times I lost count! I think I even 
blacked out for a moment, it was unbelievable." Suddenly, 
she looked up at him longingly. 

“Will it be that good every time we fuck?" 

“I certainly hope so, honey!", smiled Harry, understanding 
clearly that this wont be the only time. 

“Good, let's do it again... right now!", she said 
enthusiastically, pulling on his prick. Fleur lay back as she 
had done before and spread her legs wide, her gaping slit 
more than ready to receive his big, stiff cock. 

But Harry had other ideas. He grabbed the naked veela by 
the hips and rolled over, pulling her on top of him until 
Fleur's cunt was poised above his erect cock. She was on all 
fours, her knees straddling his hips, and her hands on his 
shoulders, supporting her weight on stiffened arms. 

“Now, sit on my cock, love!", groaned Harry. “That way you 
can have as much of it as you want... You're in control now, 
baby... go for it!" 

Fleur reached down between her thighs and grasped his 
cock with trembling fingers, pressing the swollen, purple tip 
against her open cunt. It pulsed and jumped anxiously, 
nuzzling her slippery pussy-lips with it's bulging head. The 
veela shivered with pleasure at the delicious contact. 



moaning deep down in her throat as she rubbed his 
cockhead up and down the length of her juicy, quivering slit. 

Her involuntary response made Harry's cock twitch, the rigid 
organ throbbing with excitement at the sight of the hotster's 
undisguised lust. He could feel the tender tissues of her cunt 
opening as she lowered herself slowly onto his upthrust 
prick. Harry watched and felt with growing excitement as 
her cuntlips parted, and his cock entered her, slicing deeply 
into her cuntmound as the veela hunched downwards onto 
him. Although her cunt was well lubricated from their 
previous fuck, her weight alone wasn't sufficient to 
overcome the resistance of his thick cock in her tight pussy. 
Harry grasped the cheeks of her ass and literally pulled her 
cunt down onto his upthrust prick. The fit was tight and hot, 
and Harry moaned once more as he felt his entire cock 
deeply imbedded in the veela's snug fuckhole. 

"Oh, love!... Damn, that's tight!", he gasped as Fleur settled 
herself fully on him. "Ohhh! Ohhh, you gorgeous, sexy 
cunt!... Am I ever gonna give you a fuck to remember!" 

"Oooooh, Harry!", she purred. "Oooooo, yesssss, fuck me! 
Fuck my pussy! Oh, yes, yes! Mmmmm, you're cock feels 
soooo good up there! It's all the way in, Harry! Now, fuck me 
good! Fuck my tight, juicy cunt real good!" 

"Unnnggghhh!... Ohhh!... I will, love!... Mmmmmmm, 
believe me I will!" 

Ever so eagerly, the excited hot nineteen-year-old began to 
hump her tightly-stretched quim up and down on Harry's 
cock, whimpering and moaning incessantly as the rock-hard 
shaft fucked in and out of her cunt. Her firm hot buttocks 
clenched and relaxed with the effort and her athletic back 
arched in ecstasy as Fleur took her pleasure. Her heart 



shape ass and firm, round, full breasts wiggled sensuously 
as she bucked around wildly on his upthrust prick. 

Harry's grinding hips moved solidly as he worked his long, 
steely prong ever so deeply inside of the hot veela's bucking 
hole. Her bright pink cuntlips were pushed wide apart by his 
massive cock, and mashed repeatedly against the base of 
his thick shaft each time he lunged up into her. 

"Uhhhhhhhhhhhh! Ohhhdddd! Fuck, what a cock!", 
squealed Fleur, bouncing up and down on him like crazy. 
"Ohhh, fuck me Harry! Fill my hot snatch with your big, fat 
prick and fuck me!... Ohhh! Ohhh! Harry! Uhhhhhhhhhhhh!" 
Hearing her urgent cry, Harry hunched his cock up at her as 
hard as he could, burying his stiff, throbbing pole as deeply 
as possible inside the veela's slippery, squirming twat. 

"Mmmmmm! Damn, that's fantastic!", he moaned. "Uhhhh, 
yeahhhh! Hot and tight and wet!... Ohhh, I love hot pussy! 

... Ooooh! Shake that cunt for me, baby! Yes, that's it, grind 
it down real hard!" 

They both made noises like wild animals, the inner muscles 
of Fleur's tight cunt clasping Harry's plunging cock like a 
vice. He began pumping harder, knowing the horny hot 
veela was ready for everything he could throw at her. Fleur 
gasped aloud with each powerful stroke, arching her back 
and thrusting her hips down to meet his pumping cock. She 
bucked and jumped wildly around on top of him, 
whimpering deep down in her throat as she worked to push 
Harry's rock-hard cock further and further inside her. Fleur 
felt as though she was loosing her mind, his huge throbbing 
penis was ramming so far up her drooling cunthole it hurt... 
but it hurt so good that the veela only wanted to feel more 
and more of it. 



“Harry... Harry... Harry!", she screamed, unable to contain 
herself any longer. "Fuck me!... Ohhhh, fuck me harder, 
faster! OHHHH! MERLIN! FUCK ME!" 

Her naked tits heaved and jiggled, and her long blonde hair 
swirled around her shoulders as Harry rammed his cock in 
and out of her eagerly bouncing pussy. The rigid cock 
between her legs seemed to be getting bigger and harder 
with every deep penetration, and soon Fleur began to cry 
out, screaming with ecstasy at the excruciating pleasure 
caused by the battering her sex-starved pussy was receiving 
far up between its tautly stretched lips. Her cunt was on fire, 
and each stab of his prick sent waves of pure ecstasy 
coursing up her spine. Soon it became just too much for her. 

"Ohhhh, Ohhh!... Oh, Ohhh! Ohhhhhhh!... Yes! Yessss, 
Uuuhh, uuuuh. I'm gonna come!" 

Her cunt-juice covered his balls now, and as Harry continued 
pumping, more began to flow from her cock-ravaged cunt, 
saturating both their crotches with her warm, creamy fluids. 
He was close to orgasm too and speeded up his strokes so 
that they would come at the same time. 

"Come, love! Come with me! I'm gonna shoot too, I can feel 
it!", grunted Harry. Fleur suddenly felt his cock swell to 
unbelievable proportions, stretching her pussy even wider 
as the spunk welled up in his balls. 

"Oh, Harry! Yesss! Come in me! Fill me with your fuckin' 
spunk! Uhh! Uggh!" Harry felt the hot veela stiffen and 
shudder, whimpering with pure pleasure as she climaxed. 
Her hole gave his cock a mighty squeeze as her spasming 
cuntal muscles contracted in orgasm once more. 

But still Harry hadn't come. He was real close, he could feel 
it, all it needed was a few deep jabs and he'd be there. 



“Fuck, baby! Squirm your cunt on my prick! Uhhh! 

Mmmmm! That's it! Squeeze your pussy! Oh, Ohhh! Here it 
comes!... Uhhhhh! Fuck, Fleur!... FUCK!... Fuckyourcunt 
onto my cock like crazy, honey! Arghhhhhh! I'm 
cummmmming!'' 

She felt him tense up, then his prick jerked inside her. In a 
flash, there was an eruption deep in her twat that sent her 
hot mind reeling. A geyser of hot, steaming jizz splashed 
against her womb in jet after jet, making her climax 
immediately. All she could do to keep from fainting was to 
scream. 

“AHHHHHHHHH! OH, MY GOD! 
GGGHHHHNNNNUUUUUGGHHH!HHHHUUUUHHHH! 
GGGGAAAHHH! OOOOOOH, HAAAARRRRYYYY! OHH! OHHH! 
OHHHHHH! FUUUUUCK! 

It seemed to Harry that his balls were being milked dry by 
the veela's tight sucking cunt as the last drop of semen 
dribbled from his tool and he went limp. Fleur had slumped 
forwards onto his chest, and the two of them just lay there 
panting with exhaustion for several minutes, trying to catch 
their breath. Harry's prick was still buried deeply in the 
veela's twitching cunt, he could feel the muscles of her 
satisfied pussy massaging the throbbing shaft from base to 
tip. He reached down and cupped the cheeks of her ass. The 
firm mounds fit perfectly into his hands, and as he began 
squeeze and fondle them, Fleur reacted by grinding her cunt 
down onto his cock, the fires of lust quickly rekindled in her 
needy loins. 

“Ohhhh, Ohhh, that was even better than the first time!'', 
she moaned, nuzzling his neck. “I came so hard I almost 
fainted. Was it good for you too?'' 



“You bet your hot ass it was, love!", replied Harry. “I don't 
think I've got a drop of cum left in my balls. Your cunt has 
sucked them dry!" 

“I hope not, mon amour!'', giggled the veela, rubbing her 
body against him suggestively. “I want you to do it to me 
again!" 

“You horny nympho!", laughed Harry, slapping her butt 
playfully. “You can't get enough of my big, hard prick can 
you?" 

“Nope!", said Fleur with a grin. She felt his cock twitch and 
swell within her and added, “Ooooo!... and it feels to me that 
you can't get enough of my hot cunt either, mon amour!" 

Harry's cock, which started to deflate as soon as he 
climaxed, had surprisingly began to stiffen as she lay on top 
of him. The excitement of fucking this gorgeous, sexy veela 
was like a drug, and his prick reacted accordingly, springing 
to immediate attention within her enveloping cuntal sheath. 

“I guess you're right, love!", he admitted. “I'm feeling very 
horny this evening!" 

“Mmmmm!... Lucky me!", murmured Fleur, enjoying the 
delicious feeling of his cock expanding rapidly in the hot, 
juicy confines of her cunt. Soon it was as long and hard as it 
had been before, throbbing against the walls of her 
squirming twat in all it's former glory. Without moving his 
hips, Harry made it twitch and jerk inside her. 

“Feel that, love?", he grinned lewdly. 

“Oooooh, yes! Fuck!... can I ever! It feels so much bigger 
than before!" 



“It might be, love, but my guess is that your sweet pussy has 
been fucked so much now, it's a bit swollen. Either way, it's 
still a nice tight fit.'' 

“Good! Then shut up and fuck me with it!'', groaned Fleur, 
hunching her hips shamelessly up and down on him. She 
was eager for more of the mind-blowing pleasure that 
Harry's big, thick cock could give her. 

“Okay, Fleur, honey!... But let's try something a different.'', 
he suggested. “Hop off, baby, and I'll show you a new way to 
fuck!" Fleur reluctantly did as she was told, more than a 
little unhappy that it meant having to pull her cunt off his 
pleasure-giving pole. 

Harry maneuvered the veela onto all fours and spread her 
legs, kneeling close up behind her, his cock throbbing 
rigidly between her open thighs. He held his huge erection 
in one hand and reached between her thighs with the other, 
running his fingers the entire length of her hot, dripping slit. 

“Uhhhhhh! That feels so gooooood!... Mmmmm! But your 
cock would feel much... much better, Harry!'', she husked, 
smiling back at him over her shoulder. 

It was the sexiest smile Harry had ever seen. Her long 
blonde hair was strewn over her shoulders and her face was 
looking at him with that sultry, ' hurry-up-and-fuck-me' look 
that Hermione and Daphne and Tracey gett when they can't 
wait a moment longer. Her thighs were wide apart, revealing 
the pink wet slit of her cunt... swollen and glistening with 
juice... just waiting to be fucked. And in her excitement, she 
offered it to him shamelessly, waggling her hot ass at him in 
wanton invitation. 

“Ohhh, but you're a hot, sexy bitch!'', said Harry, rubbing his 
fingers through the pink, glistening flesh of Fleur's hotly 



aroused pubes. The veela moaned and pressed her cunt 
suggestively against his massaging hand. 

“So, I'm a bitch, huh?'', she murmured, spreading her legs 
even further apart. “Then do something about it!... Come on, 
Harry! Put that big, fat thing you call a cock inside my pussy 
and fuck me like a bitch then!" The look on her angelic face 
was pure wanton lust. “Isn't that why they call this the 
doggie position, Harry?'', she added grinning. 

Fleur's juicy, exposed pussy simply begged to be fucked, 
and Harry couldn't resist a moment longer! He grabbed her 
hips and pulled her against him. 

“Ok, love., you asked for it!...'', he grunted, "... and now 
you're gonna get it!... get ready for the fuck of your life, you 
horny witch!" 

Quickly fitting the head of his prick between the gaping lips 
of her pussy, Harry lunged forwards, and, with one powerful 
thrust, rammed his huge, throbbing cock inside her to the 
very balls. 

“UUUUUUHHHHHHH! GAAAAAAWWWWWWDDDD!", 
screamed Fleur as Harry's prick sliced into her tight hole. It 
went in a lot easier this time and with the new angle, it felt 
to be in a lot deeper as well. 

“Love! Ohhhhh, baby! That's fuckin' tight! Ummmmm, yeah! 
Squeeze it, Fleur! Squeeze my cock with your hot cunt, 
honey!", groaned Harry as he began to throw his cock to her 
in ernest. Her ass quivered as he hunched into her, jamming 
his prick in as far as it would go, then pulling it almost all of 
the way out. 

“Ohhhh, Harry! Fuck me! Screw me! Stick that prick way up 
into my belly!... I love it! I just love it! Ohhhhhhhhh! 



Uhhhhhhhhhmmmmmmm! Fuck! Ohhh,fuck!'' 


Her words excited him just as much as the incredible friction 
of her tight cunt on his plunging cock. In no time at all, she 
was twisting and bucking her ass like crazy... moaning 
loudly as Harry thrust his massive cock into her frothy hot 
pussy like a human battering ram. The pink, juicy flesh of 
her cunt pushed in and pulled out around the glistening 
shaft with every powerful stroke, clinging tightly to his 
pistoning cock. Harry reached forward to fondle Fleur's 
dangling tits, squeezing the jiggling globes and rubbing the 
erect nipples. 

"Oooh, yes! Play with my tits, Harry! Play with my tits while 
you fuck me!" 

"AHHHHHHH! OHHHH, YES! FUCK MEEEE! FUCK ME AS HARD 
AS YOU CAN!... UHHH, GIVE IT TO ME!... YES! OH, FUCK 
YESSS! I'M CUMING!... I'M CUMMMMING!" 

"Ok, love! Do it! Come for me!", grunted Harry as he fucked 
the writhing veela to orgasm. "Come on my cock!... Squeeze 
your hot pussy around it, honey!... Uhhhhhnnnnn! Ohhh, 
what a cunt!... what a fuck!" 

Harry rammed his prick into the veela's pussy rapidly, 
making her squeal. He grabbed her narrow hips and pulled 
her back against him hard, his thighs slapping noisily 
against her juice-smeared ass with every powerful stroke. 
Fleur was churning her hips wildly, feeling the waves of 
pleasure wash over her again and again as Harry's cock 
smashed into her. He looked down between their heaving 
bodies and marvelled at the highly arousing sight. His long, 
thick shaft glistened with wetness, throbbing visibly as it 
slid in and out of Fleur's stretched cunthole like a well- 
greased piston. 



“Uhhhh yes! That's it, baby! Grind those hips! Push your hot 
snatch back onto my cock as hard as you can!... Ohhh, I 
don't think I can hold back any longer!", screamed Harry as 
he felt the hot tide of release rise in his swollen balls. He 
began to fuck her faster, ramming his cock in and out with 
short, hard lunges, ravaging her tight, slippery cunt with 
relentless vigour. 

"Oooooooh, yes, Harry!", Fleur cried. "Go fast! Fuck me fast! 
Unnnnnghhh! It feels so good!... Ohhh! I can feel your cock 
throb... feel it jerk inside my cunt! Oh, ram it in deeper! 
Pound my cunt with your cock, Harry! Uhhhhh!" The veela 
was having another powerful orgasm, thrashing her ass like 
mad, fucking back onto Harry's slamming prick in wanton 
ecstasy. 

"OOOOOOH, Harry! I'M GUMMING AGAIN!... OH, MERLIN! 
OHHHH, MERLIN! OH, FUUUUCK!", she squealed, thrusting 
her cunt eagerly backwards. The friction of his cock on her 
quivering clit sent intense tremors of pleasure through her 
hot body. Harry gripped her thrashing hips tightly and 
fucked into her cunt hard and deep, shuddering with ecstasy 
as he climaxed also. 

"OH, FLEUR, LOVE! AHHHHHHHGGGGGHHH! I'M GUMMING 
TOO!", shouted Harry, his cock jerking madly in her belly as 
it pumped spurt after spurt of hot, scalding cum way up 
inside her convulsing pussy. He felt her cunt grip him. "TAKE 
IT ALL, LOVE! UHHHHHHHH! MERLIN! I'M GONNA FILL YOUR 
HOT GUNT WITH MYJIZZ, LOVE... TILL IT GOMES OUT YOUR 
FUGKIN' EARS! AHHHHHHHGGGGHH!" Harry and Fleur 
moaned and quivered as one, jerking and bucking against 
each other like wild animals as the exploding pleasure of 
their mutual orgasm overtook them completely. 



It was minutes before they stopped panting and fell apart. 
Fleur just lay there, recovering from the most powerful 
orgasm of her life. Then Harry kissed her and they couldn't 
stand up, their passion growing again... 

Some time later, they slowly got up, put their clothes on 
between many kisses... and eventually started to make their 
way back to Hogwarts. 

"After this work out, I sure could use a good meal!" said 
Harry grinning. 

"Wizards and their bellies..." the hot veela giggled. 

"Yeah... and I know where the kitchens are..." 

"Lead the way... I could use a meal after this workout..." 
They both looked at each other and started laughing... 


Chapter 22 - Dessert 

After they arrived at the Hogwarts kitchens, Harry and Fleur 
asked the house elves if they could prepare them something 
to eat. They were much to happy to oblige their visitors. And 
so, for the next hour and a half, they talked about 
everything and nothing in particular, only interrupted by the 
arrival of the food. She found out that Harry was in 
gryffindor and that's how he knew about McGonagall's mean 
temper. He found out that Fleur has just finished 
Beauxbatons and was following a mastery in Transfiguration 
under the strictly supervision of his head of house. Fleur 
discovered that he was an avid reader and a virtual 
encyclopedia of information on a wide range of subjects, 
even if he was only fifth year, very much thanks to a very 
good bestfriend that was practically a bookworm. She 




couldn't abstain from laughing at that... or the way he said it 
with a very far away look in his green eyes. He learned that 
her father was in some of the same businesses his own 
father was and that they crossed paths on some ventures 
and that her father had a very big respect for the Pottters. 
When he asked her how come she knew so much about her 
father's business partners, she told him about the fact tht 
her father had only two daughters, she and another younger 
sister. They found out that their tastes were very similar in 
muggle movies and music. 

Fleur found herself enjoying the teen's company in a way 
that she had not in a very long time, and she definitely was 
enjoying that frisson of sexual tension that was building 
again between them. And yet she felt so comfortable she 
was not feeling any of the awkwardness that she normally 
felt on a first outing with someone she talked for the first 
time. What was most surprising was that Harry was simply 
not her 'type' as she had known it to be. 

"After what you did with me, you can be such a bookworm!" 
she laughed after she dragged it out of him that he knew the 
name of every single monarch of England and knew the life 
stories of the most consequential wizards in Europe. 

"Guilty as charged." he admitted, somewhat embarrassed, 
his smile just a little shy. Fleur found it endearing. "It's just 
that I remember stuff I read." he added. His eyes suddenly 
locked on hers with a mischievous gleam. "And I've read 
somewhere that witches like you are not supposed to be 
eating alone. Ever." 


"What do you mean, witches like me?" she asked, feeling 
flattered, and amused. 



“Beautiful intelligent witches with everything a wizard could 
want." He reached out and started to stroke her hand by her 
glass on the table, and his eyes began to travel up and down 
her body. “At least, that's from what I'm seeing now." 

She felt herself flushing, and strangely, she started feeling 
something suspiciously like she was getting turned on. She 
licked her lips. “And what makes you think you'll see any 
more than what you're seeing now?" 

He grinned as he continued to caress her hand with his 
fingers. “I have this ... feeling." 

“I think," she said, smiling with lowered eyelashes, “you, 
actually, are a very bad boy." 

“Why do I get the feeling you like that?" 

“Someone should send you to your room." Fleur thought she 
really should move her hand away from his stroking fingers - 
they were becoming very distracting. But she did not. 

His smile widened slowly and as she watched, it took on a 
very different cast. “Sure. If I could take you with me." 

Her breath caught and the heat spread down and moved 
from her face to her abdomen, and then lower still. She 
squirmed in her seat unconsciously and licked her lips 
before she stopped herself. “Really?" she asked, a little 
breathily. “And what would you do to me there?" 

He licked his lips slowly, “What do you think I'd do to you 
there?" 

An image of her, naked, her legs wrapped around his back 
and him pumping away inside her, exploded into her mind. 
She felt a warmth settle between her legs and her nipples 



slowly begin to harden inside her school shirt. Another 
image; this time she was on top, frantically sliding up and 
down his shaft, her breasts cupped in his hands ... 

Fleur was squirming in her seat again, lips parted and 
staring at him. His smile was positively predatory as he 
openly undressed her with his eyes. “I don't know." she 
answered a moment after he arched an eyebrow at her 
silence, her voice still breathy. "Why don't you tell me?" 

"I think you'd be a very," he continued to stroke her hand, 
"very bad girl." 

Fleur suddenly saw herself bent over on her hands and 
knees, with him behind her, his hands on her waist and his 
dick smoothly sliding in and out of her wet and swollen cunt. 
Her nipples were completely hard now and her breathing 
had turned ragged, the circles his fingers were making on 
her hand scattering her thoughts before they could fully 
form. She saw herself again, straddled over his face, her 
breasts hanging free, his tongue licking and exploring her 
slit as she repeatedly took him into her mouth and stroked 
him with her tongue. 

"I think," she said, licking her lips again, "I need to go to the 
little girls' room. Know where I can find one?" That last came 
out in a rush. 

He only grinned and nodded. "Sure. Just that way!" 

When she returned, Harry turned to look at her when she 
stepped out of the door and began the walk to their table, 
somehow cleared of all plates and glasses while she was in 
the toilet. As she walked, her hips took on a sway that 
bordered on the scandalous, but she could not help herself; 
she wanted him to watch. She stroked his shoulder as she 
passed behind him and took her seat, smiling coquettishly. 



“Miss me?" she asked. 


“A little.” he teased, getting a look of mock outrage from her. 

He grinned and reached across the table to pick up her hand 
in his. His fingers began to move in little circles and whorls 
on her skin and she sighed quietly in contentment, simply 
enjoying his touch. 

“So ...” she said, eyelashes lowered “Are you going to head 
towards gryffindor tower now? It's past past curfew for 
sometime now.” 

“Maybe... but I'll think about you.” His fingertips began to 
tickle her palm. 

Fleur's smile telegraphed her elation. “I'll be thinking about 
you too.” she confessed. Her smile took on a more sensual 
cast as she raised her leg under the table to stroke along his 
in counterpoint to the movement of his fingers on her hand. 
She licked her lips as she watched his eyes flicker in surprise 
before they locked on hers, one corner of his mouth turned 
up. She squirmed in her seat again, her body suddenly more 
sensitive. The heat between her legs slowly grew more 
intense, and after a full minute of silently touching each 
other, she began to let out a low inaudible moan of pleasure. 
But she didn't want this night to ever finish. “How about 
some dessert!” 

“You said you were stuffed, remember?” Harry said, 
managing to sound smug. 

A thought suddenly occured to her and she found herself 
blurting it out immediately. “I've got cake and ice cream at 
my place.” It was just after the words left her mouth that 
Fleur realized that she was half-way to inviting him back to 
her room here at Hogwarts. Looking at him and achingly 



aware of the moist heat between her legs, she was suddenly 
aware of how very dangerous being alone with him could be. 

She wondered how something could look so ordinary, so not 
her type - yet she wanted him inside her again in the worst 
way. But she was only going to kiss him, she told herself 
sternly, dismissing the image of two writhing naked bodies - 
one of the furiously humping bodies had a face just like hers 
- from her mind. Even if she invited him up, she was going 
to stop it at just kissing. She squirmed in her seat. Nothing 
more. 

He was looking at her with one eyebrow raised, questioning. 

She could not, and for that matter, she did not want to, turn 
back. “I can make a mean dessert.” Unconsciously she licked 
her lips. "And I'm not taking no for an answer.” She added. 

He grinned with just a hint of the predatory gleam she had 
seen earlier in his eyes. "No objections.” 

She was not going to let him eat her pussy on the couch or 
take her doggy-style on the coffee table ... and she certainly 
was not going to give him a blowjob! She was only going to 
kiss him, she reminded herself. They were only going to sit 
on the couch, have some cake and ice cream and kiss until 
morning. Fleur took a deep breath - her cunny was 
beginning to feel as if it was on fire. 

"Great!” Fleur said happily. 

"Time to go?” Harry asked. 

Fleur looked at her watch. It was long past curfew and 
tomorrow was Saturday and McGonagall told her to be in her 
office Monday morning at seven for her first lesson. "Yeah, I 
think so.” 



"Okay,” Harry said "let's go.” 


They just took a few steps down the corridor from the 
kitchens, when Harry suddenly stopped in the middle of the 
corridor and pulled her to him. Fleur barely had time to 
understand what he wanted to do before his mouth 
descended on hers. Fleur instinctively opened her mouth for 
his tongue and threw her arms around his neck as she felt 
his hands settle on her waist and pull her harder up against 
him. Fleur's toes curled, her knees going weak as his tongue 
licked against hers and he sucked on her lips. She felt his 
manhood begin to thicken and swell against her belly and 
she began to moan against his mouth. She started licking 
back at his tongue and sucking his lips into her mouth. 

Her nipples had lost some of their turgidity but now they 
swole and hardened, pointing sharply to their full extended 
half inch through the lycra of her tube top and her thin 
cotton shirt. And she sure wanted Harry to see and feel their 
pebble hardness as she pressed them to his chest. In the 
back of her mind, she realized that his hands were stroking 
her bare waist under the hem of her shirt - he had 
discovered just how low her pants were on her hips. 

He deepened the kiss, practically lifting her off her feet, and 
the all too familiar image of her, legs spread around his 
thrusting hips entered her mind and refused to leave. Her 
whole body began to tingle, her pussy on fire and leaking 
cum to soak her panties. 

She was breathless when he put her back down and broke 
the kiss. She opened her eyes and stared up at him, 
wonderingly. It was the perfect kiss - intimate and wildly 
erotic. He still held her waist under her shirt, and she still 
had her arms around his neck and they held each other 
silently for a moment, smiles on both their faces, then he 



lifted a hand and began to stroke her face, fingers trailing 
from her forehead along her hairline and down one cheek to 
her chin. Fleur closed her eyes again, moaning low in her 
throat. Her tongue darted out to lick his fingers as he traced 
the outline of her parted full lips. 

“I've wanted to do that since we came in the castle!" he 
said, quietly. 

Swiftly, she pulled his head and kissed him, uncaring if a 
prefect or teacher on patrol would be coming from 
somewhere. They bypassed them very easy when they came 
in, but now? She plunged her tongue into his mouth, 
exploring and sucking on his lips as hard as she could. She 
pressed and rubbed her breasts against him, shuddering at 
the friction on her sensitive nipples. She kissed him until she 
heard him growl, his dick a mass of turgid flesh against her 
belly. Her pussy seemed to contract. 

"I have to tell you something..." she said when she broke the 
kiss and stared up into his eyes. The heat in her own eyes 
told him plainly that it didn't matter how they've meet! 

"What?" 

"I'm not ready for anything serious." 

Something flickered behind his eyes but he smiled at her. 

"So I can't kiss you like that ever again?" 

Fleur definitely did not want to put a halt to kisses like that. 
"No ... you can kiss me like that again." 

His smile suddenly took on a different cast, turning him from 
teddy bear to vicious predator in the blink of an eye. Fleur 
found it oddly exciting "So ...?" 



“I just got out of something ...” Fleur licked her lips 
nervously. "And I just don't want anything serious right 
now.” 

"So where do we go from here? Cause I'd like to see you 
again.” he said quietly, after looking at her for a moment. 
"And I'd really like to kiss you again."She really wanted to 
see him again too, she realized. And kiss him again. "We 
could have an ... 'arrangement'?” 

He looked amused, instead of outraged as she had feared. 
"And what are the details of this ... 'arrangement?'” He 
stroked the small of her back. 

She shrugged her arms around his neck. "We could hang out 
and do stuff together... and we could be friends ... but 
nothing serious. Nothing emotional.” 

"Stuff?” 

Her look told him exactly what she meant. "Stuff. No 
expectations. No commitments.” 

He just grinned. "Okay. Do I still get cake?” 

She smiled radiantly at him, elated. "Oh, I insist!” 

"Can I get another kiss?” 

She smiled even wider and nodded before he bent and 
kissed her again. Soft and quick, but she still moaned 
against his mouth as he stroked her bare hips, turning her 
on again. Then they parted and continued the walk to her 
room, his hand locked in hers, Fleur still stunned that he had 
accepted her 'conditions.' Fleur knew her nipples were 
poking through her shirt on a warm night. 



They had only taken the first turn when he pushed her up 
against the wall and began to kiss her roughly, hungrily. 
Fleur could only kiss him back as he grabbed hold of her full 
breasts and traced circles around her nipples with his 
fingers. He began to kiss the smooth skin of her neck and 
she threw her arms around his neck, licking at his ear. She 
realized that her shirt was halfway open and he had his lips 
locked around the swollen bud of a nipple through her tube 
top before she pushed him away, gently, but away, 
breathing hard. Her pussy was a raging and wet inferno. 

“You're not going to fuck me tonight again, Mr. Potter." she 
said out loud, feeling the heat rising on her cheeks. 

He grinned. “We'll see." 

She turned and began to walk ahead of him, feeling the 
hairs rise at the back of her neck as she heard him follow 
her. Knowing he was watching, she put a certain feminine 
sway in her walk. She was only going to kiss him, she told 
herself. He was not going to fuck her from behind, holding 
her breasts as they hung down into his hands and jiggled 
with each hard thrust of his dick in her aching pussy. He was 
not. 

He grabbed her waist from behind when they were past the 
second turn and pulled her back against him until she could 
feel his hard dick against her ass. She grunted as one hand 
reached up to cup a breast, the fingers pinching the stiff and 
erect nipple through the lycra of her tube top. His other arm 
wrapped itself around her waist, fingers stroking the skin of 
her stomach. She threw her head back, eyes closed and 
moaning deep in her throat as he started licking at her 
earlobe. She writhed in his arms, reaching with one hand 
behind her to hold the back of his neck, holding him in 
place. When he released her ear from his mouth, she turned 



her lips up for his, only vaguely aware of the hand around 
her waist pushing under and past the waist band of her 
capris. His tongue plunged into her mouth as he cupped her 
breast through her tube top, squeezing, and she grunted 
hard, arching her back against him. That was when the 
fingers on her mound swiftly pushed aside the wet and filmy 
lace of her panties and a finger stroked into her cunt. 

Fleur went rigid in his arms, gasping against his mouth. 

Then her hips started to buck against his fingers. Fleur's 
knees went weak and the kiss broke. That was when she 
realized that he had freed one boob from her tube top and 
that he had added another finger inside her pussy. She was 
still bucking her hips against him, unconsciously, but she 
pushed herself free of him. She hurriedly pulled her tube top 
up and adjusted the waist band of her pants, frowning 
accusingly at him, breathing hard. 

“You're not fucking me again tonight, Harry Potter." she said 
with a sniff. 

He grinned again. “We'll see." 

Fleur sniffed again but in the next moment he moved and 
had her pressed up against the wall. One hand on the wall 
beside her, he slowly brought his other hand up in front of 
her face as he stared into her eyes. The middle and index 
fingers gleamed wetly, and she suddenly could smell what 
was on them. Fleur watched, mesmerized, as he licked his 
index finger clean of her girl cum. Staring into his eyes, she 
opened her mouth when he brought his middle finger up to 
her lips and sucked it in. She cleaned it with her tongue, 
tasting herself on his finger. She was so wet she thought she 
could feel cum running in rivulets down her thighs. Her 
nipples were so swollen and hard, they were almost painful. 



But as soon as his now clean finger popped out of her 
mouth, she pushed him away and folded her arms beneath 
her breasts, frowning. “You are not going to fuck me again 
tonight, Harry. You're not." 

He chuckled. “We'll see." 

Fleur stuck her tongue out at him and then quickly pushed 
past him before he could grab her again. He only just smiled, 
making no attempt to reach for her. He made no move to 
grab her at the next turn either, and Fleur looked back over 
her shoulder to see him grinning at her. She sniffed at him 
and continued walking, hips swaying for him. But he only 
just followed her until they got to where the corridor opened 
into the gryffindor tower staircases. 

Fleur had gone up on the stairs swaying, when she found 
herself being pushed up against another wall, Harry's lips 
descending on hers so swiftly she barely had time to gasp 
her startlement. Hands went up under her shirt to pull her 
tube top down below her breasts before they settled again 
on her bare waist and hips. Fleur had her arms around his 
neck, kissing him back hungrily as he forced his knee 
between her legs. She began to grind herself against his 
thigh, a whimper of delight escaping her as his lips left hers 
to travel along her jawline and her neck. She was still 
humping his leg when he bent his head and took her nipple 
into his mouth. She shook, letting out a small of squeal of 
delight as his mouth travelled from one breast to the other. 
Then he went up to kiss her mouth again. 

After a blissful minute of his marauding tongue in her 
mouth, his lips left hers and Fleur opened her eyes to find 
her bare breasts cupped in his hands, her tube top down to 
nearly her waist and her shirt three quarters of the way open 
- in the middle of a staircase where anybody could come by 



and catch them. She did not even try to push him away this 
time. She simply stared helplessly at him, her pussy raging 
with heat. She was not going to let him fuck her. She was 
not... 

He leaned forward and kissed her, softly. “I am going to fuck 
you tonight, Fleur Delacour.” he said, kissing her again. “I'm 
going to fuck you again tomorrow." he kissed her again, 
stroking his thumbs across her hard nipples. "And the night 
after tomorrow." He pinched her nipples and swallowed her 
gasp with another kiss. "And the night after that." He licked 
her lips. "And the night after that." 

Fleur was breathing hard, making her breasts rise and fall in 
his hands, lips parted and staring at him as if she had never 
seen him before. He tightened the pressure on her nipples 
again and she arched her back, moaning. 

"Say you want me to fuck you again tonight, Fleur." he 
commanded, his voice a growl. 

She could definitely feel the cum running out of her pussy 
and down her thighs now, "I want you to fuck me tonight, 
Harry." Fleur said simply. 

"And tomorrow?" 

"Yes." 

"And the day after that?" 

Fleur nodded, biting her lip at the sensations he was causing 
as he stroked her breasts and nipples. "For as long as you 
want." 


"Good witch." 



He kissed her again, a growl of hunger deep in his throat. 
Fleur pulled at him, her arms around his neck, and kissed 
him just as passionately, matching every thrust of his 
tongue and suck of his lips. One arm left his neck to reach a 
hand to the hard rod of flesh between his legs. She felt him 
shudder as she began to stroke him through his khakis, 
grinding herself against his leg. 

He was the one who broke the kiss, breathing hard, as he 
backed away from her. Fleur was weak and trembling with 
need, staring at him with dazed eyes. Smiling at her, he 
began to button up her shirt, stopping a button away from 
fully decent - leaving the shirt open almost to her nipples, a 
large expanse of breast flesh open for all to see. He had not 
bothered to pull up her tube top, leaving it around her waist, 
and her nipples poked freely through the thin cotton of her 
shirt. 

“No.” he said when she tried to do up one more button. She 
stopped, instinctively reacting to the command in his voice, 
looking into his eyes and loving the heat she saw in them, 
then her hands fell away. 

“Let's go.” he said, reaching for her hand. She quietly placed 
her hand in his and they continued the walk to her room. 
Where she was going to willingly open her legs and watch 
his penis invade her vagina repeatedly all night. Where she 
was going to be fucked until she knew no more. 

They did not come across prefects or professord on patrol 
after they got passed the staircase and unto the corridor 
that led to her room. But Fleur imagined that each of them 
noticed her erect nipples, the dark brown tips vividly visible 
through thin white cotton, and the jiggle of her unconfined 
breasts as they threatened to fall out of her far-too open 
shirt with every bounce. 



He stopped to kiss her more than three times, leaving her 
breathless and gasping each time, before they continued on 
their way. 

When they came to the portrait hole that led to the rooms 
used by students like her, she spoke the password, but she 
had a hard time concentrating on saying the right word so 
that the portrait would open because Harry had cupped one 
of her breasts - out where anyone could see! - and refused 
to let go, even though she really did not try to get free. She 
got it right after one false try and the portrait moved and 
Harry followed behind her. Her hips started swaying again as 
she walked in front of him until they got to the stairs that led 
to her room. 

She took a deep breath, suddenly apprehensive as the 
predatory gleam returned full-force to his eyes, then she 
stepped on to the first step, reaching out to tap the button 
that made the stairs moving up until her floor. He was right 
behind her and all over her. He yanked open her shirt and 
his mouth locked around a nipple, sucking deeply as she 
whimpered and held on. A hand went down to press at the 
gap between her legs, making her shudder and her knees go 
weak before he swiftly undid the button of her capris and 
began pulling at the zip. Fleur realized that he had her 
almost completely undressed there on the moving stairs and 
she started to push his hand away from her zip. His mouth 
left her breasts for her own mouth, swallowing her protests. 

The stairs were almost at her floor when Harry moved away 
from her, and she frowned accusingly at him as she quickly 
gathered and held the ends of her shirt under her breasts in 
some semblance of decency, too distracted to notice that 
the fly of her very low-riding pants was still halfway down 
and her tube top was still around her waist. Fleur sighed 



with relief to see that there was no-one of the other three 
students that stayed on her floor. 

In fact, the corridor was empty. 

Fleur saw the gleam in his eyes and knew immediately that 
she had to get them into her room before he had her naked 
and impaled on his cock in the corridor where anyone could 
look out the peephole and see. She dashed off the stairs, 
Harry a step behind her as she ran to her door. She was 
desperately trying to open her door by pushing the right 
places on the door, when he got to her at a fast walk. He 
pulled the shirt free of her securing hand, pulling it off her 
completely and squeezed her breasts from behind, licking 
her neck. Fleur threw her head back and moaned, hand held 
shaking on the second place she had to push as he grinded 
his erection against her ass. His hands smoothly left her 
breasts and grabbed the elastic waist band of her pants and 
panties and yanked them both down to her ankles as she 
lifitted her hand to the third and last place. She pushed 
desperately and the door opened, and she had no choice but 
to step out of her pants and panties into her room wearing 
only her tube top around her stomach, pendant, and the 
sandals on her feet. 

He followed her and had her against the wall by the door in 
the next instant, lips descending hungrily on hers as he 
hurriedly undid his belt and his pants. He pushed the door 
shut with one hand as Fleur helped him yank down his pants 
and boxers in one go. He stepped out of his pants and 
boxers with his lips still locked on hers, kicking them away 
and kicking off his shoes, her bare breasts in his hands. 

Fleur felt his hands leave her breasts and cup the roundness 
off her ass and she put her arms around his shoulders, 
spreading her legs as he lifted her up and moved forward, 
bending slightly to align his member with her dripping cunt. 



Fleur whimpered, spasming as the warm mass of flesh slowly 
pushed its way past her entrance and up inside her, her 
vaginal walls stretching to accomodate the welcome 
intruder. She spread her legs wider and wrapped one around 
his waist, never more glad for ballet class and what was left 
of the flexibility it had given her body. Her pussy was so wet 
and slick with her cum that she sank unto his shaft with no 
trouble or pause until he was fully inside her cunt. Full to the 
brim, Fleur moaned with a pleasure so intense she was 
beyond speech. He was a snug fit inside her, her pussy tight 
around his member. She began to buck her hips, but his 
hands on her ass held her still. 

“Open your eyes." he growled. 

Fleur opened her eyes. The desire in his eyes more than 
mirrored her own. Staring into her eyes, he leaned forward 
and licked her lips. She licked his back. He licked her lips 
again and she dragged his head down and licked hard at his 
lips with a growl of her own before she swallowed his mouth 
in a kiss. 

He began to fuck her then, not too fast or too slow, but with 
deep long strokes that had her squealing with each thrust. 
She wrapped her other leg around his waist and held on for 
dear life as he plunged into her pussy again and again. She 
felt her cum flowing out to coat his pistoning shaft and she 
began to fuck him back, meeting him thrust for thrust 
moaning and gasping against his mouth. When his lips left 
hers and locked around a nipple, she shuddered and cried 
out, going rigid and holding the back of his head as she 
came in a blinding rush. He did not let go of her nipple 
though, in fact he gave it a gentle nip and Fleur's mouth 
opened in a silent shriek as it sent another wave of pleasure 
on top of the ocean that was her orgasm. Neither did Harry 
stop his long strokes into her cunt and Fleur found herself 



coming to another orgasm on his cock almost immediately 
after her first was over. This time she buried her face on his 
shoulder to keep from screaming, her cum dripping out of 
her pussy in a steady stream as his steady deep fucking of 
her continued without any let-up. 

“Fuck ...!“ she gasped as she came up for air, helpless in his 
arms as he held her up, legs spread wide around him, and 
continued to fuck her against the wall of her room. Fleur 
could not believe how much pleasure he was giving her each 
time he pistoned in and out of her. Her eyes closed and she 
bit her lip as his mouth locked on her nipples again, 
shuddering, not sure she could take anymore. Then 
suddenly, she felt him slow down and stop. 

She opened her eyes to find him looking at her face. 

“Hi" he said, grinning, only the faint quivering of his lip to 
show he was not really in full control of himself. 

She looked at him as if he was crazy. He had his hard dick in 
her pussy and he had just finished fucking her through two 
orgasms and was on his way to getting her to a third ... and 
he stopped to say 'Hi'? 

He kissed her, hungrily, before, he gave her another long 
stroke and in the next moment moved them away from the 
wall, carrying her impaled and writhing on his dick. Fleur, 
still recovering from the surge of pleasure that he had given 
her was reminded that it was one of the things she was 
definitely not going to let him do. Not that she was 
complaining. She was thoroughly enjoying the hands 
kneading the cheeks of her ass and the curve of his penis as 
her vaginal walls contracted around it. As he walked with 
her engulfed around him, the little movements of his cock 
inside her had more cum flowing out of her cunt and Fleur 



could smell the familiar scent of her sex that she had licked 
off his fingers an eternity ago. 

Harry carried her across the hardwood floors till they got to 
the shag carpet in the middle of the living room. Kissing her, 
he slowly lay her down on her back with him on top of her. 
Her legs fell open as he lifted up with his dick still inside her, 
kneeling in front of her spread eagled body, her tube top 
still bunched around her wais. He carefully pulled her tube 
top up her body and over her head and threw it aside. Then 
he swiftly removed his shirt and T-shirt, his dick still 
sheathed in her throbbing pussy. Her bush was a low and 
trim patch of blonde fuzz, the skin around her slit almost 
bare of any hair. The sight of their joining was beyond erotic, 
and his cock pulsed inside her as her pussy continued to 
contract and expand around him, almost in perfect concert 
with the heaving of her breasts. He leaned over her and 
licked at each nipple, sucking each into his mouth before he 
went up to capture her lips. 

Then he started fucking her again. This time it was hard and 
fast, deep and thorough. Fleur began to cry out at each 
thrust of his hips, wrapping her legs around his back as he 
pistoned into her pussy. She arched her back, pumping up 
her pelvis to meet his every stroke, gasping for breath. 
Suddenly she came, growing rigid with a shriek of ectasy but 
he did not let up fucking her. Fleur found her hands pressed 
against her own temples as if to guard her mind against the 
waves of pleasure cascading into her. She threw her arms 
around his neck, unlocking her legs from around his back 
and widening them as far apart as they could go. She clawed 
at his back as he locked on her lips with his, feeling her 
breasts pressed against his chest and her nipples rubbing on 
his skin, another source of delight apart from the brutal 
plundering of her cunt. 



She cried out, "... fuck! I'm cumming! Oh fuck! Oh please!" 
Her pussy was getting more of a workout than she bargained 
for and she came again, still screaming out her pleasure. 
Fleur's toes curled in her sandals and her head shook 
violently from side to side as Harry continued fucking her 
through her orgasm, his strokes going deeper and deeper 
into her wet hole. 

Suddenly Harry stiffened on top of her, then he pulled out 
with a shout and shots of his cum landed all over her belly 
and joined the lubrication around her pussy. Groaning, he 
collapsed on top of her heaving breasts, groaning. Fleur 
could only hold on to his head, stroking his hair, completely 
incapable of speech. 

"That was incredible ..." she said finally when she got her 
breathing back under control. 

"Understatement of the century ..." he replied, still 
shuddering. 

Fleur bursted out laughing, stopping only when his smiling 
lips covered hers before he kissed his way back to her tits. 
Fleur arched her back languidly, so suffused with pleasure 
she could only continue stroking the hair of the wizard lying 
between her legs and nuzzling her breasts. He went up to 
kiss her lips again and she moaned in contentment against 
his mouth. 

"You're one fucked up fifthteen years old." Fleur breathed. 
"Guilty as charged" 


Her tone became more husky, her lip curling as she wrinkled 
her nose playfully, "And very nasty too." 



He went up and licked her lips, cupping a breast and 
squeezing at the nipple. “Guilty as charged." He repeated. 

"I like nasty." Fleur smiled, bringing his lips down on hers. 
The kiss was a languid and slow affair of soft licks, sucks and 
nibbles and Fleur felt the slow heat begin to build between 
her legs again as he played with her breasts and their still 
swollen nipples. She was sticky with cum and sweat and the 
pounding her pussy had received still had little tendrils of 
pleasure coursing up and down her body. But her body was 
already preparing for another round of fucking. And for that 
matter, so was his - his staff was already at half mast against 
her thigh. She suddenly realized that once he was ready, 
she was going to let him inside her again whether her cunt 
had fully recovered or not. Though she was willing to bet she 
would be ready before he was. 

He certainly was not the type to let her catch her breath. He 
was obviously the forceful type, Fleur thought, remembering 
his attacks on her throughout the way to her room, 
delighting at the steady elongation and thickening of his 
penis against her body. She writhed under him as he kissed 
and licked at her lips and neck, pussy pulsing out cum in 
near readiness for penetration. She remembered how he had 
made her walk here with him with her breasts nearly falling 
out her shirt. Very much the forceful type, she decided. 

Would he have actually mounted her outside her room if she 
had not gotten the door open in time? She should be angry 
with him, she supposed, her tongue thrusting up into his 
mouth. He had stripped her almost completely naked in a 
public corridor in the middle of the night. But remembering 
how close she had come to having him shove himself inside 
her wet sheath just outside her room door was something 
her naughty side liked ... a lot more than was probably 
healthy. 



Fleur's eyes abruptly opened in alarm and she broke the kiss 
as she gasped in realization. 


Her shirt, pants and panties were still lying on the corridor 
outside her room. 

“My clothes are still outside!" she said, voice high pitched, 
at his questioning look. 

“So?" 

Fleur looked at him in disbelief. “What do you mean 'so?'" 

“You don't want people to know ..." he wiggled his eyebrows. 

She did not know whether to laugh or cry. “I don't need to 
flaunt it in their faces that I'm having sex!" she exclaimed, 
trying to push him off her. 

Harry grinned impishly “I don't know about you ... but I 
thought it was more like 'incredible' sex." But he lifted 
himself off her body. 

Fleur felt the heat rise to her cheeks again as she sat up, but 
she looked him straight in the eyes. “It was more than just 
incredible." She leaned forward and kissed him softly. Then 
she tapped him on the cheek lightly in a playful 
admonishing slap. “But I only invited you up here for 
dessert, y'know." 

“Thanks." Harry said, making it obvious what type of 
'dessert' he was thanking her for. He reached out and 
started to stroke her side, from the curve of her breasts to 
her hip. Her skin was flawless, he thought. 

Fleur giggled “I'll have you know I don't do this with every 
wizard who walks me home from a fuck in the forest. You 



were supposed to have cake and ice cream, not,” she sighed 
as his hand trailed its way to her inner thigh, "me.” 

His fingers trailed across her cum covered belly "I'll take you 
over ice cream anyday.” 

Fleur eyed his now nearly fully erect dick and felt the heat 
between her legs erupt into an inferno of need. But she 
resisted the urge to push him unto his back and engulf him 
in her pussy. "But you promised!” It took a great deal of will 
power as his hand had travelled up, the fingers stroking the 
sensitive underside of a boob. "Why not both?” she added 
with a shudder of pleasure as he teased the taut nipple with 
his finger tips. "You can have dessert and ...” she looked at 
the hand cupping her breast and leaned forward slightly to 
put it more fully in his hand, "some more 'dessert'.” 

He smiled at her "Sure. Ice cream would be nice.” 

Fleur smiled back sweetly, giving him her best inncocent 
look. "So, could you please help me get my clothes back 
from the corridor while I go into the kitchen?” 

Harry rolled his eyes. "Alright. You win.” Then he suddenly 
reached for and pulled her forward almost unto his lap. One 
hand grabbed and squeezed her ass in a light spank as the 
other plunged between her legs and two fingers slipped into 
her slick pussy. His lips found hers and she was helpless as 
he swallowed her moans, her pelvis rocking involuntarily 
against his hand. His thumb stroked her clit as his fingers 
curled and found her g-spot and Fleur's eyes rolled up in her 
head, breaking the kiss and throwing her head back. 

"Look at me, Fleur” he commanded, and she opened her 
eyes. His breathing was ragged - Fleur had her hand around 
his engorged member and she was stroking it in her fist, its 
hardening length still wet from having been inside her. His 



fingers were now just slowly moving in and out of her pussy. 
“I want everyone in Hogwarts to know you're being fucked, 
Fleur." he growled after a long moment of staring into her 
eyes as they intimately caressed each other. "I want them to 
know when I'm fucking you. I want them to know everytime 
I'm fucking you." 

Instead of shock, or even outrage, Fleur found herself 
getting more and more aroused, pussy contracting in 
spasms around his exploring digits. Wondering what her 
neighbors would think when they saw her clothes scattered 
outside and knowing that their thoughts would not be far 
from the truth was supposed to be mortifying - it was not 
supposed to be exciting ... but it was. It was just so 
deliciously naughty. And there was no question in her mind 
that he was going to fuck her tomorrow and the day after, 
and the day after that for the forseeable future. And there 
was nothing she could do about it except prepare her cunt 
for what promised to be an intense period of what it was 
meant for. Very definitely the forceful type, Fleur concluded 
as he seized her lips again. And, considering what his 
fingers were doing inside her and his hardness in her hand, 
he was definitely riding her again tonight. 

Right now, in fact. 

She was already spreading her legs and unconsciously 
pulling on him to her opening when his fingers exited her 
pussy. All thoughts of her clothes forgotten, Fleur started to 
scoot forward into his lap so she could get her pussy 
positioned for his cock's entry, but he held her still, making 
her whimper in protest. 

"Let me get your clothes." Harry said, the shaking in his 
growl the only sign that he was on the brink of losing 
control, but he was holding back with an iron will. 



At that moment, Fleur simply did not care about her clothes 
anymore and she vehemently shook her head as she started 
to struggle, maintaining her grip on his rock hard member, 
fire and determination in her eyes. She had gotten halfway 
to her goal, legs spread around his, when he stopped 
struggling with her. Fleur rushed forward, blazing a trail with 
her tongue on his chest as she swiftly suspended herself 
over his cock, guiding it with her hand to her slit. She felt 
the head of his dick nudge her opening and bit her lip in 
anticipation as she finally released him to put both hands on 
his shoulders to steady herself. That was when he kissed her, 
leaving her breathless but holding her firmly by the waist, 
preventing her from sinking down on him. Fleur grunted 
against his mouth in desperation. 

“Let me get your clothes." he said, breaking the kiss as he 
easily lifted her off him. 

“You bastard!" Fleur screamed, as he got to his feet. She 
abruptly lay back, her weight on her elbows and spread her 
legs wide, knees bent and heels on the floor, face furious. 
“Come back here right now, Harry Potter!" 

It took all of Harry's will power to stop himself from leaping 
on her and sinking his dick inside her in one solid thrust. 

Fleur lay shamelessly naked in front of him except for the 
sandals still strapped to her feet, her pendant lying between 
her breasts, and the flower ribbon holding her dishevelled 
long blonde pony tail. Her brown nipples on her large full 
breasts were fully swollen, hard and distended, the creamy 
caramel skin of her belly still wet and shiny with his smeared 
semen. Her pussy was wet and gleaming with cum, both his 
and hers - her labia swollen, her inner thighs down to the 
crack of her ass wet with lubrication - and a thin sliver of the 
pink flesh of her slit was visible below a clitoris fully erect 



and out of its hood. There was a smell in the air that was 
distinctly that of aroused witch and uniquely her at the 
same time. 

And there was rage in his green eyes; rage, desire, passion, 
and anticipation. She was looking at his dick with a longing 
that bordered on the desperate. She began to stroke herself. 

“Come back here," she snarled, “or I swear I'm ..." 

Harry gave up and dove on top of her. She removed her 
hand and lifted her pelvis off the floor to meet his entering 
stroke, hooking an arm around his neck and dragging his 
lips down forcefully on top of hers. She cried out, half 
whimper, half moan as her cunt smoothly accepted and 
closed around its extremely welcome visitor. He started to 
fuck her again, long and deep, but Fleur had other ideas. 
With a burst of strength fueled by need, she heaved and 
rolled them over until she was lying on top of her lover. She 
licked at his lips and neck as she drew her knees up so she 
could rest on them before she sat up, straddled over his hips 
and deliciously impaled on his cock. As his hands reached 
up to hold her waist, she grabbed hold of one wrist and 
pulled the hand up so it would cup a boob with its pebble 
hard nipple. 

“Yesss ..." she sighed. She lifted up and slammed back down 
on his shaft, shuddering and making a sharp squeal. She 
began to rock her hips, smiling down at the young wizard 
under her, her rage gone the instant his hard cock had taken 
its rightful place inside her pussy. “You're gonna make me 
cum, Mr. Potter..." 

Harry could only gasp wordlessly, his loss of control 
delighting her almost as much as the hand kneading her 
breast. 



Fleur began to fuck him in earnest; each rise and fall as she 
slid up and down his dick drawing a cry of pleasure out of 
her mouth. She started slow at first, her hips making a slow 
rolling motion at each down stroke, a sharp intake of breath 
her only noise as she buried him deep inside her. But as her 
speed increased, so did her volume and she was soon 
squealing loudly each time she made her cunt swallow and 
spit out his shaft. Pleasure intense beyond imagining 
engulfed her as she bounced up and down on his staff, her 
heavy breasts bouncing on her chest, both now cupped in 
his hands. He pulled and pinched at her nipples, each time 
making her throw her head back, whimpering her delight. 

"... Oh yes ... oh fuck! ... I'm cumming!" 

The first wave of her orgasm came after only a short time of 
riding Harry's cock, and Fleur had to pause, body going stiff, 
eyes squeezed shut and biting her lip to prevent herself 
from losing total control and shrieking at the top of her 
lungs. It gave her a tiny moment of clarity and she again 
marveled at herself that the only thing she had known about 
him in the afternoon was tthat he was her father's business 
partner son. 

She was still just starting to shake on top of him, her pussy 
still tight and fully wrapped around him, when one of Harry's 
hands left her breasts and smoothly made its way to where 
his dick disappeared into her wet center. Firmly, he stroked 
at her clitoris with his thumb, making her gasp before he 
pressed down on the swollen nub of flesh. Fleur cried out 
helplessly, writhing, breasts heaving as Harry maintained 
the pressure on her clit, milking wave after wave of her 
orgasm out of her. 

Her mouth was still open as she tried to catch her breath 
when Harry pulled her down into a tight embrace, arms 



around her lower back, making her lie on top of him as he 
braced his heels on the ground. He nuzzled at her breasts 
before he took one in his mouth. Then he began to thrust up 
into her cunt, and cum began to flow out of her in a steady 
stream as he held her hips and fucked her long and deep. 

His mouth travelled from one breast and hard nipple to the 
other, his tongue lapping at the sensitive valley between her 
boobs on each trip. Helpless, Fleur could only brace her 
hands on the floor on either side of his head, eyes closed 
and crying out again and again as she came repeatedly on 
his thrusting shaft, the warm mouth travelling between her 
nipples only intensifying her pleasure. 

Fleur found herself collapsed on top of him when he stopped 
his thrusts into her. He was hard inside her, and her pussy 
was tight around his cock. Eyes still closed, she felt him 
heave and roll himself on top of her. Her legs fell open 
around him as his lips came down on hers and Fleur opened 
her mouth for his tongue, thrusting hers back up his mouth 
to taste him like he was tasting her. He did not continue to 
fuck her, he only kept himself inside her as he feasted on 
her full lips, her tongue and and her mouth. Having just 
come enough times that she had lost count, Fleur was 
content to just savor the feeling of Harry's dick inside her 
pussy and enjoy his kiss, rubbing her breasts against his 
chest as she stroked his back. 

He slowly broke the kiss and lifted his head to look into her 
eyes. She smiled at him and raised her hand to stroke his 
hair. “You're going to kill me, Mr. Potter..." 

He kissed her softly, grinning, then he abruptly withdraw 
from her, making her gasp with a sharp intake of breath. He 
stood up, his penis still hard and gleaming wetly. Fleur sat 
up, surprise and apprehension on her face as she looked up 
at him, feeling wierdly empty, especially between her legs. 



The sight of his dick made the emptiness in her pussy all the 
more acute. Fleur was shocked at how much she still wanted 
him inside her - she had come more times in the past thirty 
minutes than she had in the past two months of hard core 
masturbation, plus the other hour full of orgasm right in the 
forest, and she was still ready to spread her legs for him 
again. Smiling reassuringly he reached down for her and she 
put her hand in his as he pulled her up. 

Fleur's knees were already weak and his kiss did not help 
matters as she melted into his arms, his hard member 
pressing against her belly. For a hopeful moment, Fleur 
thought he was going to lift her up and settle her on his cock 
but instead his hand went between her ass cheeks to insert 
two fingers into her pussy as he pulled his head back to look 
at her again. Moaning, Fleur lifted one leg up and leaned 
into his chest, giving him more access. 

“I'm going to go get your clothes," he said, grinning 
naughtily, fingers exploring her wet sheath, “and you're 
going to get us dessert." 

Fleur shook, the fingers inside her playing havoc with her 
senses “But you haven't come yet..." Her own hand closed 
around his hard cock and she was gratified to feel him 
shudder as she began to stroke him. She wanted to go down 
to her knees and take him in her mouth until he came - she 
wanted it really badly. 

“Don't worry." he kissed her again as he removed his fingers 
from inside her. He brought his fingers to her mouth and she 
sucked them clean, hand still wrapped around his dick. “I'm 
saving it all up for you." 

She nodded, happy, and pulled his head to kiss him, her 
thrusting tongue making promises that complemented his 



as she held his cock in her fist. 


“I think I need to go to the bathroom.” she said when the 
kiss ended, lowering her eyes shyly. 

'That's okay,” Harry said, amused. 

"Can I clean you up a bit first?” Her slow stroke of his dick 
told him exactly what she meant. 

Harry shuddered again before he nodded and Fleur squatted 
to her knees and begun to run her tongue all over his thick 
stalk. She sucked a little on the head to get a taste of his 
pre-cum before she went beneath to clean his balls with her 
tongue. He tasted and smelled of her and she loved it. But 
she knew he did not want to come yet so Fleur finished up 
quickly and stood up, licking her lips and grinning naughtily 
at him - she would fellate him till he came later. "Yummy.” 
she said. 

He kissed her again, crushing her against him and 
proceeding to lick around her lips and neck, making her go 
weak in the knees again before he let go of her. Mind filled 
with images of her being taken from behind and her pussy 
being thoroughly eaten filled her head as she sashayed 
away from him, hips swaying almost involuntarily for his 
benefit. She kissed at him again before she went into her 
room and quickly padded over to the bathroom door. 

Fleur entered the bathroom and was immediately transfixed 
by the image that stared back at her from the mirror above 
the sink. Her lips were swollen, her nipples distended and 
standing hard and proud on her large breasts. There were 
love bites all over her breasts and one that ran along her 
collarbone that all, try as she might, she could not 
remember Harry giving her. Sperm was drying in streaks 
across her belly and the small patch of blonde fuzz between 



her legs and her inner thighs gleamed wetly with both his 
and her cum. Fleur was not worried about getting pregnant - 
the anti-pregnancy potion that was used in the wizarding 
world was the most effective contraceptive ever created. 
Wonderingly, she stared at herself, one hand going up to 
trace the red patch of a hicky on the underside of her boob. 
Strangely enough, she barely noticed the miniscule twinges 
of pain from around the darkened patch of skin at her hip. 

She looked like a witch who had just been thoroughly 
fucked. In truth, Fleur had hardly ever felt so ravished in all 
her life. So thoroughly used. 

Yet even though she had come more times in the past thirty 
minutes than she had in the past few months, she could still 
see from the fire in her blue eyes that she was still in the 
throes of pure animal lust. Her nipples were still hard, their 
half inch-long lengths pointing back at her in the mirror for a 
reason. 

Her pussy still felt, strangely empty. The image of his still 
hard dick entered her mind again, and this time she did not 
try to push it away. What point was there? As she 
remembered the wet gleam of his cock after he took it out of 
her, she realized just how much she wanted to take him into 
her mouth and get him to cum with her tongue and lips. 
Then Harry, inside her, sliding in and out as she bent 
forward from the waist in front of him, her hands braced on 
the wall as he pistoned mercilessly into her cunt... Fleur 
suddenly realized with a start that her other hand had stolen 
down to the wet patch of hair between her legs and her 
finger was slowly beginning to circle her clit - the hand at 
her breast was kneading the soft mass of flesh and 
squeezing it in time with the finger pacing around her 
clitoris. 



She shook her head, letting go of herself, and quickly 
padded over to the toilet and sat down. She peed again, and 
used a medicated wipe from the box to clean herself. Her 
hand slid on the cum coating her inner thighs and pussy and 
she looked down at herself, considering. She was spreading 
her legs for Harry to fuck her again, she knew. Soon, she 
thought, as she felt the warmth of need settling between her 
legs again. Maybe more than once before the night is over. 
She was going to wake up covered in cum anyway. Was it 
worth it to clean up beyond washing her hands for the 
kitchen? 

She stood up and looked at herself again and then she 
reached for a small towel and soaked it under hot water in 
the sink. Slowly she wiped it across her belly, cleaning of 
Harry's copious cum. She used a finger to scrape up some of 
the sticky white substance off her skin and licked the finger 
clean. The memory of her 'cleaning up' of him ran through 
her mind and she smiled at her own naughtiness as she 
stroked the soft wet towel between her legs. 

When she was clean, she looked up at herself in the mirror 
and removed the ribbon holding her ponytail, letting her 
hair fall to her shoulders down to her back. She realized she 
was still wearing her sandals and she bent and released the 
straps, kicking them off. Then she remembered the 
"bookwworm" subject and decided to give him some more 
entertaintment. She transfigured something into glasses and 
put them on. The thought of having sex while wearing prim 
and proper spectacles striking her as particularly naughty 
and wicked. She thought about wearing them Monday when 
she meet with McGonagall or when she went to the Great 
Hall, anticipating the buzz of wondering what everyone 
would think if they knew that she had been so overcome 
with lust that she had let a young wizard inside her without 
taking them off and then kept them on the whole night as 



he rode her from one orgasm to another. Her naughty side 
loved it. 

Grinningly wickedly, Fleur left the bathroom and re-entered 
her bedroom. Three minutes later, Fleur examined herself in 
the mirror as she brushed her hair, lipstick freshly applied on 
her full lips, eyeing her naked body and noticing the hicky 
on her breast. It was just by the nipple, where he had 
fastened his mouth as he took her up against the wall. 

Fleur's lips parted as she lay the brush down, her cunt 
contracting around an imaginary intruder as she 
remembered him sliding his dick inside her and wanting to 
feel him inside her again. Badly. Fleur moaned low in her 
throat as she gently touched herself, running her finger 
through the wetness of her slit, hoping she would be able to 
get dessert ready before she would need to have her pussy 
seen to. 

Licking her fingers clean, she left her bedroom quickly, 
entering the living room. No Harry. She froze, a hollow 
feeling in her chest; then she saw her clothes, and his, piled 
on the armchair just as she noticed the light from under the 
guest bathroom door. Heaving out a breath she did not know 
she was holding in, relieved, she hurried and entered the 
kitchen before he could come out and see her and almost 
ran to get the plates out from the drawers, nearly slipping in 
her stockings on the tiled floor. She got the cutlery out 
before she went to get the chocolate cake out from the 
magical fridge. She quickly cut two slices, a bigger one for 
him, and put them each on a plate. Then she got the ice 
cream out from the freezer and dug out a large scoop to lay 
beside each slice. She then sprayed some whipped cream on 
top of the ice cream and carefully placed fresh strawberries 
from the fridge on top of it all. 



It all took her less than a minute and a half and she was 
bending over as she put the plates on the kitchen table 
when she heard him enter the kitchen behind her, the hairs 
on the back of her neck rising straight up. She heard his 
sharp intake of breath at the sight of her and she felt a thrill 
race through her body, her nipples leaping to turgid 
attention. She knew her vagina was completely open to his 
gaze as she leaned over the table and she remained bent 
over for a much longer moment than necessary so he could 
take a good long look. 

She straightened and slowly turned around, letting him have 
a good look at her. Her eyes widened as she watched his 
dick swiftly tent up his boxers even higher than before. She 
eyed the bulge, breasts heaving as the heat between her 
legs once again burst into an inferno. A low moan in her 
throat, she looked up at him, lips parted, nipples hard and 
swollen, cunt overflowing with cum. 

“Still up for dessert?" she asked. 

In response he crossed the short distance between them and 
was on her before she had time to do anything more than 
open her eyes wide in alarm. The kiss was hard and hungry 
and Fleur moaned against his mouth as his hands travelled 
up and down her body, caressing, stroking and squeezing 
until she could not be sure she was being touched by just 
one wizard. She had thrown her arms around his neck, 
thrusting her own tongue back into his mouth, holding the 
back of his head as she rubbed her breasts against his chest. 
She was aware of the hand that went down between her legs 
only a heartbeat before it began to run a finger along the 
wetness of her lower lips. Fleur shuddered, sagging into his 
chest. 



He held her up with the one arm around her waist as he 
began to stroke the lips of her cunt with his fingers and run 
his thumb over her clit. Fleur buried her face into his neck, 
whimpering, her hips bucking as he deliberately 
masturbated her while keeping heron her feet in her own 
kitchen. Fleur was standing on her tip-toes, legs apart for his 
fingers' ministrations to her pussy, when her orgasm hit her, 
spasming and going rigid with a gasp. Her knees went weak 
as she cried out, a shriek that left her sagging in his arms as 
he wrung every last shred of her coming out of her with his 
stroking fingers. 

“How do you do this to me?" Fleur asked when she was 
finally able to put words together. His fingers not being still 
inside her helped. He now had both arms around her waist 
and she still had hers around his neck. Her orgasm had 
blunted her need but mere fingers were no way near enough 
to sate it. What would go a long way toward sating it would 
be the thick erect penis pressing against her belly finding its 
way between her spread legs and into her pussy. Her hand 
was already cupping and stroking it through the thin 
material of his boxers and she reached into the parting of his 
fly and pulled it out. 

But before she could begin ministering to his cock properly, 
he suddenly was moving her backwards until her ass 
bumped into the kitchen table. After turning back to look at 
the table, wondering what he was doing and whether he was 
planning to fuck her on it, Fleur looked up at him with a mix 
of curiosity and anticipation. 

He grinned with his familiar predatory gleam. “We only need 
one plate." 

Fleur was confused. “Why?" Then she pouted “You 
promised!" 



'Trust me." He licked her lips. "And yes, I'm still up for 
dessert." he answered her question, licking her lips again. 


Fleur licked back automatically, thoughts jumbled in her 
head. Trust him? Less than three hours ago, she had no idea 
she would be doing what she was doing right now. Here she 
was with a wizrd who was taking greater liberties with her 
body than any man she had ever met, a virtual stranger who 
had already given her more orgasms than she could count - 
she was already trusting him way beyond what was healthy. 

"I was thinking maybe you should feed me." he said when 
his lips stopped their attack on hers. Fleur eyes brightened, 
and he added "Put everything on one plate." 

Fleur nodded happily, and reluctantly letting go of his penis, 
quickly turned around to the table to upturn one plate over 
the other, the two slices of chocolate, ice cream, whipped 
cream and strawberries making a strangely attractive 
looking mess. She closed her eyes with a sigh when his hand 
closed on her waist from behind as he kissed her neck, 
luxuriating in his touch, before she gently shook him off and 
turned around to face him, holding the plate in her hands 
and two small spoons. "Well?" 

"One spoon is enough." he said, and she put one down. 

"Don't drop it!" he warned as he smoothly picked her up in 
his arms. Fleur held the plate perfectly balanced in her 
hands as he carried her into the living room where the table 
lamps were now the only illumination, and some soft music 
was playing from the sound system. He kissed her hair as he 
entered the room and Fleur turned her smiling lips to his. He 
stopped to kiss her as she wanted before he continued on to 
the couch and sat down with her in his lap. 



Once he had settled her in a comfortable position in his lap, 
he brought her head down for another kiss and Fleur 
complied, amused as she put two and two together as to 
exactly how he intended to have his dessert. She suddenly 
realized that he had her in a thoroughly vulnerable position; 
while she would focused on trying to feed them with the 
plate and spoon in her hands, he would be free to caress and 
touch her anywhere he wanted. Her lips, her neck, her 
breasts, her belly and the wet mass of her girlhood between 
her parted thighs were his to touch and tease. Another 
distraction was that she could feel his hard dick against her 
bare ass through the slit in the back of her 'gown'. 

"You are a bastard!" she said, frowning theatrically as she 
spooned a piece of cake into his open mouth. 

He only grinned, stroking her belly as he swallowed. Fleur 
pretended not to notice, and took a spoon into her mouth, 
only to have him tease a deliciously erect nipple with his 
fingertips. Fleur writhed on his lap, staring at him helplessly 
as he grinned evilly at her. She suddenly shivered as a drop 
of ice cream and cake crumbs from the spoon landed on her 
boob, and the droplet of ice cream began to roll down her 
caramel skin. 

"Naughty witch", he said, and as she watched and trembled 
in pleasure, he leaned his head forward and licked it off. "I'm 
going to have to keep you clean." 

Fifteen minutes later, Fleur was a mass of aroused nerves, 
her pussy pulsing with lubrication, the smell of her arousal 
heavy in the air. She had been licked and kissed clean, 
caressed and fondled to distraction throughout the entire 
tortuously erotic feeding of Harry; he had even made her 
feed him and herself with his finger twisting and stroking 
inside her. And he had made her lick it clean and then licked 



and kissed her entire neck and chest, after she had spilled 
some cake and ice cream down herself from writhing so 
much at his touches. She had cried out, half sobbing as he 
licked and sucked her nipples clean, leaving them shiny 
from being in his mouth. His hands had been constantly 
moving, stroking her softly as he fondled her breasts and 
belly and traced paths with his fingers through her bush and 
the smooth skin of her inner thighs. His fingers had returned 
to explore her cunt again and again, running circles around 
her swollen clit as she squirmed and moaned in his lap, plate 
and spoon in her hands, determined to feed him his 
promised dessert. 

There was still some ice and whipped cream left when he 
suddenly kissed her on the lips, licking into her mouth as he 
magic wandlessly the plate away from her and put it on the 
side table. Then he stood up with her in his arms and spun 
around to put her on the couch, her back on the backrest, 
her feet on the floor. He remained standing so he could 
remove his boxers, freeing his engorged member, and then 
he knelt on the carpet in front of her and leaned forward to 
kiss her, his hands cupping her breasts and then holding her 
waist as she tried to scoot her ass forward to the edge of the 
couch, spreading her legs for his entry. But when his lips left 
hers, he did not straighten up to push his dick into her, he 
instead took his time to lick and kiss his way down her body, 
from her neck to her breasts and the valley between them, 
down to her stomach and her abdomen. Then he carefully 
lifted her feet and put them on the couch, spreading them 
wider, her pussy's wetly gleaming folds and depths fully 
open to his avid gaze. 

That was when Harry reached for the plate of ice cream and 
the spoon. Fleur whimpered, heavy breasts jiggling with her 
shaking as the cold ice cream and the white foam of the 
whipped cream was carefully layered all over her cunt; 



around her clitoris, on her labia, along her slit, over the 
pulsing pink flesh of her opening. Fleur grabbed hold of the 
back of the couch behind her and bit her lip in anticipation, 
breasts heaving, eyes wide and staring at the young wizard 
working between her spread legs. 

But she still cried out when he started licking and kissing 
her clean, a high pitched shriek that quickly became a series 
of whimpers and gasps of delight as he stroked his tongue 
though the wet folds of her cunny. Fleur's eyes fluttered 
closed and she stiffened as a orgasm rocked through her 
body as he shared a deep tongue kiss with her lower lips. 
Cum flowed out of her in a slow pulsing gush, soaking 
around his mouth and cheeks but he did not care as he 
fucked her with his tongue. He ran his tongue out of her 
opening and began to kiss her labia and inner thighs, 
making her shudder with a sob as he flicked his tongue 
against her lips again between his kisses. She opened her 
eyes when she heard him sniff her pussy, inhaling her 
arousal deeply, before he dove into her opening again, 
eating her out with a renewed and wild abandon as if her 
smell was spurring him on. 

Fleur shook when he introduced two fingers inside her in 
addition to his probing tongue and she did not know when 
she brought her hands down to run her fingers through his 
hair, eyes squeezed tight, mouth wide open soundlessly and 
gasping. But she soon found her voice, a high pitched 
squeal issued out of her mouth when his mouth moved up to 
her clit and his first rough lick to clean up what was left of 
the ice cream rasped over the swollen nub of aroused pink 
flesh. She held his head as he took his time, tonguing and 
teasing her clitoris, adding his thumb's light and calculated 
strokes as he carefully extracted another spasming orgasm 
out of her. 



“You're going to kill me ..." Fleur lay back on the couch, her 
breathing in gasps, eyes glazed behind her glasses. He was 
now leaning over her, his fingers still playing between her 
legs, kissing her neck as she weakly held the back of his 
head with one hand. But she still wanted something more. 
His fingers felt fantastic but her cunt still felt empty and she 
was desperate to feel his dick push its way inside her. “Fuck 
me Harry? Please? I need you inside me now. Please?" 

He kissed her again before he wordlessly straightened up, 
withdrawing his fingers from her cunt. But instead of 
positioning his cock to slide into her from his kneeling 
position between her legs he stood up, pulling her up with 
him. They stood kissing for long moments, licking and 
sucking on each other, before he turned around, breaking 
the kiss, and sat down on the couch, his cock pointing 
straight up. Fleur stood looking at him, eyes staring hungrily 
at his erect member as she stroked her hair out of the way. 

He made a turning motion with his hand. “Come here." he 
growled unnecessarily, as Fleur was already turning around, 
her back to him as she spread her legs over his. 

She reached beneath her to hold and guide him inside her 
as she sat down, his hands on her waist as she gratefully 
impaled herself on his shaft. They both sighed in 
contentment and Fleur froze still for a moment, amazed at 
how great he felt inside her, savoring the feeling of being 
filled, her cunt no longer feeling empty at all. One of his 
hands left her waist to cup her breast as she began to move, 
slowly at first, rocking her hips like a belly dancer, strangely 
enough finding herself doing it in time with the music 

She leaned back and twisted so she could put one arm 
around his shoulder, letting him have access to a pointing 
nipple with his mouth. He fed two fingers into her mouth. 



the fingers that had been inside her and she instinctively 
sucked them clean with a smile on her lips. She found 
herself moving faster, occasionally levering herself up to 
and slamming down to swallow him inside her again, 
moaning loudly. She suddenly noticed that she could see 
their reflection in the dark surface of the mirror in front of 
the couch. She saw herself fucking, reverse cowgirl style, a 
man's dick disappearing in and out of her pussy, her breasts 
jiggling in time with the movements of her hips. It 
fascinated and excited her at the same time; it made her 
feel like a dirty voyeur. And she was suddenly consumed 
with wanting to make Harry come and watch their reflection 
as she did it with her pussy. 

She leaned forward in his lap, removing her arm from around 
his shoulder, and leaned back again, better positioning 
herself for deeper penetration. Harry grabbed hold of her 
waist as if he knew what was on her mind. She began to lift 
and pump down on his thick shaft, smooth and long strokes, 
eyes fixed on the dark screen, watching her breasts bounce 
around on her chest, her pussy repeatedly swallowing and 
spitting out cock. She started to go faster, little squeals and 
gasps escaping from her mouth. One of Harry's hand left her 
waist as two of his fingers reached between her legs to 
search for her clit. She shook but she did not slow down 
even when they found it and began to play with it. She only 
made more noise at each up and down stroke; she began to 
talk. 

"Fuck me .. uhn .. fuck me .. fuck me .. uhn! .. just like that.. 
yes .. oh yes .. fuck me .. fuck me .. fuck me baby .. like that 
.. just like that.. fuck me!" Fleur leaned back and rocked her 
hips like a belly dancer again, enjoying watching and feeling 
the fingers between her parted legs stroking her clit before 
she leaned forward and continued to fuck Harry. Harry was 
thrusting up into her in time with her bouncing on his lap. 



her ass making a soft slapping noise at each impact, gasping 
and groaning. 


Fleur continued babbling fuck me .. fuck me baby .. you 
feel .. soooo gooood .. fuck me ...” Fleur felt him begin to 
shake in a different way beneath her and she smiled happily. 
”Do you ...” she gasped at a particularly hard thrust, "like 
fucking me?”, she squealed as Harry abandoned herclit and 
grabbed hold of her waist with both hands and thrust hard 
again, growling loudly. Immediately, she took over, reaching 
down to stroke her clit and pussy with her fingers as 
vigorously as he had."Oh yes! Yess! Fuck!” Harry thrust hard 
and fast two more times and started to spurt thick wads of 
cum into her cunt. He spasmed, grunting, and went stiff, 
grabbing hold of her breasts and squeezing almost painfully, 
her hard nipples under his palms. 

With the already substantial stimulation of her clit, that was 
enough to send her over the edge into the throes of yet 
another orgasm. Fleur bounced only once more before the 
feeling of his dick pulsing as he released his load into her 
pussy overwhelmed her together with the friction on her 
nipples and her masturbating fingers. Cum was flowing out 
of her as well as she went rigid and shook against her lover, 
mouth open in a silent scream. His cock popped free of her 
as she spasmed again, still squirting its load, cum landing 
on her belly and coating her inner thighs again. 

Her eyes wide and locked on the mirror, she watched it all, 
thinking she had never seen anything so erotic. So nasty 
and wicked. And she was the one fucking and being fucked. 
By a virtual stranger. On the first night they've meet. Again! 

Fleur finally collapsed backwards unto Harry's chest, 
exhausted. Her cunt no longer felt so empty. She could hear 
and feel his hard breathing as he wrapped his arms around 



her and nuzzled the back of her neck. She sighed 
contentedly looking down at herself and enjoying the sight 
between the valley of her breasts with their still swollen 
nipples. Her belly, abdomen and bush were streaked with 
thick and sticky cum and she absently used a finger to take 
up some and licked it clean, feeling some regret at not 
having taken him into her mouth. 

'Thanks ...for dessert." he said. 

She smiled widely, turning her head. "You're welcome." 

He kissed her shoulder. "I could easily get used to this." 

"Good." she said, stretching languidly, as she slowly turned 
to lie on her front on top of his chest, her legs straddling one 
of his thighs. "Cause I could get used to this too ..." She felt 
his hand cup her ass as they kissed for some time, soft 
licking and teasing kisses that had Fleur mewling in delight 
against his mouth, thoroughly enjoying herself. She stroked 
his chest as he cupped and kneaded her breasts. She was 
thoroughly sated but she knew that if he suddenly rose to 
the occasion again, she could still accommodate him. Her 
pussy seemed to be inexhaustible tonight even if she did 
feel wrung out. 

"If you don't come back here tomorrow. I'm going to kill you 
..." she said after a pause in the kissing. 

"Oh, I've got plans for you all weekend." Harry said, trailing 
a finger down the crack of her ass. 

"Oh really?" Fleur smiled naughtily. 

"Yes." Harry smacked her ass lightly, squeezing. "All sorts of 
nasty plans." 



She grinned, wrinkling her nose. “How nasty?" 


"Very nasty." He licked her lips. "I'm going to fuck you here 
and other places and fuck you everywhere." He squeezed 
her ass cheek again. 

Fleur could not help laughing, strangely excited at the 
thought of him "taking" her outside... again. It reminded her 
that he had fucked her in the forest and made her run into 
her room naked from the waist down except for her shoes. 
"So you think you're going to be fucking me all weekend, Mr. 
Potter? As if I've got nothing else to do?" 

"I've got stuff to do too." He smiled, the predatory gleam 
back in his eyes. "But this is more fun." 

Fleur reached between his legs and caressed his now flaccid 
member, still wet from her cum. "So I have to cancel all my 
important appointments?" 

"Yep." 

"Just so you can fuck me?" she cupped his balls, playing 
with them, savoring his little jerk at her touch. "All 
weekend?" 

"Yep." 

She leaned forward and licked his lips, and then kissed him 
hotly. "I need to think about it." She made a playfully 
thoughtful face for a second. "Okay." 

They continued caressing and teasing each other until Fleur 
suddenly shivered, cold. The night had obviously turned 
colder outside and a draft had blown in through an open 
window. And it was close to 1 am and they had both yawned 
more than once. So Harry smoothly lifted her off him, then 



picked her up in his arms and carried her through the 
hallway into her bedroom. He lay her down on the bed and 
then, kneeling over her, between her spread legs, he 
proceeded to 'kiss her to sleep'. He kissed her lips, her ears, 
her neck down to her collarbone, her chest, her breasts and 
the expanse of smooth skin between them, sucking hard on 
her nipples and making her whimper, before he went further 
down. He kissed her belly, her abdomen, her pussy, her 
thighs, and he lifted her legs so he could kiss them down to 
her feet. He finally went back up and kissed her pussy again, 
and dropped a kiss each on her nipples, before he went even 
higher up to kiss her on the lips once more before he finally 
removed her glasses and then kissed her eye lids and 
forehead. 

Fleur was more than ready to fuck again by the time he was 
done... which they did... a long languorous fuck that lasted 
more than one hour... followed by a long and restful sleep... 

In the morning, maybe after ten, Harry woke up with the hot 
veela still in his arms. He watched her for long moments, 
nothing else... until his eyes caught sight of the watch by 
the nightstand. "Shit! Hermione's gone kill me!" he said 
loud enough for the french beauty to wake up. 

"What?" Fleur's blue eyes opened. 

"Hermione is gone kill me!" he repeated. 

"Who? What?" she again asked, starting to wake up and 
understand what is what. 

"It's ten thirty and I've been gone from my dormroom all 
night!" 


"Who cares? Let's fuck!" 



“Woow... you are insatiable...” 

"You woke me up... now you own me...” she giggled. 

"Well... that was the plan... but I didn't plan to get 
expelled...” 

"Oh... I forgot...” said Fleur, starting to remember where 
they were. Then a few moments later after watching his 
nude body getting up from the bed and going to the 
bathroom. After a while, she followed him under the shower 
and said. "By the way... who is Hermione?” 

"Oh... just my bestfriend... the bookworm I told about... you 
should meet her... I think you two will be best friends real 
fast...” he grinned at her with a sparkle in his green eyes... 


Chapter 23 - Threeway Bathroom Fun 

Hermione woke to the sounds of the birds chirping outside 
her open window on this first Saturday morning of her fifth 
year. She had tossed and turned most of the night and 
hadn't gotten to sleep until very late, thanks to the patrol 
she had to pull with that idiot Weasley. Why couldn't she 
refuse the fifth year prefect badge? Oh, yeah, because this 
was a recognition of all the hard work she did... being the 
first in her year for the last three years of school. Well, that 
was what her parents knew. In reality, she accepted because 
she was sure Harry woud get it to. But he didn't. Weasley 
did. 

When Harry found out that Ron Weasley got the prefect 
badge, he was so furios that he practicly has gone on a run. 
And she knew very well that he did that only when he was 
under alot of stress or he needed to burn some energy. He 
asked her to go with him, but she had to do the patrol. And 




she had to do it with Weasley! And until midnight she just 
had to endure his presence. 

Stretching out her arms, she arched her back and tensed her 
whole body for several long seconds before she relaxed and 
rolled out of bed. Shaking her head to clear out the cobwebs 
of slumber, she padded across the room to the dressing 
vanity the girls in her dormroom were using. She looked at 
their beds, but they weren't in there. Well, of course they 
weren't. It was past ten o'clock. They were down to 
breakfast. Rubbing her eyes to wipe away any sleep that 
might have lingered, she studied her reflection in the mirror. 
She could see that her puffy nipples were already swollen 
and engorged with blood. Running a fingertip over one of 
the berry-sized nubs, she felt a tickle of electric excitement 
spark down to her throbbing clit. Looking down at it, she 
could see that it too was swollen and sticking out of its 
fleshy hood. Slowly dropping her hand down, she extended 
a finger out and gently ran it across the jutting nubble 
evoking a spasm of electric pleasure so intense and deep, it 
staggered her. It had never been so sensitive, so vulnerable. 
She knew that she was so aroused and primed it would only 
take a few flicks to bring an orgasm bubbling to the surface. 

But no, she told herself. She didn't do that since she had 
who to do it for her! Save it for him and bathe his manhood 
with her sweet juices as she came on his manly scepter. 

Well, at least she could do that for him as a compensation 
for not getting the prefect badge. 

Reaching down, she picked up her tube of lipstick. It was her 
favorite color. Raspberry Ice. Well, Daphne gave it to her the 
other day to used on special ocasions! It was a soft, dark red 
color that made her lips look fuller, plumper. Twisting the 
cap off, she slowly followed the shape of her lips with the tip 
of the tapered, red cone until her lips were covered with 



lipstick. Pursing her lips together several times, she 
smoothed out the coating of lipstick to an even film. 

Replacing the cap on her lipstick, she put it down and 
picked up her face brush. Dabbing in her face color, she 
gently brushed it across her cheek bones giving them a 
slight blush of color. Then she picked up more face color and 
highlighted the darkened circles of pebbled flesh that 
surrounded her jutting, swollen nipples. 

Mascara and a touch of brown eye shadow to bring out the 
ciocolate in her eyes were the finishing touches before she 
stood back up and walked over to the filmy, white gown that 
was on her four poster bed. Pulling it off the hook, she lifted 
it over her head and let it slowly slither down over her naked 
body. While the gown partially obscured the details of her 
body, it was still thin enough to show the outlines of what 
lay hidden underneath it. 

Why was she even wearing the gown, she sickly asked 
herself? She was going to let her bestfriend fuck her so why 
the charade? Why not just parade down to his room naked 
under her cloak, climb on top of him, fuck him? She didn't 
know, but somehow this way seemed more subtle, more 
muted, more romantic. 

Heels, she asked herself? She knew how wizards liked their 
witches in high heels. Going over to her school trunk, she 
went inside and found her five-inch stiletto heels that she 
had bought for just such occasions. For just such occasions, 
she sickly thought, stepping into them. She suddenly found 
herself almost half a foot taller. Now she was six inches taller 
than Harry. 

Clopping back over to the vanity and her hairbrush, she 
picked up the brush and slowly ran it through her long, dark 



brown hair. Then after a few brushes, she set her hairbrush 
down and looked at her reflection. Passing one last 
inspection, she gently gave her hair a couple of fluffs, turned 
and slowly walked back to her bed to get the her school 
cloak. After all her sexxy cloats were hidden, she went to her 
bed to get the copy of the Marauder's Map Harry gave her in 
their second year as a birthday present. She wasn't sure he 
was in his dormroom, but she had to make sure. After she 
opened it, she started to look for him and found him 
somewhere. But not in his bedroom. He found him in the 
prefect's bathroom they were using for so much time as their 
secret place. The place they used to go and... mmmmm. But 
he wasn't alone there. He was with some one. A name 
appeared on the map... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

She arrived at the bathroom, and she retransfigured her five 
inch stiletos back to their original form and took her school 
cloak off her in the antechamber. She could feel the silky 
softness of her gown rubbing across her swollen, sensitive 
nipples as they jutted out against the transparent material. 
She could also feel the slippery wetness of her inner thighs 
as they rubbed together. She was so aroused and primed, 
her pussy was literally pumping out streams of hot, slippery 
juice as she walked towards the bathroom door. 

Her heart racing, she stepped up to the door and pressed 
her ear against it. Yes, she angrily told herself. Yes, they were 
really at it as she could faintly make out the muted sounds 
behind the closed door. 

Bracing herself, she reached down and gently pushed the 
door open. The scene that greeted her almost took her 
breath away as she gawked on. Fleur Delacour, last year 
Triwizard Tournament winner, was on top of her bestfriend. 



She was riding Harry for all she was worth, jerking her pussy 
up and down on his massive pole as her giant tits flopped 
about like floundering whales. 

“Mione...” Harry gasped as he stared at her with eyes the 
size of saucers. 

As he spoke, Fleur's head jerked around and her ass ground 
to a quick and immediate halt. Both of them were staring at 
her in a shocked trance, eyes flared wide, chins dropped as 
the silence in the room was deafening. 

Finally, Hermione slowly stepped towards where they were 
entangled near the pool. The loud clack of her stiletto heels 
on the tiled floor broke the silence as she slowly made her 
way toward them. As she did, she saw Harry's eyes shoot 
down to her high heels and then dart back up to stop at the 
jiggling outline of her breasts under the thin gown. Then she 
saw that confusion clouded his eyes as they found hers once 
again. 

Fleur seemed too shocked to speak as she sat atop Harry 
with his giant cock still embedded up inside the hot clutch 
of her pussy. 

''Mione...what?" Harry gasped as Hermione stepped up 
beside where he and the veela lay locked together in 
passionate union. 

Hermione didn't say a word. She just reached up and slowly 
pushed the neckline of her soft, shimmering gown down off 
her shoulder, then reached over and pushed it down off her 
other shoulder. As she did, the gown went whispering down 
her naked body revealing it to him. Hermione hadn't 
thought his eyes could open wider, but now they were like 
saucers as they slowly traveled down over her exposed 
nakedness. 



As his eyes fondled her naked tits, she reached up and ran 
her fingertips across her sensitive nipples. It felt so strange 
to be standing naked in front of him while he fucked this 
unknown witcht as his eyes finally moved off her tits and 
down over her flat, firm belly. Then they stopped again on 
the furry nest of curls that covered the Y of her belly. 

“Get off him ..." Hermione softly murmured to the french 
witch. As she did, she got down on her knees near them. 
Pausing for a moment, she watched on with sick fascination 
as Fleur's ass slowly lifted and Harry's huge, juice-slathered 
penis lazily slithered out of Fleur's pussy. It was so long 
Hermione didn't think it would ever stop sliding out of the 
french witch's juice-smeared pussy. But as last, the giant, 
purple head appeared as his stiff, hard cock popped out and 
wetly slapped down onto his belly. 

Without taking her eyes off the evil creature that lay 
pulsating on Harry's hard belly, she crawled over to where 
he lay looking up at her in confused amazement. Raising a 
long leg up into the air, she lifted it up over him and slowly 
straddled him. She could feel the tug of her heavy tits on 
her chest as she inched up his body until her wet, primed 
pussy was directly above the reclining giant that lay 
beneath it. 

Looking down into Harry's eyes, she could see his look of 
confusion and hesitancy. She couldn't speak. She didn't 
know what to tell him even if she could. She didn't know 
what was happening herself. All she knew, she dizzily 
thought, was whatever it was, it was happening . . . 

Pushing up onto her knees, she ran her eyes back down to 
the hard, jutting malignancy jutting up out of the mat of 
curly hair covering Harry's groin. It was enormous and it 
seemed to her inflamed mind that it was growing bigger and 



bigger with each passing second. Soon it would be so large 
it would fill the room with its evil presence. She had to have 
it inside her before she could let that happen ... 

Pushing up onto her knees, she deliberately reached down 
between her legs and grasped hold of the evil creature lying 
there. Lifting the evil ogre up to her pussy, she used the 
rounded tip of its head to softly probe the clinging lips of her 
pussy apart. As she held his cock in her hand, she could feel 
how wet and slippery the french witch's gooey juices had 
made it. She knew that with it already having a coating of 
Fleur's cunt cream on it, and the way her own pussy was 
pouring out its own juices, Harry's giant cock would slide 
into her like a knife into butter. 

Then she lifted the round, tapered tip of Harry's cockhead up 
to her clit. Holding his cock by its slippery shaft, she gently 
rubbed its hard, rubbery head against her throbbing clit. Just 
as before, a spasm of electric shock tore through her clit and 
she had to push his cock away from her highly charged clit 
to keep from orgasming. 

Fighting to keep from coming, she pushed the head of his 
penis down the goo-filled vestibule between her gorged 
pussy lips to the oozing, drooling chasm between them. 
Fitting the barbed head of the giant into the opening, she 
flexed her legs and slowly sank herself down onto it. She 
could feel the head opening her, spreading open the fallow 
depths of her pussy that hadn't felt his throbbing hardness 
for two full days. 

Merlin, he's so damned big, she franticly thought as the 
head of his penis slithered deeper and deeper into the mush 
of her tight, clinging pussy. It felt bigger than the last time 
she had it, she told herself. 



But this wasn't just any cock. This was Harry's cock! Her 
bestfriend's cock! The cock she had felt in her so many 
times before. Already feeling filled to limit, she looked down 
to see that there was still a third of the enormous shaft still 
protruding out of her pussy. Frantic to feel it again deep 
inside her, she gritted her teeth, grunted and lunged down 
on his giant penis. As she did, the thick shank of his penis 
pulled her clit down against it. In that one brief instant, her 
hypersensitive clit scraped along the top of his cock as the 
giant penetrated her deeper than she had ever been 
penetrated before. Then her groin ground down against his 
at the same moment the head of his penis thudded up 
against her cervix. Simultaneously, she felt her clit twitch as 
her pelvic cavity was filled with a rush of pleasure so 
intense, so overpowering she felt like she was going to pass 
out. Her head dropped down and her body began to twitch 
and convulse as she roughly ground herself against Harry. As 
her orgasm swelled and filled her womb with its fiery heat, 
she felt her cervix shrink back away from the invading giant 
of a cock. 

She'd done it, she feverishly thought as her body continued 
to twitch and shake. She'd taken all of Harry's cock back 
inside her. Back where it belongs. She had returned to her. 
Returned to fill the empty void he had left when he had 
departed two days ago. She had never felt so full of love for 
anyone in her whole life as she felt for him at this very 
moment ...and so full of hot, hard cock meat, too, she sickly 
thought. 

Tears began to course down her cheeks, dripping down onto 
her heaving breasts as the last tremors of her orgasm tickled 
through her overstuffed vagina. Blubbering like a baby, she 
leaned down, crushing her breasts against Harry's muscled 
chest as she found his lips with her tear-stained lips. 



Mashing her lips against his, she forced her tongue inside 
his mouth as she ground herself against him. 

Grinding her pubis against his in small circles, she could feel 
his giant penis twisting around inside the hot clutch of her 
vagina. Finally, she lifted her lips off his as she pushed back 
up onto her knees. In a lustful trance, she began to slowly 
lift her hot, tight pussy back up the shaft of his deeply 
implanted penis. As she did, she could feel the flared rim of 
his huge cockhead filling the channel of her cunt, acting as 
a plunger and creating a tiny vacuum behind it. Lifting 
herself higher and higher, she finally stopped when only the 
giant head of his dick remained inside her hot cunt. Looking 
down at his jutting peter, she could see streams of her thick, 
gooey juices running down its fat, gorged shaft. The gooey 
cream puddled around the thick base of his cock, matting 
down the curly hairs that encircled it. 

Looking down at Harry, Hermione saw that he seemed to be 
in a state of shock as he lay looking up at her in a daze. 
Sinking her pussy back down on his cock, she reached down 
to his lifeless hands and grasped them. Then, when her 
hungry pussy had once again consumed his entire nine 
inches, she lifted his hands up to her jiggling breasts. 

“Mione...Mione...'' Harry choked out as his hands clawed and 
grappled with her big, soft tits. 

“Yes...yes...love ..." she groaned out, leaning over him, 
dropping her hands down onto the bed as she locked her 
elbows. Then, balancing her weight on her hands and knees, 
she began working her hot pussy up and down his cock. 

Harry's hands were busily groping and clutching at her 
dangling tits as she sucked at his pistoning penis with her 
hot, tight pussy. 



And as she felt her hypersensitive clit scraping along the 
bloated shaft of his penis, she could feel herself lifting 
higher. Closer to another upheaval of pleasure and joy. 

As she inched ever closer, Hermione felt Harry's hand leave 
her dangling breast and wrap themselves around her narrow 
waist. Continuing to pump away at Harry's thrusting penis, 
she felt him dig his fingers into her waist and begin to jerk 
her back and forth, impaling her on his giant cock as he 
franticly humped it up into her. 

All semblance of sanity was gone as they fucked like crazed 
rabbits. The sick, obscene sounds of their bodies slapping 
together filled the room as they fucked on. Fleur was now a 
forgotten observer as she sat watching the young witch 
attack her lover's giant cock. She could tell that they were 
teetering on the edge as they fucked with wild abandon, 
oblivious to anything or anyone besides themselves. Fleur 
couldn't believe this young witch who practicly was burning 
her brain on the lover she just found out last night? Who the 
fuck was she? She appeared to be totally out of control, but 
couldn't care less. 

They fucked. The force of the blows were slinging 
Hermione's hot juices all over, some of it even reaching 
Fleur and speckling her skin with tiny, glistening droplets of 
the goo. 

"Oh...oh...Fucccckkkkkkk!" Harry finally screamed out, 
curling his hips up and driving his cock as deep as it would 
go inside the tight clutch of Hermione's hot, sucking pussy. 

"Ohyessssssss ..." Hermione cried out as her vagina 
spasmed and locked down around Harry's twitching, 
spurting cock. She could feel the hot cum spurting out of the 
head of his cock as it splattered onto the opening of her 



cringing cervix while it spasmed open and closed. She could 
feel her womb gluttonously sucking the hot seeds down into 
its depths trying to single out the strongest sperm and let it 
plant itself inside her. 

As Harry's cock continued to spew out its virulent load of 
thick, potent semen into Hermione's pussy, his brain was 
reeling with the sheer enormity of what was happening ... 
and what had happened. 

His bestfriend had just fucked him! in front of Fleur with out 
caring that he was fucking the hot veela just minutes ago. 
And before that, the veela had been fucking him until 
Hermione practicly just told her to get off him. His bestfriend 
and the veela? He couldn't believe it! He could feel 
Hermione's warm perspiration on his shoulder as she lay 
crouched down over him, his softening penis still thrust up 
inside the moist warmth of her pussy. Her dark hair was 
draped across his face and he could feel the warm press of 
her big breasts against his chest as her body softly shook 
with each sob. 

"So... if I don't give you pussy for two days... you go looking 
for it?" she softly said, Harry feeling her body gently shaking 
as she softly talked. 

"Well... what can I say?" Harry whispered, wiping her 
perspiration with the tips of his fingers. "It... happened..." 

"You snickie little bastard..." she started laughing. 

"I don't know what to say..." he whispered, feeling his 
shrinking penis slowly retreating back down the cum-filled 
channel of her pussy. "She was in a... position...of need... 
and I was there to help." 



“What ever..." she whispered back, slowly pushing up onto 
her knees and looking over at Fleur. 

“I...I, I would never would have let him fuck me if I knew he 
was yours..." Fleur gushed, reaching for the dark brown 
witch's hand and grasping hold of it. “If you want... I can 
leave him alone... he gave me something very special... last 
night... and I would be forever gratefull to him for that... but 
I never knew he has someone else..." 

The two witches stared into each other's eyes as if they were 
searching for something. As if something hidden between 
them was finally making its way to the surface. As if they 
were seeing each other in a new and totally different light. 
The looks on their flushed faces said it all. They were seeing 
each other not just as two unknown withces, but as... 
something else. 

Then, as Harry watched on with amazement, Hermione 
slowly pushed up and let his limp, lifeless penis sloppily 
slither out of her pussy. As it did, it flopped down onto his 
belly landing with a wet smack. Covered with the gelatinous 
residue of its recent eruption, Harry's cock looked like a big, 
pink snake lying in the puddle of slimy cum. But it was no 
longer the center of attention as Hermione lifted her leg and 
slowly crawled off him. 

Seeing that he was being ignored for the moment, Harry 
scooted back up until his head was resting against the wall. 

Fleur still held onto the dark brown witch's hand as 
Hermione crawled closer to her. As Harry watched on with 
fascinated curiosity, he saw Hermione slowly curl an arm 
around the french witch and gently pull her to her. Were 
they, he giddily wondered? Were they going to kiss? 



This was so exciting to him as he saw their big, beautiful 
breasts brush against one another. Then he felt a spark of 
energy tickle through his cock as Hermione leaned against 
the french witch and found the french witch's full, red lips 
with hers. 

They kissed, softly at first. But then Hermione's hand snaked 
up behind Fleur's head and cupped the back of the french 
witch's head in her hand as the kiss became more insistent. 
Harry watched on in a feverish daze as their mouths opened 
and he could see their tongues touching, caressing, twisting 
like writhing snakes as they intertwined. 

As they kissed with their eyes closed, their big breasts 
ground against each other while the witches thrust 
themselves against each other. Then, to Harry's incredulous 
amazement, he saw the veela's hand slowly steal down 
between Hermione's legs. As it did, he saw his bestfriend 
slowly spread her legs and open herself up to the french 
witch's probing fingers. Fleur was touching Hermione! 
Touching her that way. Was this the first time for them, he 
dizzily wondered? Or had they done this before? Well of 
course it was the first time for them. 

As the kiss grew more passionate, he saw two of the veela's 
fingers slowly disappear down inside Hermione's pussy. 

Then, their lips slowly parted and Fleur nibbled her way 
down the french witch's long, graceful neck to her shoulder. 
Continuing to gently nibble the french witch's soft, smooth 
skin, Fleur's lips made their way down to the plump, purple 
berry jutting out of the tip of the french witch's breast. Harry 
saw Fleur gently nip Hermione's puffy nipple between her 
perfect, white teeth, pulling back and stretching the nipple 
before locking her lips around it. Fleur's cheeks hollowed as 
she began to apply suction to the nipple with her mouth. As 



Fleur sucked and toyed with Hermione's nipple, Harry 
glanced down and saw that Fleur now had three fingers 
sliding in and out of his bestfriend's hot pussy. 

With her head back, her eyes clenched shut, Hermione 
seemed to be enjoying the attention the french witch was 
lavishing on her pussy and nipple. Then Harry saw 
Hermione's hand move over to the french witch's pussy. 
Curling three fingers back against her palm, Hermione 
slowly eased two long fingers down into Fleur's pussy. As 
Harry watched, he could see that Hermione's long fingers 
were covered with the veela's hot, gummy juices while they 
worked in and out of the gooey slit. 

Looking down, he saw that his cock was in the final stages of 
another erection as it stuck out almost horizontal to the 
floor. There was a long bead of goo stretching from the 
shimmering head of his penis down to the bed as he leaked 
out his excitement and watched the blonde and brunette at 
it. 

It was hot just watching two witches go at each other, but 
when you factored in the fact that one was Hermione and 
the other was a veela, it was awesome hot. 

Then as he watched on in a fevered daze, he saw both slowly 
melt down onto the floor. They lazily maneuvered around 
until they were head to foot and their pussies were pressed 
against the other's mouth. Hermione was on top as she 
gently ground her clit against the french witch's lips. Staring 
down at Hermione's perfect, round ass, he watched it slowly 
move around in small circles as she fucked herself against 
the veela's lips. 

Reaching out, Harry played his fingers over the soft, smooth 
skin of her ass as it continued to move around in small, tight 



circles. Gently, almost tentatively, he used his fingers to 
spread apart the cheeks of Hermione's ass. As he did, the 
fluted circle of dark pink flesh between them came into view. 
Staring down at it, he ran his fingertips over its fragile 
vulnerability. As he did, he watched the tight, little ring 
clench tighter. 

Running a finger down over the tiny expanse of bare skin 
below her anus, he eased it down into the gooey wetness of 
her pussy. Coating his finger with slippery goo, he brought it 
back up to the tightly clenched opening of her anus. 

Rubbing his finger over the ridged circle of dark pink flesh, 
he coated it with the slippery pussy cream. 

Then, placing the tip of finger on the very center of the 
darkened ring, he began to slowly, gently press down 
against it. Not knowing what to expect, he was surprised a 
second time when he felt his bestfriend press back against 
his intruding finger as it slowly forced its way inside the 
tight clutch of her anus. 

Staring down in fevered excitement, Harry watched as his 
first knuckle disappeared down inside her, followed by the 
second until finally, the last knuckle brushed up against the 
fluted ring of flesh. He had his whole finger inside 
Hermione's ass. Harry was in such a stage of excitement, his 
hand was shaking as he slowly twisted his finger around in 
the tight clutch of her rectum. 

Then he felt Hermione press back against his embedded 
finger. It was almost as if she were trying to get it deeper 
inside her, Harry dizzily thought. Would she take a second 
finger? Did she want him to put another finger in her tight, 
hot asshole? 



Slowly backing his finger back down the channel of her 
rectum, he extended a second finger. Holding the fingers 
together, he pressed their tips down on the center of her 
clenched asshole. Pushing against the resistance of her 
puckered asshole, he slowly eased both fingers down into it 
until they were buried up to their last knuckles. 

As he fucked her asshole with his fingers, Hermione was 
slowly working her ass back and forth, timing her backward 
push with the thrust of his fingers. At the same time, she 
was rubbing her clit against the french witch's tongue while 
she slurped away at Fleur's clit. 

This was all a dream, Harry deliriously thought to himself. It 
couldn't really be happening. It was all too unreal. His 
bestfriend! His mother and the veela! All three of them 
naked. Naked and in the same place doing all kinds of kinky 
sex. Harry's brain was about to burst from the sheer 
depravity of it all. 

As the witches continued to writhe and grind against one 
another, Harry slowly eased his two fingers out of 
Hermione's tight, clinging asshole. Pushing up onto his 
knees, he inched up behind her upturned ass. As he did, he 
could see the veela looking up at him from underneath 
Hermione's perfect, round ass. 

Smiling down at the veela, Harry wrapped his hand around 
his big cock and lifted it up to Hermione's drooling pussy. 
Fitting the barbed tip of the monster into the opening of 
Hermione's pussy, he pushed it into her. As he did, he could 
feel his big, dangling balls drag across Fleur's brow and the 
tip of her nose rub along the rounded underside of his cock. 
Immersing his cock in the hot juices of Hermione's pussy, he 
slowly fucked her until his cock was covered with the 
slippery goo. Slowly easing his cock out of her tight cunt, he 



cupped his fingers and slipped them inside her pussy. 

Curling his fingers up, he pulled out a big, gooey gob of her 
pussy cream. 

Gently spreading the firm cheeks of her ass apart with the 
fingers of one hand, he slowly spread the slippery goo all 
over and around the tight pucker of her asshole. He knew 
that she must sense what was coming, but she made no 
effort to move away or try to avoid it. Then with his fingers 
still covered with the slippery cream, he eased two of them 
back down inside the tight clutch of her asshole. Twisting his 
fingers around inside her, he lubed up her anus as best as 
he could. The whole time he was doing this, she was 
pressing her ass back against his probing fingers. To Harry, 
she seemed to be telling him that it was okay ...and she 
wanted it. Telling him she wanted him to fuck her in the ass! 

Pulling his fingers back out of her tight asshole, Harry slowly 
bent his ramrod hard penis down until the tip of its rounded 
head was brushing against the tiny ring of fluted flesh. 
Slowly, teasingly, he rubbed the rounded tip around the 
circle a few times before he finally placed it directly on the 
center of the puckered opening. Then, as he began to push, 
he felt Hermione press back at him. Watching on with 
feverish excitement and anticipation, he saw the tapered 
head of his penis slowly spreading the opening of her anus 
wider and wider until at last, with a wet, little squish, the 
head slid inside her. 

As his cockhead slipped inside the tight clench of her 
asshole, Harry heard Hermione give out a sharp intake of 
breath followed by a soft, choking moan. Pausing for a 
moment, Harry let Hermione's tight asshole try to get used 
to the oversized penis that was now lodged down inside it. 
Then, after a few moments, he felt Hermione push back 
against him, taking more of his giant cock down into her ass. 



Taking his cue, Harry leaned into her and began to force his 
cock deeper and deeper into the tight muck of her rectum. 


Then felt the head of his penis nudge against the back of 
her rectum. Looking down, Harry saw that he still had about 
two or three inches to go before he had all his cock inside 
her ass. As he continued to push, he felt the head of his 
penis slip down into whatever the obstacle had been and 
drive deeper into her ass. 

At last, just as the tight clench of her anal sphincter was 
tightly clinging to the thick base of his cock's shaft, Harry 
felt the head of his cock come to a rest buried in what felt 
like the second opening of her rectum. 

Thrusting the soft, round cheeks of her ass back against him, 
she took him as deep as she could as she let out a soft 
murmur into the french witch's pussy. 

Standing on his knees behind Hermione with his cock buried 
deep in her upturned ass, Harry was afraid to move. Afraid 
that if he did move, he would destroy the perfect harmony of 
the moment. Afraid that if he did move, it would all just go 
away and leave him alone with nothing ...leave him alone 
with nothing but his hard, aching, throbbing erection that 
cried out for release. But he was afraid, at the same time, if 
he did move, he would find that release and it would be 
over. 

Hermione was still thrusting herself back against him. 
Seemingly, she was trying to urge him into motion. Urge him 
into fucking her hot, tight ass as his world crazily spun out 
of control. 

Finally, gritting his teeth, fighting to think of anything that 
would postpone the eruptive cataclysm that was gathering 



force down in his balls, he slowly backed his cock down the 
tight, clinging channel of her rectum. 

Somehow he put off the eruption and made it to the point to 
where only the huge, round head of his penis was still 
lodged in the tightly-clenched opening of her ass. 

There was nothing he could do to prolong the ecstatic 
outpouring. Giving out a loud, groaning grunt, he ripped his 
cock back into her ass all the way to the hilt. As he did, a 
bolt of pure, electric pleasure spasmed through it and a 
giant geyser of thick, hot cum spewed out into Hermione's 
ass. 

Then, as his cock continued to pump out its noxious load of 
jism deep inside her bowels, he felt her jerk. Her back 
arched up into a bow as she grunted and thrust herself back 
against him taking him inside her ass as deep as physically 
possible. Then as her body began to tremble and shake, 
Harry felt her anus contract down around his cock so tightly, 
it felt like it might cut his penis off right at the base. He 
could feel the spasms working through her tightly clutching 
asshole as it contracted and dilated over and over again. 

She was having an orgasm while she was taking it up the 
ass. It was unbelievable. But was it because he was fucking 
her in the ass? Or was it because the french witch was 
eating her out? The whole thing was so bewildering, it was 
making him dizzy just thinking about it. It was crazy! 

Finally, as the spasms of pleasure arcing through his cock 
began to grow weaker with each dying twitch, Harry saw the 
tensed muscles in Hermione's back begin to soften. It felt 
like his balls had melted and poured out into her ass as he 
leaned down and gently kissed her sweat-covered back. 



Harry had never felt so tired. So exhausted. So drained. So 
happy! 


Leaning back, he slowly eased his softening penis back 
down the tight clutch of her cum-filled rectal canal. As he 
did, his big, drained balls drug across the veela's sweaty 
brow. Finally, the head of his cum-coated cock squished out 
of Hermione's widely stretched anus with a soft, wet slurp. 

As it did, it flopped down on the veela's forehead where it 
landed with a soft, wet splat. Backing away farther, he felt 
the soft curls of the veela's stringy, sweat-drenched hair 
tickle across his cock. 

Tumbling backward, Harry flopped down on his back, almost 
hitting his head on the headboard in the process. Looking up 
at Hermione's ass, he watched her widely-dilated anus 
slowly contracting back down to normal as a gooey stream 
of creamy, white semen trickled out of it down onto the 
veela's forehead. 

As Harry tiredly watched the two witches, he saw that they 
were still busily working on each other's clit. He could hear 
them hungrily slurping and lapping as they humped their 
pussies against the other's mouth. 

Harry was beat. He felt like it was the fourth quarter of the 
game and he had played every play. His eyelids were 
growing heavier and heavier until he no longer had the 
strength to keep them open ... 

... 55 ... 55 ... 55 ... 

Harry woke to the feeling of warmth on his penis. What was 
it, he groggily wondered? 5lowly opening his eyes, he saw 
that it was Hermione. 5he had his big, limp penis in her 
hand and was gently running a warm washcloth over it. 5he 



was still naked and her pert breasts jiggled softly as she 
tenderly caressed his penis with the cloth. 

“You're awake ..." she murmured, looking up at him with her 
big, brown eyes. 

“Yeah ..." he grinned, lifting his arm and sliding it under the 
back of his head as he looked down at her with love pouring 
out of his eyes. 

At last, she gently laid his penis back down on his belly. 
Leaning over, she dropped the wet cloth on the floor where 
it landed with a wet flop. Then as he lay watching her, she 
crawled up beside him and pulled his arm out from under his 
head. As he lay looking up at her in a euphoric daze, she 
leaned down and brushed her lips across his. 

“Mione, what..." he started to ask before she stopped him 
with a finger on his lips. 

Snaking his arm out, he slid it under her neck and pulled her 
to him. Snuggling up to him, she draped her arm across his 
chest and pulled him against her. As they lay pressed 
against each other, Harry marveled in the feel of her soft tits 
crushed against his side. Nibbling on his ear, she lifted a 
long, shapely leg up into the air and draped it across his 
legs. Harry could feel the tickle of her soft, kinky pubic hairs 
brush against his hip for a moment before she gently ground 
her pubis against the curve of his hip. 

“I love you so much, Mione ..." Harry groaned out as they lay 
pressed against one another while Hermione forcefully 
ground herself against him. 

“I love you, too, love... no matter what..." she murmured 
back, finding his lips with hers. 



Then she pulled his lower lip in between her perfect, white 
teeth and gave it a gentle nip as she pulled on it with her 
teeth. It was all so breathtakingly exciting, this new game 
between him and Hermione. Then he suddenly found his 
cock swelling and growing harder by the second. As it did, 
he felt Hermione's soft fingertips tickle up the rapidly 
expanding shaft of his penis. Breathlessly waiting, he felt 
her fingers curl around his cock and lift it up into the air. 

“Put it in me ...put your big, beautiful cock in me again. In, 
in my pussy," she whispered, rolling over and pulling him on 
top of her. 

Harry didn't hesitate. Pushing up onto his knees between 
her legs, he grabbed hold of the stiff, jutting weapon 
sticking out of his groin. Looking back down between their 
bodies, he guided the goo-covered head of his enormous 
peter down to the gaping, wet opening that awaited him 
between her widely splayed legs. 

Giving out a loud grunt, Harry quickly curled his hips 
upward, jerking them forward at the same time and driving 
his rock-hard penis into the clinging softness of Hermione's 
vagina. 

Their bodies met with a loud, wet smack as Harry drove 
himself in all the way up to the hilt. 

Wanting to prolong the intimacy flowing between them, 
Harry paused holding his cock thrust deep inside the fiery 
heat of her secret place. 

Hermione exhaled deeply and closed her eyes. 

“Harry, my love," she moaned softly. 



Harry's heart was about to burst from the love he felt for her 
at this passionate moment. Bending down, he found her soft, 
full lips with his and kissed them awkwardly as his hips 
began to move. Their lips rubbed together, as Harry's body 
slithered against her warm, smooth skin. 

As they finally broke the kiss, Hermione lifted her arms and 
gently wrapped them around his neck. Then her legs lifted 
and curled around Harry's waist. Moving slowly, they fucked. 
Bestfriend... Lovers ...intertwined in that age-old 
demonstration and confirmation of their love for one 
another. 

Looking down into Hermione's eyes, which were looking 
back up at him, Harry was reminded of two perfect, round 
blue sapphires sparkling in the morning sunlight. He had 
never seen the look in her eyes before. They had a dazed, 
unfocused look about them. A look of love ...and lust... 

Hermione held his gaze for a while as they lazily fucked, but 
then her eyes fluttered shut as she arched her neck and 
thrust her head back against the floor. When she did, she 
exposed her throat as her body slowly undulated up and 
down under the force of Harry's thrusts. Leaning down, Harry 
took the opportunity to softly kiss her vulnerably exposed 
throat, but found the position too awkward to hold for long. 

When Hermione lowered her chin and looked at him again 
with her beautiful, sparkling gems, Harry saw she was 
grimacing with determination. 

Knowing that he was bringing joy to Hermione in this way 
filled his heart with love for her. He felt a sudden rush of 
passion and tenderness inside his heart for this beautiful 
young witch he was lying with. It was so much more than 
just physical desire. So much more! It was the undying. 



addictive love a man felt for a woman ...his woman ...his 
soul-mate. 

But to add to the confusion and turmoil he felt, there was 
the eternal love that a wizard feels toward his bestfriend 
witch. That enduring love for her was twisting, intermingling 
with the other more physical side of the love he felt for her. 
And all this was complicated even more by the fact that he 
knew what they were doing... 

“I love you so much, Mione ...” Harry whimpered fighting to 
keep back the tears that were straining for their freedom. 

”1 love ...” Hermione began, but the words turned into a 
long, agonized moan as her back arched up off the floor and 
stiffened. As she trembled her way through her orgasm, she 
was groaning softly, pulling Harry closer and holding on to 
him tighter with every passing second. 

The chaotic emotions swirling through Harry's overtaxed 
brain were fueling the growing maelstrom that was swelling 
down inside his loins. Holding back the massive eruption 
was becoming more and more difficult as Hermione groveled 
and twisted beneath him 

Still straining up against him, Hermione shook and trembled 
as her mind and body were consumed by her orgasm. As 
much as she loved and adored the wizard atop her, it was 
only her now. Her and the orgasm that was spasming 
through every fibre of her being. 

She had never experienced an orgasm so intense, so 
overwhelming as it possessed every synapse of her brain. 


"Harry ...oh, Harry ...” she was finally able to gasp out. 



Harry was able to control the surge of impatience that was 
building down inside his big, dangling balls as Hermione's 
long legs slowly unwrapped themselves and she dropped 
her feet back down onto the bed. As Hermione's arms 
dropped away from his shoulders, Harry pushed back up 
onto his knees and grasped hold of the backs of her thighs. 
Pushing them up, he tilted up her ass giving him a better 
angle of attack on her wet, drooling pussy. 

As Harry slowly worked his big, stiff prick in and out of 
Hermione's pussy, he watched her hands snake under her 
knees to hold her legs up as he began to pound away at her 
pussy. Then he felt the warm, soft soles of her feet on his 
chest as she pushed against him tilting her pussy even 
higher and letting him penetrate her pussy even deeper. 

He could hear the loud, vulgar sound of his big, swinging 
balls wetly slapping up against Hermione's upturned ass. 

Then, unbelievably, he felt Hermione begin to quiver and 
shake again. As she did, her tight, hot pussy clamped down 
around his pistoning cock. He knew that his own upheaval 
was only heartbeats away. 

Raising her arms to encircle Harry's shoulders, Hermione 
held onto Harry as he drove into her. She could sense his 
release was only a few strokes away. 

Harry tried to silence the cry building in his chest, but it 
escaped through his mouth only to be quickly silenced by 
Hermione's open mouth. 

Harry felt a jolt of electric pleasure rip through his cock as it 
pulsated and sent a giant gush of white-hot semen into 
Hermione's gluttonous cunt. Now there was nothing he 
could do to hold back the tidal wave of thick, creamy cum 



that came pouring out of his cock into Hermione's 
overflowing pussy. 

Hermione was in a frenzy. She sealed Harry's mouth with her 
own to stifle the primal scream she had felt building in his 
chest. Each of her orgasms seemed to grow stronger and 
more intense Harry thought as she moaned her way through 
it. The moaning grew louder and eventually Harry realized 
Hermione's frenzy was building toward something new. 

Then finally, even as his cock continued to jerk and spurt 
down inside her hungry, clutching cunt, Hermione threw 
back her head and screamed out Harry's name. She had 
never screamed so strong before and at first it frightened 
Harry as she voiced her gratification for all to hear and know. 

Hearing Hermione wail out her satisfaction and release sent 
a resurgence of excitement sparking through his cock as he 
came more and more. 

"My, God!" Hermione whimpered as the spasms arcing 
through her pussy and clit began to wane and die. 

At last, Harry's own exultation began to slowly fade into a 
warm, happy afterglow. 

Pulling Harry's head down, she kissed him on the lips hard 
and brutal. Then she lifted her lips up to his ear. Harry could 
feel her hot breath on his ear as she panted to catch her 
breath. 

"I love you," she whispered, slowly running her wet tongue 
around the lobe of his ear. 

Harry's cock was rapidly becoming soft, but he pushed 
himself in as far as he could not wanting to break the 
intimate bond they were sharing at the moment. 



As they lay locked together in this primal communion, Harry 
could feel Hermione's pussy gently milking his defeated 
warrior. 

If he had been exhausted before, it was nothing to how he 
felt now. Collapsing down on Hermione, this time he was 
unable to move. Smiling to herself, Hermione rested her chin 
against Harry's shoulder and held onto him tightly. 

"That was wonderful ..." she murmured into his ear as he 
was finally able to slowly back out of her and tiredly flop 
over onto his back. 

"Awesome ..." he groaned as he drifted off to sleep ... 
...SS...SS...SS... 

Harry awoke to the feel of warmth on his cock and lips. 
Groggily, he slowly tried to pry his heavy eyelids open. But 
as he struggled to do this, he instantly became aware of the 
thick, heady scent of pussy. Then he realized the smell of 
ripe, hot pussy was coming from the pussy that was pressed 
against his lips. The pussy was painting his lips with its 
succulent juices as it filled the air and his brain with the 
scent of its fermenting ripeness. 

But who was it, he groggily wondered? Staring up over the 
swell of the beautiful, round ass above his face, he could 
also feel a pair of hot, lips encircling his limp penis, sucking, 
pulling, urging it back to life. Was it Hermione? Or was it 
Fleur, he asked trying to find something that would give him 
a clue. But there was nothing but the perfect, round ass 
hovering above his face for him to base a guess on. And 
there was very little difference between the two perfectly- 
formed backsides of Hermione and Fleur to give him a clue. 



Just then, as he slowly eased his tongue out between his lips 
and flicked it across the bulbous nub of the woman's clit, he 
heard the veela give out a soft murmur of appreciation. Now 
that the secret had been revealed to him, he reached up and 
clutched hold of the soft, firm globes of ass cheeks and 
pulled her pussy and clit down onto his tongue. As he 
feasted on the delicious banquet she had spread out for him, 
he could detect the delicate, lingering fragrance of soap 
along with the pungent scent of the veela's sex. She must 
have bathed in the pool near by while he and Hermione had 
made love, he told himself. Then he felt that his back was 
not on a floor anymore. It was on a very comfy mattress. 
Maybe one of the witches has transfigure something. But he 
didn't care. As long as he had them around. 

This was all so crazy. It seemed that his every waking 
moment was now involved with or centered around pussy ... 
or ass, in one way or the other, he giddily thought. He was 
either fucking them or eating them. Would he be able to 
keep up with the ravenous desires of the two seemingly sex- 
crazed witches? This was a side of them he could never have 
imagined would exist. But once they had broken through the 
first barrier, there now seemed to be no holding them back. 

It was as if they hadn't had sex for ages and now, now they 
were bent on catching up again. And he was the answer to 
satisfying their sick, twisted cravings. 

The fiery edge of his own need tempered by his eruptions 
since last night, Harry was determined not to rush things as 
he leisurely ran his tongue over the satiny folds of soft flesh 
that were pressed against his lower lip. Probing the softness 
with the hardened tip of his tongue, he found the puffed-up 
tip of her clit as it bulged out against his insistent tongue. 

Teasingly, Harry pulled his tongue back away from her 
exposed, jutting clit. 



Savoring the taste of her sweet juices, Harry slowly licked 
his tongue up and down the juice-smeared gash between 
the veela's fat, gorged pussy lips. 

He loved to eat pussy. The feel of the soft, satiny folds on 
flesh pressed against his tongue; the taste of the sweet juice 
that covered her sex; the pleasure it brought to her as she 
ground herself against his tongue; it was all intoxicating and 
addictive to him, not disgusting like some of the guys 
claimed. 

Opening his mouth, he covered the whole of her sex, from 
her swollen, protruding clit down to the oozing, seeping hole 
at the very bottom tip of her pussy. Then he began to gently 
suck. As he did, the swollen lips slipped inside his mouth. 
Taking them between his teeth, he gently nibbled on them 
before probing their satiny softness with his tongue. 

“Ohhhhhhh ...” Fleur groaned out as his tongue found her 
clit again. Harry could tell that she was already primed and 
hanging onto the edge of her orgasm. 

Then, her hips began to buck into his face as she gave out a 
strangled groan and ground herself against his insistent 
tongue. Her legs tensed and her thighs slapped up against 
his cheeks. Then her body began to shake and shiver as a 
gush of thick, hot juice squirted out onto his chin and throat. 

As she went over the top, Fleur let Harry's big, limp penis 
slip out of her mouth and gave out a long, tortured wail. 
Tremors of excitement ripped through her body as jolts of 
pleasure tore through her pussy making it spasm and squirt 
out thick, gooey streams of her juice. The clinging goo soon 
covered his face. 

But Harry didn't mind. He loved it. His face was covered with 
her aromatic juices as her hips jerked up and down rubbing 



her pussy against him from his chin to his nose. The strong, 
heady fragrance of her nectar was so pungent, it almost took 
his breath away as he inhaled it in through his nose. 

Pushing his tongue deep into the veela's spasming pussy, he 
could feel the quivering walls of her cunt clutching at his 
deeply embedded tongue. 

Fleur came and came and came and each time Harry felt her 
begin to relax, he attacked her clit with a renewed 
vengeance sending her into another climax. Harry kept it up 
until the veela was trembling with exhaustion as she begged 
for him to stop. 

Finally, afraid she might suffer a stroke or have a heart 
attack the way her pulse was racing, he eased his tongue 
back away from her twitching clit. 

Collapsing down on top of Harry like a limp rag, Fleur lay 
gasping for breath. 

After a while she finally regained enough strength to slowly 
crawl off Harry and drop to the bed beside him. Still lying 
head to foot, Fleur found herself staring at the giant pink 
serpent that was still indolently draped across Harry's 
muscular thigh. While it had regained some of its stiffness, it 
still was nowhere near fully erect as it lay staring at her with 
its big, oozing eye. 

Looking back down her body to her legs, she saw that her 
inner thighs were literally shimmering with a coating of the 
thick, gooey liquor that had been expelled from her pussy as 
she came. Glancing over to Harry's grinning face, she saw 
that it was also glistening wetly with its own veneer of pussy 
juice. 



“Where did you learn to do that so well?" Fleur grumbled, 
reaching over to his prone cock and lifting it up into the air. 


“You know what they say about doing something you like to 
do ..." he grinned back at her, resting his weight on his 
elbows as he watched her. 

“Well, you must love doing that..." Fleur smiled back down 
at him. 

“I do," he laughed. 

“I love to suck cock, too ...especially a big one like this one," 
she softly giggled. 

Bringing her new lover's fat penis up to her face, she held 
onto its thick, puffy shaft. As she did, she squeezed it and 
watched another large, clear drop of liquid bubble out of the 
hole in the tip of its swollen, purple head. The gooey strand 
of clear fluid slowly oozed out and dripped down onto 
Harry's belly, leaving a long, shimmering strand connecting 
the head of his penis to his belly. 

Easing her little, pink tongue out between her full, red lips, 
she teasingly licked the strand of goo into her mouth and 
made a show of slowly swallowing it. Then as Harry watched 
on with expectant anticipation, she closed her eyes and 
brought the head of his penis up to her lips. Opening her 
mouth, she slowly sank her lips down around the swollen 
head of her nephew's big, cock. The big, bulbous head of his 
penis almost filled her mouth as her lips squeezed down 
around the shaft just below the head's flared crown. She 
held it like that for several long seconds just sucking on the 
head. Finally, Fleur took his penis deeper into the moist 
warmth of her wet, sucking mouth, making a loud sucking 
noise as she did. 



As she held his hardening penis in her mouth, she could feel 
the power surging back into it. Cupping his big, hairy balls 
in the palm of her hot, little hand, she squeezed and pulled 
on them as Harry's cock continued to uncoil and harden. She 
heard the bed give out a creaking groan as Harry dropped 
down off his elbows onto his back. 

Reveling in the feel of the veela's hot lips working on his 
hardening penis, Harry moved his hand over between her 
legs. As he did, he felt them part as the veela opened herself 
to him. 

Lying with one leg stretched out on the bed, she bent her 
other leg at the knee and rested her foot on the knee lying 
on the bed. Probing the soft wetness between her legs, Harry 
quickly found the wet, oozing opening of her vagina with 
two fingers. Pushing his fingers down into the clinging 
tightness of her pussy, Harry heard a soft murmur escaped 
out around his cock as she continued to suck on it. 

Curling his fingers inside the veela's hot, clutching pussy, 
Harry probed for her G-spot. Finding the little ridged spot, he 
heard another murmur escape out around his cock as her 
hot breath cooled the saliva running down the shaft of his 
embedded penis. Rubbing the tips of his finger back and 
forth across her G-spot, Harry felt her respond as she began 
to thrust back and forth, fucking herself on his fingers. 

Then as he finger-fucked the veela while she hungrily 
devoured his ripening penis, Harry caught a movement out 
of the corner of his eye. Turning his head, he saw Hermione 
leaning against the doorframe watching them. 

Her hair looked recently brushed and her makeup freshly 
applied to hide all evidence. Her lips also boasted a new 
coat of lipstick to match the faint blush of her cheeks; and 



the soft brown of her eye shadow brought out the perfect 
roundness of the twinkling brown of her sapphire-colored 
eyes. Her long, dark hair glistened brightly in the afternoon 
sunlight streaming in through the open window as the tips 
of her hair was just brushing the tops of her full, round 
breasts. The swollen buds sticking out of darkened tips of 
her breasts and the pebbled flesh encircling them seemed 
darker, ruddier than they had earlier in the day. 

Letting his eyes travel down her curvaceous body, he saw 
that its only adornment was a pair of just about the sexiest, 
pink panties he had ever seen. They were as sheer as a wisp 
of pink smoke and the triangle of darkness underneath was 
easily discernible through the sheer material as it pointed 
down to her sex. And there was a slit running down the 
center of the triangle of pink. The elastic waistband, the leg 
holes, and the slit were garlanded with ruffles of soft pink 
lace. Looking closer, he could see that her puffy, gorged 
pussy lips were protruding out through the ruffled slit 
running down the center of her panties as she reached down 
and ran her fingers over them. 

She was wearing stilted stiletto heels as she finally pushed 
away from the doorframe. Moving with the grace of prowling 
feline, she slowly clacked toward the bed seductively rolling 
her perfect round hips with the grace of a model on a 
runway. Her whole body was a picture of poetry in motion as 
she moved toward them. 

Harry couldn't take his eyes off Hermione as she finally 
stopped beside the bed and looked down at him and the 
veela. It didn't seem to disturb Fleur that the other witch 
was back in the room as she continued to slurp and lick at 
Harry's almost fully recharged peter. 



Wondering what Hermione was going to do, Harry watched 
her raise a knee up on the bed and slowly crawl up on it. 
Harry saw that her big tits were jiggling and wriggling as she 
bent over onto her hands and knees. 

With her big breasts dangling down under her, swinging 
back and forth gently knocking together, she moved toward 
him on her hands and knees. Then her face was above his as 
it lowered down toward him. As Harry lay watching Hermione 
through love-dazed eyes, he felt her soft, full lips brush 
against his own lips. Then basking in a feeling of love and 
adoration for the beautiful young witch kissing him, he felt 
her lips kiss their way up to his eyes. Closing his eyes, he 
felt her rain down soft, butterfly kisses on his closed eyelids. 
He could feel her hot breath on his skin as her lips slowly 
moved over his face. 

Finally, her lips lifted away from his face and Harry opened 
his eyes again. This time his eyes were greeted with a view 
of a big, beautiful breast hovering above his face and lips. 
Then the big, puffy nipple jutting out of its darkened tip 
slowly lowered down to his waiting lips. As the rubbery, 
swollen pap brushed across his lips, he opened his mouth 
and closed his lips around the stiff, jutting knob of flesh. 
Gently sucking, he plucked at the nipple with his lips as he 
teased his tongue back and forth across it and softly nipped 
its rubbery softness with his teeth. 

In a daze, Harry didn't know how long Hermione let him 
tease and toy with her nipple before she pushed up and 
pulled the nipple out of his mouth. 

Harry felt her knee brush against his shoulder and then he 
watched her raise a long, shapely leg up into the air and lift 
it across him. Straddling him, she eased her knee down 
beside his shoulder. Now both her knees were brushing 



against his shoulders and her pussy was just above his 
chest. Staring up at her exposed pussy lips, he could see 
that they were wet and covered with the dew of her 
excitement. 

Inching toward the headboard of the bed on her hands and 
knees, she moved up until her gorged pussy lips were 
sticking out through the ruffled opening just above his 
mouth. Reaching up, Harry gently clutched hold of 
Hermione's round, firm ass cheeks and slowly forced her 
satiny, pink pussy lips down onto his lips. A soft murmur 
escaped from Hermione as he snaked his tongue out and ran 
it down the furrow between the gorged lips jutting out 
through the ruffled opening of her panties. 

Delighting in the piquant taste of her estrous, Harry ovaled 
his tongue and slowly eased it inside the tight channel of 
her pussy. As he did, he felt her squeeze her pussy down 
around his tongue as more of the sweet nectar oozed out 
into his mouth. 

Fleur's hips were moving with more impetus as Harry 
continued to fuck his fingers out of the gooey hole between 
her legs. Her lips were also moving up and down on his cock 
with more vigor as she tried to get more and more of his 
jutting penis into her mouth. But even as she tried, the big, 
bloated head of Harry's giant penis was too big to fit through 
the opening to her throat. She had both hands wrapped 
around the thick shaft and was furiously whacking them up 
and down as she tried to bring out another load of his thick, 
creamy cum. 


Hermione's hips were slowly rocking back and forth as she 
rubbed her clit along Harry's long, rough tongue. 



Harry's brain was awhirl with all the craziness swirling 
around him. Their bodies were contorting and writhing about 
like wrestlers in a circus sideshow, each trying to pin the 
other and be crowned the victor. 

Shamelessly attacking Hermione's pussy and clit with his 
tongue, Harry could see the muscles in her firm, flat belly 
beginning to tighten and strain as she panted out soft mews 
and ground herself against his tongue. Then Harry felt the 
veela's lips lift up off his stiff, erect penis as she pulled her 
hips back and off his fingers. His vision blocked by 
Hermione's body, he couldn't see what the veela was doing, 
but he felt the bed shudder as she gave out a little grunt. 
Then he felt her legs brush up against his hips as she 
straddled him. 

Reaching down between her legs, Fleur grasped hold of his 
big, jutting cock and lifted it up into the air just below her 
drooling cunt. Holding onto his stiff penis, she hurriedly 
lowered her hips and fitted the cock's spit-slickened head 
into the juice-smeared slit between her gorged pussy lips. 

Then, with an impatient growl, she thrust downward and her 
pussy consumed all nine inches of his big cock in one wet 
slurp. 

"Unhhhhhh ..." she groaned out, squirming and grinding her 
pussy around in a small circle making Harry's big cock swirl 
through the tight mush of her pussy. 

The movement of Hermione's hips was becoming frantic and 
jerky as she ground herself against him harder and harder. 
Then her fingers curled down in his hair as her fingernails 
dug into his scalp and held his face pressed against her. As 
she did, she furiously fucked her pussy and clit against his 
tongue. Grunting, unintelligible sounds were coming from 



her mouth as she strained and her muscles tensed tighter 
and tighter. 


Suddenly her whole body began to jerk and shake 
uncontrollably as she threw her head back and let out a 
shrieking, primal scream. Digging his fingers into the 
trembling cheeks of her ass, Harry pulled her against him 
and attacked her clit with a vengeance. Thick, hot spurts of 
juice splashed out onto Harry's lips and chin as Hermione's 
orgasm took over her body. 

With Hermione's scream still ringing in his ears, Harry felt 
the veela's pussy begin to slide up and down on his peter at 
a feverish pace. He could hear Fleur's breath coming in 
snorting pants as she frantically pumped her pussy up and 
down on his cock. 

Even as Hermione's orgasm weakened and died on his lips, 
Harry could sense that Fleur was close to pushing over the 
top herself. Then, as Hermione lifted her pussy up away from 
his juice-smeared lips, Harry felt the veela's, red fingernails 
dig down into his chest as she hysterically humped away at 
his cock. Now that he could see her, he saw that her full, 
round tits were flouncing up and down wildly. There was a 
wild, crazed look in her eyes that warned of her impending 
upheaval. 

Then he saw her clench her eyes shut as her head flew back 
and she began to tremble and shake. Her tight pussy 
clamped down around his embedded penis as she ground 
herself against him. Rivers of sweat were coursing down her 
body, running down her big, jiggling tits, dripping off the 
swollen nipples to splash down on his chest as he thrust his 
cock up into her as deep as he could. 



Harry could feel the strong, tight muscles of the veela's 
vagina furiously clutching and sucking on his cock as he 
held it inside her and let her ride out her orgasm on it. 

At last she was finished with his cock and slowly pushed up 
off the jutting giant. 

“Damn, aren't you ever going to come?" she groaned as his 
stiff, juice-coated penis slithered out of her pussy and 
slapped down on his belly with a loud, wet smack. 

“Yeah...pretty soon now," he grinned at her as she flopped 
over onto her back beside the french witch. 

Rolling over onto his belly, Harry pushed up onto his knees 
and stood looking down at the two beautiful witches. Then 
as they lay looking up at him with expectant looks on their 
faces, Harry leaned down and grabbed hold of one of the 
veela's long, shapely legs. Grunting, he pulled on her leg, 
pulling it up against Hermione's outstretched leg. 

Then, he took hold of her other leg and pushed it out, 
spreading it apart from the other leg and exposing the wet, 
oozing hole between them. Looking down at the weeping 
opening between the veela's legs, he reached over and 
pushed Hermione's leg out, spreading her legs apart and 
baring her gaping womanhood to his gawking stare. Leaning 
down, Harry reached out and lovingly ran his fingers over 
the soft, dew-covered folds of flesh surrounding their almost 
identical pussies. 

The goo-smeared gashes were both similar in looks except 
that the thick, fleshy lips of Hermione's pussy were a darker 
shade of pink. Even the furry nests of curly hairs above their 
pussies looked the same, except one was dark, the other 
bright. Balancing on his knees and one hand, Harry crawled 
up between Hermione's widespread legs. Holding onto his 



cock with one hand, he guided its evil, barbed head down 
between her fleshy, pink lips and slowly eased it down 
inside the clutching tightness as Hermione looked up at him 
with her big, brown, love-filled eyes. Pushing down into the 
clinging tightness, he drove his cock into her all the way up 
to its hairy hilt. Then, staring down at her, he watched her 
breasts begin to slowly undulate up and down with the 
rhythm of his movement as he began to fuck her. With his 
arms locked at the elbows, he slowly worked his hips back 
and forth as he drove his big peter in and out of her. 

In and out, in and out went his big, juice-smeared cock as 
Hermione tickled his belly with her short, pink fingernails. 
Bending her legs at the knees, she hooked her heels around 
the backs of his thighs and pulled him into her as they 
fucked. 

Finally, after a couple of minutes, he brought his hips to a 
stop and slowly eased his big, stiff dick back out of 
Hermione's pussy. 

“No...don't go...I want you...l want more..." Hermione 
complained, clawing at him, trying to pull his cock back 
down into the gaping wound between her outstretched legs. 

“Fleur..." Harry whispered, crawling over Hermione's leg 
and up between the veela's splayed legs. 

“Yes..." Fleur hissed, grabbing for his cock and dragging its 
barbed head down to the waiting gash between her legs. 

With a quick dip of his hips, Harry was inside her driving all 
the way up inside the juice-filled tightness of her clutching 
cunt. 

“So...fucking...big..." Fleur groaned out, thrusting herself 
back against him as he ground himself against her and 



twirled the long, hard slab of cock meat around inside her 
hot cunt. 

Hermione lay enviously watching Harry's ass begin to lazily 
work back and forth as the french witch kicked her long legs 
up into the air and locked them around Harry's waist. With 
her ankles locked together, Fleur dropped her heels down 
onto Harry's slowly bounding ass. Nudging his ass with her 
heels, she tried to get him to fuck her faster, but Harry 
wouldn't cooperate and kept fucking her with slow, even¬ 
paced strokes, sending all nine inches inside heron every 
deep, penetrating stroke. In and out, in and out, like a car's 
piston, Harry's big cock plugged the veela's hot pussy over 
and over again. 

As he methodically fucked the veela, he could feel the tight 
muscles encircling her pussy tightening around his cock as 
her heels pounded his bouncing ass harder and harder. 
Tighter and tighter, the muscles around his cock tensed as 
her hands joined her heels on his ass and her sharp, red 
fingernails dug down into his skin. 

Just when Harry thought the veela was about to plunge over 
the top, he jerked his ass backward and pulled his cock back 
out of her pussy. 

"Please...please...just a little bit more...almost there..." she 
pleaded, one hand still grasping at his ass as her other hand 
clawed at his cock, trying to get it back inside her pussy. 

Looking down at her pussy, Harry could see that it was 
clutching at thin air as he backed away from her and 
stumbled back over between Hermione's legs. 

As Hermione looked up at him with big, lust-filled eyes, 

Harry roughly pushed her legs farther apart, aimed his cock 
down at the seeping hole between them, jerked his ass 



forward and drove his cock in all the way up to the hilt in 
one savage lunge. 

“Unhhhh ...” Hermione groaned out as their bodies vulgarly 
slapped together. 

Then as she scratched and clawed at him, he began to 
pound his cock in and out of her with wild abandon. 

"Yes...Yes...Yes...Like that!” she screamed out, thrusting 
herself back against his violent attack as his cock slashed in 
and out of her at a frantic pace. 

Then, as he pummeled her pussy with his cock, her legs flew 
up into the air and her sharp, stiletto heels dug into Harry's 
bounding ass. Spurring her mount on, she urged him to fuck 
her faster and harder as their bodies smashed together to 
make loud, obscene fucking sounds. 

Sweat and curses were flying everywhere as they fucked like 
crazed dogs. 

As the fucked, Fleur lay watching them, fingering her 
throbbing clit, keeping herself on fever's edge hoping that 
she would get another chance at his amazing cock. But the 
way Harry and Hermione were fucking, she knew that one, or 
both of them would soon capitulate to the other. 

Just then, Hermione gave out an ear-splitting scream as her 
legs shot out and she began to shake like she was having a 
fit. In a way, she was, Fleur sickly thought. She was having 
an orgasmic convulsion brought on by Harry, Harry and his 
giant penis. 

As Hermione's back arched and lifted off the bed while she 
clawed at him, Harry jerked back and pulled his cock out of 
Hermione's spasming, clutching cunt. 



“NO! NO! Don't...Don't take it out...'' she babbled as her 
pussy continued to contract and dilate while it spewed out a 
river of thick, hot pussy cream onto the bed between her 
legs. 

But Harry was teetering on the edge himself and wanted to 
save the stretch run for the veela who he knew was also on 
the verge of tripping over the edge. Backing away from 
Hermione's clawing hands, Harry quickly lurched over the 
veela's legs and up between them. Her clutching hands were 
quickly replaced by the french witch's as Fleur grabbed hold 
of his primed peter and guided it down to the juicy, gaping 
love wound between her outstretched legs. 

“Oh, yesss...thank you...thank you..." Fleur blathered out as 
Harry grunted and ripped his cock down into the tight 
channel of her vagina. 

Within moments, he was fucking her like a madman as his 
ass flew back and forth in a pink blur. 

The bedsprings were creaking and groaning out in 
squeaking protest to the abusive treatment they were taking 
at the hands of the copulating veela and wizard. It sounded 
like they were in the middle of the ring of a heavy-weight 
fight as their bodies crashed together over and over again. 

All at once, Fleur's body stiffened and she began to cry as 
her muscles tensed and relaxed over and over again. 

“Oh, God, YEsssssss ..." she wailed out as Harry jerked back 
and pulled his primed peter out of her clutching pussy. 

“No...no...don't take it out..." 

Crawling over their legs, Harry straddled Hermione and 
quickly crawled up her body until his cock was jutting out 
just above her grimaced face. 



Reaching down, Harry grabbed hold of his cock and began 
to squeeze and milk it. 

Seeing what Harry intended, Hermione opened her mouth 
and waited for the jet of cum she knew was about to spurt 
out of the tip of his cock. Then she heard him grunt as a big, 
white gob of hot, creamy cum spurted out of his cock and 
into her open mouth. 

Waiting for another spurt, she watched Harry turn his cock 
and aim it at the veela's open mouth. 

Another stream of gooey cum shot out from Harry's cock and 
splattered onto the veela's full, red lips. 

Turning his cock back to Hermione's open mouth, Harry 
slipped his hand under her head and lifted it up off the bed 
as his cock continued to jerk and spit out gush after gush 
into her mouth. Then, as Harry kept squeezing and milking 
his cock with his fist, Hermione's lips closed down around 
the shaft of his penis just below the flared rim of his 
cockhead. More and more hot, creamy cum spurted into her 
mouth as she sucked it out and gulped it down. 

Harry's hips were shaking and trembling as his cock slowly 
softened inside Hermione's hot, sucking mouth. She 
continued to hold it in her mouth as it softened and shrank. 
Staring down at her, Harry watched her lips slowly travel 
down the shrinking shaft, taking more and more of his cock 
into her mouth. At last her lips were encircling the hairy 
base of his penis as she had the entire length of his softened 
penis inside her mouth. 

Harry could feel Hermione's hot tongue twirling around his 
cock as she looked up at him with her big, blue eyes. Then, 
keeping her eyes locked on his, she began to back away and 
let his limp penis slowly slither out from between her lips. At 



last, the big, purple head popped out and his emptied cock 
flopped down between his muscular thighs. 


“Merlin...” Harry groaned out, stepping over Hermione's leg 
and dropping down onto his back between the two ravished 
witches. 

Stretching his arms out, he slid his arms underneath their 
necks and gently pulled them to him. Snuggling up against 
him, both laid their heads on his shoulders. Snuggling 
closer, Hermione lifted a long leg up and draped it over his 
leg. Just as she had done before, she gently ground her 
pubis against his thigh as she tickled one of his tiny, hard 
nipples with the tips of her fingernails. As she did, Fleur 
followed suit and draped a long leg over Harry's leg. 

Rubbing her pubis against his other hip, she found his other 
nipple with her fingers. 

Lying between Hermione and Fleur, Harry basked in the 
warm, happy afterglow ... 


Chapter 24 - Hot Afternoon in Novemeber 

It was sometime in november and the winter and the cold 
came early to Hogwarts. But Harry, Hermione and Fleur were 
spending some time together in a not so very cold place. 

“Anybody ready for another butterbear?” Fleur asked. 

“Yeah, I'll have one,” Harry responded watching the french 
witch's bosom flounder and lurch under her thin tee shirt as 
she struggled up out of her chaise. Fleur and Hermione were 
both dressed in an attire much to revealing that consisted of 
tee shirts and short shorts. And in the afternoon heat 
generated by the Room of Requirements after a place Fleur 
loved to spend her free time back home on the French 




Riviera, the thin tees were wetly clinging to their bodies, 
emphasizing and highlighting every delightful detail 
underneath the clinging material. The short shorts they wore 
were so short and tight, Harry swore they had been painted 
on or sprayed on with an aerosol can of paint. 

“Me, too,” Hermione chimed in. 

“Qui-qui “ Fleur tipsily laughed, turning and clacking off 
towards the cottage on her high-heeled slippers. As she did, 
Harry's eyes locked down on her twitching ass as it 
seductively switched from side to side while her tight, short- 
shorts barely covered half of her quivering, rippling ass 
cheeks. 

“Merlin, what an ass. Gotta be the hottest ass in all the 
wizarding world," Harry tipsily muttered as the french witch 
climbed up the little set of wooden steps that led up to the 
back door before she disappeared inside the cottage. 

“Oh, yeah," Hermione snorted, clanking her empty 
butterbear bottle down and pushing up to her feet. Then 
turning to face away from Harry, she stuck her ass in his face 
and wiggled it from side to side. “What about this one?" she 
giggled and had to grab hold of her chaise to keep from 
falling. 

“It's a nice one, too," Harry snickered, appreciatively 
admiring her little, round buns that were half covered by her 
tight short shorts. “It's so cute, why don't you and I sneak 
down to the bedroom and you can give me a little piece of 
it?" 


“In your dreams, Harry Potter," Hermione giggled, turning 
back around and plopping back down in her chaise. 



“You certainly start to look like Fleur in the tit department, 
too," Harry bantered back as he ogled his bestfriend's tits 
jiggling and joggling under her thin tee shirt when she sat 
back down. 

“You ought to know, the way you gawk at them all the time," 
Hermione snickered, cupping one of big breasts and giving it 
a squeeze. 

“Here, let me do that for you?" Harry joked making a feint 
toward her jiggling breasts with his hand. 

“Dream on " Hermione giggled, jerking her breasts back 
away from his hand. 

“What's all the giggling and snickering about?" Fleur asked 
as she clopped up and leaned over to hand Harry and 
Hermione a nice, frosty butterbear. 

“Nothin " Harry grinned, watching the french witch's over¬ 
sized breasts swing and sway under her tee shirt as she 
handed him his butterbear. 

“Uh, Harry was just asking me if I wanted to sneak inside for 
a little fun and games," Hermione snickered. 

“Harry Potter what in the world has gotten into you? I 
declare if it wasn't so damned hot. I'd take you over my knee 
and give you a good spanking. Now you stop talking to your 
bestfriend that way " Fleur fumed, plopping back down in 
her chaise. 

“I was just joking," Harry told her, running the frosty 
butterbear bottle across his sweaty forehead as he was 
unable to keep his eyes off the french witch's giant tits as 
they floundered around under the tight confines of her shirt. 



'That is not something to joke about," Fleur muttered. 


"Were you joking about Fleur's butt, too?" Hermione 
giggled. 

"My butt? What about my butt? What did you say about my 
butt?" Fleur wanted to know. 

"Oh, he just said that you had the hottest ass," Hermione 
snickered. 

"Harry Potter, I do declare. What in in Merlin's name has 
gotten into you? Maybe you've had enough butterbear for 
today. Talking like that. . . and in front of your bestfriend too 
"Fleur stormed, eyes sparkling. 

"She started it," Harry fired back, wanting to get even with 
his bestfriend for getting him in hot water with the french 
witch. "She shook her ass in my face, and, and wanted to 
know what I thought about it." 

"Hermione?" Fleur snorted. 

"I I just wanted to know if he thought my ass was as nice as 
yours " Hermione whined. 

"And what did he say?" Fleur drunkenly asked. 

"He said, uh, he said that it was nice, and, and that I look 
like you in the tit department, too " Hermione tipsily 
giggled. 

"I don't know what I'm going to do with the two of you," 
Fleur fussed, running her hand across her sweaty forehead 
and then flicking the sweat off it. "It's too damned hot to 
have to deal with the heat and you two clowns enough to 
drive a witch to drink . . ." 



“Yeah, it is hot," Harry declared reaching over and setting 
his butterbear bottle on the little table that sat between him 
and the french witch. Then he reached down and grabbed 
hold of the bottom of his sweat-drenched tee shirt. With one 
swift move, he jerked it up and pulled it off over his head. 

“That's better," he grinned, wadding up his sweaty shirt and 
pitching it down on the table by his butterbear. 

Harry was proud of his chiseled pecs as they glistened wetly 
in the hot, afternoon sunlight. Those potions that Hermione 
sugested to take were preaty helpfull to chisel his body and 
he looked like he had spent countless hours in the gym 
working on them. He was ripped. 

“It's not fair," Hermione fussed, looking down at her 
bestfriend's well-muscled chest and wash-boarded abs. 

“What's not fair?" Harry asked looking over at his bestfriend 
and running his eyes over the thrust of her big, firm tits. 
Potions were such good friends after all and a bookworm like 
her could find anything. 

“That guys get to run around without a shirt on," Hermione 
pouted, sticking out her puffy lower lip. “And girls can't." 

“No one is stopping you from doing it if you want to," Harry 
leered back at her and smugly thrust out his chest. 

“Harry, stop teasing your bestfriend " Fleur reprimanded him 
jokingly. 

“I'm not teasing her. She can run around topless if she wants 
to," Harry grinned at the french witch. “Both of you can do it 
for that matter. What in Merlin's name, ain't like I ain't never 
seen your tits before . . ." 



“I declare I don't know what's gotten into you " Fleur 
muttered. 

“What in Merlin's name," Harry snorted, raising his hand and 
pointing around them. “Look, nobody can see you . . .'' 

He was right about that. The Room of Requirements was 
locked and only them can get in or out and place Fleur 
asked the room to make was fantastic... 

“You could '' Fleur defiantly shot back. 

“Wouldn't be like the first time I ever saw tits," Harry 
haughtily snorted again, dropping his eyes down to the 
french witch's giant jugs. 

“What in Merlin's name '' Hermione giggled, clanging her 
butterbear down on the table that sat between her and 
Harry. 

Grinning from ear to ear, Harry watched his bestfriend reach 
down and grab hold of the bottom of her tee shirt. Then, as a 
mischievous grin spread across her face, Hermione jerked 
her shirt up and pulled it off over her head. As she did, a pair 
of the finest-looking tits Harry had ever seen spilled out into 
the open. 

“Wow, uh, nice, very nice, Mione," Harry smirked as he 
gawked down at his bestfriend's jiggling, quivering tits. 

“Thank you," Hermione proudly smiled and tossed her damp 
tee shirt down on the table by her butterbear. 

“Hermione, you put your shirt back on right this instance '' 
Fleur giggled, staring down at her lover's big, full breasts 
with obvious appreciation. 



'Too hot " Hermione snorted, leaning back against her 
chaise and thrusting her big tits out. Harry's eyes never left 
the wriggling mounds of tit-flesh as Hermione grinned and 
picked up her butterbear again. Then she leaned over and 
gently tapped her butterbear bottle against Harry's 
butterbear. "Cheers, love " 

Looking over at the french witch, Harry saw that she was 
blushing as she stared down at Hermione's bare, sweaty tits. 
She looked like she didn't know what to do as she looked up 
to Harry's face and then back down to her lover's quivering 
breasts. 

"You ought to try it, Fleur," Hermione grinned, lifting her 
hand up to one of her big tits and slowly circling a bright, 
pink fingernail around one of the big, knobby nipples jutting 
out of its darkened tip. 

"Uh, yeah, uh, Fleur, why don't you try it?" Harry grinned, 
looking down at the french witch's breasts to see that her 
sweaty shirt was wetly clinging to them. But now he saw 
that her nipples were hard and erect as they tented the 
sweaty shirt. 

"No, no, I, I couldn't do that," Fleur murmured as she lifted 
up her butterbear and took another long swig on it. 

"Oh, come on, Fleur. . . don't be a fuddy-duddy. You're 
among friends," Harry smirked. 

"Yeah, Fleur, do it. Show him you're not a scaredy cat," 
Hermione tipsily giggled as she took another sip of 
butterbear. 

"No no I just couldn't " Fleur said as her eyes nervously 
dipped down to Harry's lap and saw the big lump sticking 
out against his bathing trunks. It wasn't the first time she 



had seen him with an erection. In fact, it seemed as if he had 
an almost perpetual hard on all day. But she really couldn't 
blame him too much, the way she and Hermione ran around 
here since that morning in short-shorts and tees. He was still 
a young wizard after all. Maybe she and Hermione should 
have some consideration for the wizard and give him a 
break by wearing some less revealing clothing. Not that he 
complained about the way they dressed. 

But it was just too damned late and hot to that now, she told 
herself. So hot, in fact, maybe Hermione had the right idea, 
she told herself glancing back over at her lover's sweaty, 
jiggling breasts. 

She didn't know if it was the heat, the booze, or the joking 
banter, but it all had an eerily familiar feel to it and brought 
her back to another summer night a year or so ago, when all 
started. 

Suddenly the idea of running around topless didn't sound 
that bad. Not that bad at all. And it would be cooler, she told 
herself, looking down at her tee shirt that was wetly clinging 
to her giant udders. Merlin, the way her shirt was sticking to 
her tits, Harry could see everything anyway. Maybe she 
should take her shirt off and go get another butterbear to 
cool them off. 

"Come on, Fleur," Harry snickered as she reached over and 
set her butterbear back on the table. 

"Yeah, come on, Fleur," Hermione chimed in. 

"No staring ... if I do?" Fleur told Harry. 

"I'll give them a quick once over and then no staring," Harry 
promised her, grinning from ear to ear. 



“You're sure?" she asked him, toying with the hem of her tee 
shirt. 

“Yeah, Fleur, scout's honor'' Harry smirked. 

“You ain't no damned boy scout," Fleur giggled. 

“No, I ain't " he snickered back, his eyes already locked onto 
her tits as he watched, waiting for her to take off her shirt. 

“Well, here goes," Fleur tipsily giggled and slowly pulled her 
drenched tee shirt up over the dangling giants. As she did, 
the wet tee shirt stubbornly clung to her dangling tits, 
outlining and highlighting their immense size as she slowly 
peeled it up off the sweaty udders. 

“Oh M Merlin " Harry gasped as the magnificent mountains 
of tit-flesh finally spilled out into the open. “They're fucking 
gorgeous " 

“You watch your mouth, Harry Potter," Fleur joked, wadding 
up her tee shirt and pitching it down on the table between 
them. 

“Sorry " Harry snorted as he gawked down at the quivering 
giants hanging down from the french witch's chest. 

“You said you weren't going to stare," Fleur self-consciously 
muttered raising her arm up and draping it across her big, 
jigging breasts to hide them from her lover's leering eyes. 

“I can't help it. Ain't never seen nothin like em. They're 
awesome!" Harry praised. 


“Well, no gawking or the shirt goes back on," Fleur warned 
feigning a reach for her wadded up shirt. 



Trying his hardest, Harry fought to keep his eyes off the 
french witch's dangling giants, but it was hard. And it wasn't 
the only thing that was hard, he told himself as he felt his 
rock-hard cock straining out against his trunks. And the 
damned thing was trapped in a most uncomfortable 
position, it felt like it was about to break in two. 

He couldn't help it, he had to reposition it or he was going to 
be crying in a matter of seconds. Harry reached down and 
straightened his cock so that it wasn't bent at such a painful 
angle. 

“What now?" the french witch smirked, looking down at his 
crotch. “You need to take your trunks off too so you'll be 
more comfortable? Maybe we should all get naked and form 
our own nudist camp." 

“Uh, that, uh, that wouldn't be a bad idea," Harry grinned, 
suggestively hooking his thumbs under the waistband of his 
trunks. 

“Don't you do that'' Fleur warned, “or you will get that 
spanking you've been begging for all day long." 

“Promises, Promises," Harry smirked easing his thumbs back 
out from under the stretchy waistband of his trunks. 

“You ever been to a nudist camp, Fleur?" Hermione grinned. 

“NO! I haven't. But they say that all the guys are so used to 
seeing so much flesh, they don't even get hard. So I guess 
that rules out Don Juan here," Fleur tipsily snickered, 
nodding her head in Harry's direction. 

“You're certainly right about that," Hermione giggled looking 
down at Harry's tented trunks. 



“Yeah, I guess it does," Harry grinned, repositioning his cock 
for a second time. 


“Does that thing stay hard all the time," Fleur brazenly 
asked, looking straight at the big lump in his trunks. 

“Most near, what with you two witches parading around half- 
naked all day long," Harry muttered. 

“Well, you know you could go to jail in muggle world for 
that," Fleur mischievously grinned. 

“How's that?" Harry asked. 

“For carrying around a concealed billy club." She laughed. 
“Very funny," Harry smirked. 

“Go get us another butterbear," Fleur told him, looking over 
at Hermione and winking. 

“Qui-qui," Harry said, mimicking her. 

Pushing up out of his chaise, Harry tottered across the patio 
toward the back door of the cottage as the french witch and 
his bestfriend watched his unsteady gait. 

As he stepped into the cottage and slid the door closed 
behind him, Fleur leaned over to Hermione and in her most 
conspiratorial voice whispered “Let's surprise him when he 
comes back out." 

“What? What do you mean? What do you want to do?" 
Hermione grinned unable to keep her eyes from dipping 
down to her lover's big, quivering breasts. 

“Let's take off our shorts," Fleur giggled, stumbling up to her 
feet beside her chaise. 



“What? You really mean it? Take off our shorts?" Hermione 
snickered, watching her lover hook her thumbs under the 
waistband of her short-shorts. 

“And panties, too," Fleur drunkenly laughed, slowly pushing 
her shorts down her long athletic legs. 

“Fleur, are you drunk?" Hermione grinned, quickly getting to 
her feet. 

“Yeah, a little," Fleur giggled. 

“I can't believe we're doing this," Hermione laughed as she 
pushed her shorts and panties down her legs. 

“I can't either. This room reproduced every single detail to 
perfection," Fleur giggled. 

“When we found it two years ago, we though we found a 
treasure! And this place you conjured is fantastic!" 

“It's a place on my parents estate that belongs to my gran- 
gran..." 

“It's beautifull!" 

“Thanks!" 

“So... what do you think he'll do?" Hermione asked stepping 
out of her shorts and panties. 

“Probably fuck the shit out of us," Fleur laughed, leaning 
down and picking up her shorts and pants before dropping 
back down in her chaise lounge. “This feels so weird," she 
giggled, tossing the discarded clothing down on the table 
and running her fingertips through the bald pubic area 



“Where's all this going, Fleur?" Hermione asked, sitting 
down and swinging her long legs back up on her chaise. 

“You know very well, just lean back and enjoy the journey," 
Fleur told her winking and taking a sip on her butterbear. 

The silence was deafening as they sat nervously smiling at 
each other while they sat waiting to spring their surprise on 
unsuspecting Harry. 

“Have you and Harry, let's see, how do I put this? Have you 
and Harry played any fun and games since that weekend?" 

“No what you think I am? A slut?" Hermione indignantly lied. 

“No, just wondering. Did you ever want to?" Fleur asked. 

“Uh, yeah, uh, maybe, maybe a couple of times," Hermione 
blushed, remembering some times. “Harry's not a bad- 
looking guy, yuh know..." 

“Would you like to know what he did with me?" Fleur 
playfully smiled, springing the question on her lover right 
out of the blue. 

“Huh? What do you mean? You and Harry? Alone? Just you 
two?" Hermione exclaimed. 

“Yeah me and him some very hot times," Fleur grinned back 
at her lover as she took another sip on her butterbear. 

“What? " Hermione declared, looking at her lover with a 
shocked look of disbelief on her face, not really beliving that 
those two did it with out her. 

“Yep. He and me. Some very sweaty times " Fleur tipsily 
smiled. 



“Why'd you tell me that?” Hermione mischievously grinned. 


”Hey, I wanted to never be secrets between us... don't you 
think?” Fleur laughed. 

"Well, what can I say... there were some very sweaty times 
between us too!” Hermione admited, chuckling, running her 
eyes down her lover's naked body. 

"He sure is a real stud,” Fleur laughed. 

Just then they both heard the back door slide open. Looking 
over at each other and winking they turned back and saw 
Harry step of the cottage. Holding three butterbears in one 
hand and keeping his other hand fisted closed, he leaned 
back and slid the door closed with his elbow. 

Then Harry turned and started back across the patio toward 
where Fleur and Hermione sat looking at him with innocent 
grinns on their pretty faces. 

Suddenly Harry stopped dead in his tracks and stood 
gawking at the witches as his chin dropped and his eyes 
flared wide open. 

"What the fuck?” he gasped, almost dropping the 
butterbears as he gaped down at the french witch's bald, 
pantiless crotch. 

"What? Isn't this what you suggested a while ago?” Fleur 
smiled, keeping her legs together but running her fingers 
through her bald pelt. 

"Yeah, but, but, I never. . .” Harry said, his voice trailing off 
into silence as a big grin began to form on his lips. 



“Well, bring me my butterbear before it gets hot," Fleur 
grinned setting down her empty bottle. 

“Uh, yeah, uh, okay," Harry mumbled unable to take his 
eyes off the little bald place on the french witch's private 
parts. 

Stumbling over to the french witch, Harry handed her a 
butterbear as his eyes finally moved up from her crotch to 
her massive tits when she reached for her butterbear. And 
then Harry looked over at his bestfriend's bald place as he 
shuffled over and handed her a butterbear. 

“Uh, so what brought this on?" Harry asked, plopping down 
in his chaise and setting his butterbear on the table 
between him and the french witch. 

“Just a whim. It's just too fucking hot for clothes," Fleur 
laughed, her eyes straying across the lump sticking out in 
the front of Harry's trunks. 

Then Harry lifted his fist up and opened it to let three tokes 
and a plastic cigarette lighter roll out onto the table. 

“Wanta try some of this?" he grinned as he watched the 
french witch look down at the table. 

“That muggle weed?" Fleur asked him. 

“What do you think?" Harry laughed. “You ever tried any?" 

“Some times?" Fleur responded back, reaching over and 
picking up one of the little weeds. “Where'd you get it?" 

“I've got my sources," Harry grinned, picking up the 
cigarette lighter and holding it out toward the french witch. 
“Want a light?" 



“Why not. . Fleur said watching Harry's eyes pore over her 
big, full breasts as he held out the lighter to her. 

Flicking the lighter, Harry touched the little flame to the tip 
of the toke as the french witch took in a deep breath and 
held it making her giant tits shudder and heave. Seeing that 
her toke was lit, Harry let the flame go out and lowered his 
hand down. As he did, he let his fingers trail across the 
smooth, soft skin of her breast before he pulled it back. 

“Anything to cope a feel, huh?" Fleur snickered, exhaling 
and blowing a puff of smoke in Harry's face. 

“Yeah," Harry grinned, looking over at Hermione. 

“Want one too, Mione?" Harry grinned, letting his eyes 
wander across her big, full breasts. 

“Sure," Hermione said, thrusting her breasts out a little 
more. 

Handing his bestfriend one of the weeds, Harry held out the 
lighter and flicked it. As the little flame sprang out of the top 
of the lighter, he held it to the tip of the tainted cigarette. 
Smiling, he watched his bestfriend's big tits heave as she 
took in a deep breath and held it. Letting the flame go out, 
Harry slowly lowered his hand and let his fingers brush 
across her quivering breast. 

Smiling back at him, Hermione blew out a puff of smoke into 
his face just as Fleur had. 

“Do you know what Fleur told me?" Hermione coughed as 
Harry lit up his own toke. 

“Huh? What she told you?" Harry laughed nervously, feeling 
guilty for lieing, blowing a puff of smoke back at her. 



“Well... you fucked her... without me..." Hermione grinned, 
taking another deep breath as she took another puff on her 
weed. 

“Oh? Well..." Harry said, grinning as he looked over at Fleur. 

“You cheater " Hermione laughed, exhaling another puff of 
smoke in Harry's direction. 

“I'm a man..." Harry grunted staring at the muggle witch as 
the implication of what she had just told him smashed into 
his drugged brain. “What do you expect? When a pussy is 
offered... I can't refuse..." he choked out as he stared at the 
french witch in stunned shock. 

“So," Harry said, pausing to take another puff on his toke 
before exhaling and continuing on. “You and she are okay 
with this, huh?" 

“Qui, qui," Fleur giggled, blowing smoke at Harry. 

“Isn't that considered cheating?" Harry asked her. 

“Yes, I suppose it is," Fleur mumbled. 

“Well, then . . ." Harry drunkenly grinned. 

“You wanted Fleur first and when you had her... I came in... 
and you had us... then you had to have us in secret... 
separatly..." Hermione intrerupted grining, stubbing out her 
toke on the table between them. 

“I, uh, I was just, uh. I'm a man," Harry mumbled, hoping 
that he hadn't screwed up things between him and his 
lovers. 



“So, just because you had Fleur without me, you think I'm 
supposed to flop down on my back and spread my legs for 
you now?" 

“No, I didn't mean it that way," Harry muttered, still rubbing 
his fingers against her soft, quivering breast. 

“Well, then, Harry Potter, just so I know. Is it Fleur... or me . 

. . that you want?" 

“Witches '' Harry snorted, jerking his head from side to side 
as he looked at the french witch first and then his bestfriend 
and then back and forth. “Can't a guy like two witches at the 
same time?" 

“Yeah, but there comes a time when that guy has to make a 
choice and choose between the two of them," Hermione 
coldly smiled. “Or the poor guy just might not get either one 
. . . right, Fleur?" 

“I suppose . . ." Fleur tipsily murmured. 

“But what if he chooses the wrong one? Can he still go back 
to the other one later?" Harry fought on. 

“Can he, Fleur?" Hermione asked, looking over at Fleur. 

“I... I don't know " Fleur said, her decision-making skills 
greatly degraded by the alcohol and marijuana. “Maybe... 
maybe he could... I guess he could." 

Sensing that he might be able to pluck victory from the jaws 
of defeat on both fronts, Harry smiled and looked back over 
at Hermione. “Then I pick you, Hermione," he smiled, 
moving his fingers over to her big, puffy nipple and giving it 
a rough tweak. 



“And what if I don't want you now?" she mischievously 
smiled, pulling her breast back away from his groping 
fingers. 

“It's your loss," Harry muttered. 

“No, Harry, it would be your loss," Hermione whispered, 
slowly spreading her legs apart and running her fingers up 
the wet, oozing slit of pink flesh between them. “You 
wouldn't get to have any of this." 

Looking down at the pretty pink flower that lay open and 
exposed between Hermione's lovely, long legs, Harry slowly 
pushed up to his feet beside his chaise. Then with a brash 
look of confidence on his handsome face, he slowly started 
pushing his trunks down over the curve of his hips. He saw 
that both witches were staring down at his crotch as he 
teasingly inched them lower and lower. 

“And you wouldn't get to have any of this," Harry taunted, 
directing his taunt at his bestfriend as his big, stiff peter 
slipped out from under his trunks. 

“Merlin '' Hermione gasped as she stared at the evil ogre 
jutting up out of her bestfriend's hairy groin. Thick, long and 
pink, it had several ropy, blue blood vessels crisscrossing its 
fat shaft and its big, plum-colored head was glistening wetly 
in the bright afternoon sunlight. The evil creature stood tall 
and proud, the very epitome of manhood as it slowly 
twitched in cadence with the throb of his heartbeat. 

“Well?" Harry grinned at Hermione as he clenched the 
muscles at the base of the monster and made it jerk up and 
down. 

“Maybe I might change my mind," Hermione grinned, 
leaning over and reaching out to touch it. 



As Hermione reverently ran her fingertips over his cock, 
Harry looked over and saw the french witch was staring at it 
with obvious respect. 

Sensing that the witches were in a state of suprise, Harry 
decided to make his move. Stepping up beside Hermione's 
chaise, Harry leaned down and slipped one arm under the 
crook of her knees and his other arm behind her back. 

“What? What are you doing?" Hermione yelped as Harry 
gave out a loud grunt and lifted her up off the chaise. 

“Gonna take you inside," Harry grinned, bouncing her in his 
arms to reposition her as he turned and started tottering 
toward the cottage. 

“Don't you drop me " Hermione yapped, wrapping her arms 
around his neck, holding onto him and thrusting her big tits 
against his hairy chest. 

Admiring the muscles in her lover's tight, firm ass as he 
carried his bestfriend across the patio, Fleur took another sip 
of her butterbear. Was all this really happening, she asked 
herself as she saw her lovers disappear inside the cottage? It 
all had a drunk, dreamlike quality to it. Like it wasn't really 
happening. Like it was just a figment of her drugged brain. 
The heat, the butterbear, and the marijuana gave 
everything a hazy, bald feeling as she sat under the awning 
covering of the patio, all alone and naked. 

Just then she heard some sounds coming from the cottage. 
What were they doing, she drunkenly asked herself? As if 
she didn't know! Then she found her mind wandering back 
to a hot weekend a few months back when she and them 
had meet for the first time. 



What had it been that had made it so special, she tipsily 
wondered? Of course she loved them as ffriens and that 
made it extraordinary, but there was more. There was 
another layer to it that made it so amazing. 

Standing, holding onto the chaise, she had to wait for 
several long seconds before the spinning slowed enough for 
her to finally make her way towards the cottage. 

Tottering across the patio on her high heels, she tipsily 
weaved her way up to the door. Stopping again to let her 
catch her balance, she shoved the door open and climbed 
up the steps that led into the living room. Stepping inside, 
she saw no sign of Harry or Hermione. 

Even though the spell to vent the air inside was working its 
little tail off, the air inside the stifling cottage still remained 
toasty and warm. Almost too hot to fuck, she sickly told 
herself as she ran her hand across her fevered brow to wipe 
away some of the sweat covering it. Lurching across the 
room, she started down the hallway that led to the back of 
cottage where her bedroom was. Stopping at the first door, 
she peered inside. The room was empty. Looking inside 
another room, she saw that it too was empty, but everything 
in it was neat and prim. 

They must be in the bigggest bedroom, she woozily thought. 
Well, that made sense, didn't it? Shuffling on down the 
hallway, she stopped at the door to the bedroom and pushed 
it open. 

She had found them, she told herself as she saw that 
Hermione was lying on her back in the middle of the bed 
with her legs splayed out to the side. Fleur had expected to 
find Harry on top of his bestfriend pounding away at her 
pussy, but he wasn't. Instead, he was lying on his belly with 



his face buried down between Hermione's legs. Bent at the 
knees, Hermione's legs were slowly swinging back and forth 
and her inner thighs gently tapping against Harry's cheeks 
as she opened herself to Harry's long, lapping tongue. 
Hermione had her arms stretched down and her fingers were 
curled down in her bestfriend's long, dark hair as she was 
making soft mewing sounds while she guided Harry's licking 
tongue to just the right spots. 

Leaning against the doorframe, Fleur watched and listened 
to the loud, wet slurps that Harry was making as he feasted 
on his bestfriend's pussy. As she watched, Fleur's eyes 
strayed down to Harry's tight, muscular ass. She could see 
that he was grinding his cock against the bed as he ate his 
bestfriend. He had his legs spread apart and Fleur could see 
his big, hairy balls were resting on the bed just below the 
crack of his ass. 

Pushing off the door frame, Fleur weaved across the room to 
the bed to where her lovers lay totally engrossed in each 
other. Leaning down over the bed, she dreamily crawled up 
on it. Then on all fours she crawled over and up between 
Harry's hairy, muscular legs. Reaching out, she slowly ran 
the backs of her fingers down his leg. Then she curled her 
hands around the curve of his hips and gently, but forcefully 
pulled at them. As she did, she watched Harry dig his knees 
down into the mattress and push his ass up in the air. She 
helped and watched as Harry's hard, muscular ass lifted up 
into the air until he stood on his knees with his head still 
buried down between his bestfriend's legs while his ass 
waved in the air. 

Smiling, Fleur reached down under Harry's belly and quickly 
found the hard, jutting fuck-pole that was jutting out below 
it. Curling her hand around the hard, throbbing slab of meat, 
she roughly twisted her fist up and down it as she leaned 



down over his upthrust ass. Slowly, lovingly, she kissed her 
way over and around both cheeks of his ass as she jerked 
her hand up and down on his rock-hard cock. Then with her 
other hand, she spread the cheeks of his ass to expose his 
dark, puckered asshole. Slowly licking her way down 
between the sweaty cheeks of his ass, she found the little, 
fluted opening with the tip of her hot, probing tongue. As 
she gently probed and poked at the little ring, she felt it 
contract and clench into a tighter pucker as his big cock 
lurched and twitched down inside her fisted hand. Slowly, 
lazily she continued tojack her hand up and down her 
lover's cock as her tongue twirled and swirled around his 
asshole. 

Fleur could feel her thighs wetly rubbing together as she 
pumped her hand up and down Harry's big cock. Cunt juice 
was freely flowing out of her aroused, primed pussy. This all 
had the same exhilarating feeling that she had felt that hot, 
summer night when she had first experienced the addictive 
seduction of real lust and love. But this was somehow even 
more exciting, more perverse, she told herself. 

Slowly releasing her choke hold on Harry's cock, Fleur lifted 
up and inched back away from him. Looking down at her 
lovers, she could see that Hermione had her head thrown 
back and her eyes tightly clenched shut as her pretty face 
was contorted into an enraptured grimace. While she could 
only see the back of Harry's head as he still had his face 
buried down between his bestfriend's long, outstretched 
legs, she could hear the loud, wet slurps he was making as 
he hungrily devoured his bestfriend's hot, little pussy. 

Dropping down onto all fours, Fleur crawled over Harry's leg 
and made her way up the bed beside her two lovers. 
Lowering herself down onto her flat belly beside Hermione, 
Fleur rolled over onto her side and scooted over until her 



big, full tits were rubbing against Hermione's outstretched 
arm. Draping her arm across Hermione's gravity-flattened 
breasts, Fleur dug her fingers down into Hermione's long, 
black as night hair and gently pulled Hermione's head 
toward her. As she did, Fleur saw Hermione's mouth open 
and her head turn to face her. 

Then their lips met in a hard, open-mouthed kiss of warring 
tongues and grinding lips as Fleur ground her big, sweaty 
tits against Hermione's sweat-slickened arm. 

As the fiery kiss went on, Fleur found her hairy pubis 
pressed up against the round, smooth curve of Hermione's 
slippery hip. Grinding her clit against her lover's sweaty 
skin, Fleur slowly lifted one long, shapely leg and draped it 
over across Hermione and Harry's head. With her knee bent 
and her shoe resting on the bed on the other side of 
Hermione's hip, Fleur roughly rubbed and ground her clit 
against her lover. As the back of Fleur's thigh brushed 
against the back of Harry's head she felt his fingers slowly 
crawling up her other thigh as it headed toward the wetness 
between her quivering legs. 

Feeling his way up the slippery smoothness of the french 
witch's leg, Harry could feel her muscles working as she 
ground herself against Hermione's hip. This was all another 
dream come true, he told himself as he lowered his cock 
back down against the mattress. It was all beyond belief, he 
sickly thought as he inched his fingers higher and higher. 
Two of the hottest, sexiest witches in the wizarding world 
and now they were his witches again. And he planned on 
taking full advantage of this golden opportunity to have 
them both. Have them as many times as he could before it 
was all over. Or would it ever be over? 



Then his fingers found the soft, silky folds of flesh between 
the french witch's legs. As he gently probed the velvety 
smooth flesh, his nostrils were filled with the ripe pungency 
of the witches's sex. Probing softly with his fingers, he found 
the sticky, juice-smeared opening of the french witch's juicy 
cunt and slipped inside the wet, slippery channel. As he did, 
he heard a soft, wet murmur come floating down to his ears 
from up above. Looking up over his bestfriend's bald, little 
mound, Harry found his view blocked by his bestfriend's big, 
flattened tits and the french witch's arm draped across 
them. All he could see of their heads was their blonde and 
black hair, but from that, he could tell that they were 
kissing. 

Gently probing the soft, clinging tightness of the french 
witch's pussy, Harry lazily licked his tongue round and round 
his bestfriend's hard, jutting clit as it eagerly thrust itself up 
out its fleshy sheath. This was testosterone heaven, he 
thought to himself as he determinedly licked and lapped at 
the little kernel of squiggly flesh under his tongue. Looking 
over, he could see the french witch's bald bush of blond 
curls was pressed up against Hermione's hip as Fleur ground 
herself against her lover. And down below the nest of curls, 
Harry could see his wet, juice-slathered fingers slowly 
working in and out between the french witch's thick, ruddy 
pussy lips. Her dark, flushed lips were wetly clinging to his 
stubby fingers as they slithered in and out of the pink flesh 
between them. 

Flicking his tongue back and forth across his bestfriend's 
clit, Harry could hear the murmuring groans coming from up 
above were growing louder and more insistent. As they did, 
Hermione's ass was beginning to patter up and down on the 
mattress. Her movements were growing more frantic as she 
roughly thrust herself up and ground herself against his 
tongue. 



Then Harry felt Hermione's long, sharp fingernails dig into 
his scalp and shove his face down against her as a loud, wet 
gasp came floating down to his ears. He could see that 
Hermione's belly was tightly clenched as it quivered and 
shook while her ass was jerking up and down on the bed. He 
could feel wet, sticky gushes of hot, pussy-cream splashing 
onto his chin as it came squirting out of his bestfriend's 
clenching, contracting pussy. 

Harry continued to lick and lap at his bestfriend's clit while 
she rode out her orgasm on his flicking tongue. His chin and 
cheeks were covered with thick, clinging pussy-cream as 
more and more of the creamy goo was forced out of his 
bestfriend's spasming cunt. Then, finally, with a final 
choking gasp, Hermione melted back down onto the bed. 

As Harry slowly lifted his cream-covered lips up off his 
bestfriend's pussy, he felt the french witch's hand push his 
hand out from between her legs. Then he heard the french 
witch give out a soft grunt. As she did, Harry watched as she 
slowly rolled over on top of Hermione. Then Harry suddenly 
found himself face to face with not one, but two hot, wet 
cunts. 

Opportunities like this don't come along every day, Harry 
sickly thought backing up and pushing up onto his knees. 
Giddily watching, Harry saw the french clean shaved pussy 
was drooling out its juices onto Hermione's smaller, pink¬ 
lipped pussy as their clits clit-clatted and rubbed against 
one another. 

Watching the french witch's big, round ass working around 
in small circles, Harry decided that before he claimed his 
juicy prize, he would repay the french witch's earlier 
gesture. 



standing on his knees behind the french witch's upturned 
ass, Harry reached down and dug his clawed fingers down 
into the soft, giving cheeks of her ass. Holding onto her ass 
with his fingers, he slowly spread the cheeks of her ass apart 
to reveal the pink, fluted circle of her asshole. Leaning down, 
starting just above the fleshy opening of her cunt, Harry 
slowly licked up the crack of her ass. Not stopping, he let his 
tongue tickle across the pouted flute of her asshole as he 
licked up the entire length of the crack of her ass, licking up 
all the salty sweat that had trickled down into it. Then he 
brought his tongue back down and slowly tickled it around 
the furrowed ring of darkened flesh. 

"Mmmmmmuuummmm . . ." Fleur hummed out into 
Hermione's mouth as she felt the wizard's hot, probing 
tongue circling around her asshole. Then she felt his tongue 
stiffen and probe at the clenched center of her anus. 

Relaxing the muscles encircling the tight, little opening, she 
felt the tip of Harry's stiffened tongue slip inside the tight 
sphincter. Grinding herself back against his probing tongue, 
she felt it slip in deeper and within seconds, Harry had at 
least half of his big, thick tongue shoved down inside the 
tight clench of her ass. 

It was all so demented, Fleur drunkenly thought. Fleur on 
top of her sister kissing in such an un-sisterly way while she 
ground her clit against her lover's clit while her lover was 
behind her with half of his tongue shoved up her ass. If there 
were a haven, surely this was their ticket to enter it, she 
sickly thought. 

Pulling his tongue back out of the french witch's asshole, 
Harry raised back up and un-clawed his hands to let the 
cheeks of her ass close again. What a wondrous sight, he 
sickly thought as he stared down at the two weeping pussies 
grinding themselves against one another. 



Slowly pushing up onto his knees behind the french witch's 
upturned ass, Harry wrapped his hand around his big, 
jutting peter. Moving forward ever so slightly, he lifted the 
tapered, purple head up to the big, drooling gash of flesh 
that was peeking out just below the perfect, round cheeks of 
the french witch's delightful ass. Fitting the head in between 
the thick, gorged lips, Harry slowly rubbed it up and down 
the juice-smeared skin between the fat lips until it was 
glistening wetly with the slippery goo oozing out of the 
french witch's pussy. 

Finally Harry seated the tip of his cockhead into the fleshy 
slit. Then he lazily leaned into her and let his big fuck-pole 
sink down into the tight, clinging sheath of the french 
witch's pussy. If there was a heaven, this is what it would be 
like, he told himself as he sank his cock deeper and deeper 
into the soft warmth of the french witch's cunt. 

As he did, he heard a soft gurgle escape out from between 
the french witch's and bestfriend's lips as they continued to 
hungrily eat face. Pushing into the clinging gash of cunt 
meat as deep as he could, he stopped only when his belly 
bumped into the soft, giving cheeks of the french witch's 
ass. 

Holding himself thrust down inside her, Harry leaned down 
and licked his tongue across the sweaty skin of her back. 
Savoring the salty tang of her sweat, he leaned back up and 
slowly pulled back. Letting his cock slither back down the 
tight, clutching channel of her cunt, Harry pulled all the way 
back until his big, juice-slathered cock flopped out of her 
pussy. As it did, Harry dipped his hips ever so slightly and 
found the opening of Hermione's slavering pussy with the 
head of his cock. With a soft grunt, he thrust forward and in 
one swift lunge buried his cock up to the hilt inside his 
bestfriend's tight, little cunt. 



This was depravity at its deepest, its darkest, he told 
himself. Not only was he fucking the french witch . . . and his 
bestfriend. He was fucking them both at the same time! 

Pausing for a moment to savor the perversity of it all, he 
then slowly backed his cock back out of Hermione. As it 
slipped out of her, he raised his hips slightly and thrust 
forward again, burying his peter all the way up to the hilt 
inside the tight clutch of the french witch's pussy. 

Leaning down over the french witch's sweaty back, Harry 
began to work his hips back and forth as he fucked her with 
deep, thrusting strokes. As he did, he could hear his belly 
wetly smacking up against her upturned ass every time he 
pounded into her. As he continued to pound into her, Harry 
leaned down over her and nipped at her shoulder while his 
sweaty chest rubbed up and down against her slippery back. 

As Harry fucked the french witch, his big dangling balls were 
swinging back and forth under his cock and slapping up 
against his bestfriend's empty pussy. As they did, they were 
splattering the hot juices drooling out of her cunt all over 
everywhere. 

The excitement and passion of the moment were taking 
their toll on Harry as his hips rocked back and forth to drive 
his cock in and out of the hot, slavering hole between the 
french witch's legs. He could feel the molten semen down 
inside his flopping balls growing hotter and hotter. He was 
going to come any second, he deliriously thought as he 
pumped into her faster and faster. 

Curling his hands around the french witch's shoulders, he 
pulled her back onto his hammering attack as he plunged 
his dick into her up to its hairy hilt on ever deep, teeth- 
rattling stroke. 



Suddenly a jolt of electric pleasure tore through his cock as 
it jerked and spewed out a giant gush of creamy cum deep 
inside the french witch's clutching, milking cunt. 

As it did, Harry jerked back and pulled out of the french 
witch's clutching cunt. 

“Nnnnnnnnoooooonnnn . . ." Fleur groaned out into 
Hermione's mouth. 

Just then Harry's cock lurched again and shot out a giant 
gush of thick, hot cum onto both of the witches's cunts. 

Then before it could shoot again, Harry lunged forward and 
buried his cock down inside his bestfriend's pussy. Just as he 
did, he felt it kick again and spurt out a big, gooey wad of 
cum into his bestfriend's cunt. 

Holding his cock down inside his bestfriend's milking, 
constricting pussy, Harry let his orgasm run its course. 

As soon as it finished firing off, Harry leaned back and pulled 
his cock out of his bestfriend's cum-filled cunt. Looking 
down at the cum-covered cunts, Harry realized that the 
french witch had orgasmed too when he saw her pussy was 
still slowly contracting and dilating as it squeezed out a 
stream of gooey, white cum. As the creamy goo oozed out of 
the tiny slit, it dripped down and mingled with the cum and 
juice that was already covering Hermione's pussy. 

What a mess, Harry told himself as he stared down at the 
witches'cum-splattered cunts. Where did all that cum come 
from? He'd never shot out that much before. Must be the 
threesome, he sickly thought, reaching down and running a 
finger through the creamy goo. 

Lifting his finger up to his nose, he sniffed it. Pussy, cum, 
and sweat, he told himself as he touched the tip of his finger 



to his tongue. Yep, all of the above. 


Just then he heard a soft grunt as he watched the french 
witch lift her leg and slowly swing it over Hermione's belly to 
drop her knee down onto the bed beside Hermione's hip. 
Then with another grunt, she rolled over onto her back and 
pushed up onto her butt. 

“Damn, you certainly made a big enough mess," she 
muttered as she stared down between her splayed-out legs. 

“I had a little help . . . from you," Harry grinned back at her 
as he reached for one of the big, sweaty tits dangling down 
from her chest. 

“I hope that you two learned a lesson from all this," Fleur 
muttered as she watched Harry cup her big, heavy breast 
and lift it up off her chest. 

“A lesson?" Harry snickered as he gently squeezed her 
breast and tweaked the big, rubbery nipple sticking out of 
its darkened tip. 

“Yeah, a lesson," Fleur fussed. “I hope that you learned that 
only bad things can happen when you mess around with 
butterbear and muggleweed . . ." 

“I didn't think it was such a bad thing. Did you Hermione?" 
Harry grinned over at his bestfriend who was lying on her 
back with her arms shoved under her head as she sleepily 
watched them. 

“Naw . . . not a bad thing . . ." Hermione grinned back at 
Harry as she ran her hand down to where his limp dick 
drooped down between his muscular thighs. “A good thing . . 
." she softly giggled as she roughly groped his cock... 



...SS...SS...SS... 


stepping into the bathroom, Fleur opened the shower door 
and leaned inside to turn on the water. Leaning back out to 
wait for the water to warm a little, she felt Harry's hairy, 
muscular arms snake around her as his strong hands 
grabbed hold of her dangling tits and pulled her back 
against him. 

Leaning down, Harry nibbled his way up her neck to her ear. 

"You're so hot, Fleur," Harry whispered into her ear as he 
ground his hairy pubis against her soft, pliant ass and pawed 
her big tits. Fleur answered him by thrusting her ass back at 
him and grinding it against his belly. Then Harry felt the 
french witch's long fingers snake around behind his 
clenched ass as she dug her fingernails in and pulled him 
against her. 

Finally, after a few seconds of groping and pawing, Fleur 
pushed away from Harry and stuck her hand under the water 
to test its temperature. Finding it satisfactory, she stepped 
into the shower. Stepping under the tepid spray of water, 
she felt Harry bump up against her as he joined her under 
the water. Then she felt Hermione rub up against her as she 
heard the shower door close behind them. Reaching out, 
Fleur gathered up a washcloth and soap. Quickly lathering 
up the cloth, she replaced the soap and turned to face Harry. 

There were hands all over her, touching, feeling, groping, 
and pawing as she ran the soapy cloth over Harry's hairy, 
chiseled chest. Looking into his smoky, blue eyes she 
continued on down, rubbing the soapy cloth around in little 
circles as she washed her way down over his wash-boarded 
abdomen to his dangling cock. Lifting the dormant serpent 
in her soft, little hands she gently ran the cloth over it to 



wipe away the remnants of their earlier encounter. As she 
lovingly fondled and soaped up his limp cock, she could feel 
the energy flowing back into it. As it began to slowly lift its 
head, Fleur ran the washcloth down under Harry's big balls 
as they hung down inside their fleshy sac. Gently clutching 
the washcloth around the big orbs, she gently washed away 
the cum and cunt juice that had been splattered onto them 
earlier. 

Finished with his cock and balls, Fleur eased down onto her 
knees and slowly ran the washrag down Harry's muscular 
legs leaving behind a coating of bubbles in her wake. Done 
with Harry, Fleur turned to Hermione and ran the cloth over 
the sweeps and curves of Hermione's long, curvaceous legs 
as she slowly worked up them toward the bald tip of her 
lover's firm, flat belly. 

As Fleur moved closer and closer to the matted nest of curls 
covering Hermione's sex, Hermione inched her feet apart to 
open herself to her lover. Draping the soapy cloth over the 
tips of her fingers, Fleur slowly, gently ran the cloth up and 
down the fleshy furrow between Hermione's pussy lips as 
they lay flattened against the rounded labia that bordered 
her pussy. 

After a few slow swipes with the cloth, Fleur pulled the cloth 
off her fingers and slowly caressed the fragile softness of her 
lover's exposed, vulnerable femininity. Then sticking out her 
first two fingers, Fleur eased them up into the moist warmth 
of Hermione's pussy. 

As she slowly pushed her fingers into her lover, she looked 
up to find Harry's and Hermione's lips locked in a 
passionate, open-mouthed kiss. She could also see that 
Hermione's hand was frantically clutching and pulling on 



Harry's cock that was now standing at half mast while Harry 
clawed and pawed his bestfriend's wet, slippery tits. 

Smiling, Fleur eased her juice-coated fingers back out of her 
lover's cunt and pushed up to her feet between her lover 
and daughter, breaking their kiss as she did. 

Running the soapy cloth over Hermione's big, jiggling tits 
she rubbed the cloth back and forth across the rubbery 
nipples pointing out from the round circles of darkened flesh 
capping the beautiful treasures. 

Finished with Harry and Hermione, Fleur re-soaped the wash 
cloth and handed it to Harry. 

“My back . . .'' Fleur smiled and turned to face Hermione. 

“What about your front it needs washing, too," Harry fussed. 

“In good time," Fleur giggled. “Do my back first," she told 
him as she reached out and wrapped her arms around 
Hermione. 

Harry raised his hand up and started running the soapy 
cloth over the french witch's shoulders as he saw his 
bestfriend's arms snake around Fleur's back. Then he saw 
them kissing as they ground their wet, slippery bodies 
against one another. 

Running the washrag down over his bestfriend's arms, Harry 
washed down over the small of the french witch's back as 
the head of his dick rubbed against the cheeks of the french 
witch's ass. 

As he slowly ran the soapy cloth over the firm, round globes 
of ass flesh, he dipped his hips and pushed his almost-fully- 
charged penis between the french witch's legs just below 



her pussy. When he did, he felt the french witch clamp her 
legs together and trap his cock between them. Then he saw 
her break her kiss with Hermione and turn to look at him 
over her shoulder. 

“My back “ she muttered, spreading her legs so that he 
could extract his errant penis before she turned and 
resumed her kiss with Hermione. 

Returning to the business at hand, Harry draped the cloth 
over the tips of his fingers. As he did, he gently spread the 
soft, supple globes of quivering ass flesh and slowly ran the 
washcloth down the crack between them all the way down 
to the fleshy, pink rift just below the pucker of her fluted 
asshole. Slowly, Harry ran the rag up and down the crack of 
her ass several times, increasing the pressure against her 
skin every time he ran across her little, pink asshole. 

Finally, he pulled the cloth back off his fingers and stuck his 
soapy middle finger out from the rest of his other fingers. 
Placing its rounded tip on the center of the pucker of the 
french witch's anus, Harry began to push. His finger initially 
met with resistance, but this was quickly overcome by his 
soap-slickened finger as it slipped inside the tight ring of 
muscles. The first knuckle disappeared, then the second, 
and finally he had his whole finger buried down inside the 
tight clasp of the french witch's ass. 

Wiggling his finger around inside the french witch's ass, 
Harry felt her push back against his hand as she took him 
deeper inside her. After a few seconds, Harry slowly eased 
his finger back and pulled it out through the tight clutch of 
her anal sphincter. 


Taking the washcloth back in his hand, Harry slowly, 
reverently ran it down over the swooping curves of the 



french witch's long, shapely legs to her tiny feet. 


Finished at last, Harry tossed the soapy cloth on the shower 
floor and pulled the shower head out of its holder. Holding 
the head pointed toward his kissing mother and sister, he let 
the Luke-warm water splash on them. As the water cascaded 
down over the peaks and valleys of their bodies, it carried 
away the shimmering bubbles of soap and soon their bodies 
were bubble free and glimmering wetly in the afternoon 
sunlight. 

As blonde and brunette continued to grope and grind 
against one another, Harry directed the spray of water at 
himself and washed away all the bubbles that had been 
clinging to his skin, paying particular attention to his big, 
jutting peter. 

Finally Harry hung the shower head back in its cradle and 
eased down onto his knees beside the hugging, kissing 
witches. Grasping hold of each of the witches, he gently 
turned them until they were twisted at the waist. Their 
mouths were still locked together, tongues twisting and 
intertwining as they held onto each other and ground their 
big, wet tits against one another. But as they did, their hips 
were twisted just enough for Harry to have access to their 
bald cunts. 

Studying the two pussies, Harry could see that there were 
several a distinct differences between them, the blonde's 
pussy had big, full lips that hung down below the juice- 
slathered opening of her pussy. The ruddy, dark pink of her 
thick, gorged lips was a dark mauve color. Her round, hard 
clit was almost as big as the tip of Harry's pinkie finger as it 
jutted out from under its fleshy hood begging for his 
attention. 



Turning his head, Harry scrutinized Hermione's youthful 
snatch. The fleshy lips surrounding her pussy were small, 
dainty and almost bright pink in color as they wetly clung to 
the rounded labia that bordered her pussy. Hermione's little 
pink clit was about the size of a small, pink pea as it stuck 
out from under its fleshy hiding place. 

Turning his head back toward the french witch, he pushed 
her legs apart and eased two fingers up into the drooling 
hole at the base of her pussy. Then he licked his long, rough 
tongue across hard, round clit. As he did, he felt the french 
witch's fingers curl down in his long dark hair and pull him 
against her at the same time she ground herself against his 
insistent tongue. 

Licking and lapping at her clit, Harry roughly fucked her hot, 
slippery pussy with his fingers, quickly sliding them in and 
out of it. Then he felt the french witch's other hand curl 
around the back of his head as her hips turned to face 
straight at him. Looking up over the french witch's heaving 
belly, he saw that she was leaning back against the shower 
wall with both arms stretched down to him. Her eyes were 
clenched shut and the back of her head was pressed against 
the wall as Hermione was roughly plucking and pulling on 
her lover's plump nipples. 

The cascading water was making it difficult to concentrate 
on her clit without drowning so Harry reached around 
Hermione's hip and turned the water off. Then with the 
water no longer a factor, Harry returned to the french witch's 
clit with a rebounding vengeance. 

Harry could hear the french witch's wet ass slapping against 
the shower was as her hips jerked back and forth pattering 
against it while she humped her pussy and clit against his 
mouth and tongue. 



Fleur was making soft snorting, grunting sounds as she 
hunched herself against her lover's fevered attack on her 
clit. There was so much tension and excitement in the air, it 
made the earlier heat seem cool. 

"Oh, Merlin, yes, yes, lick it, lick it, lick my fucking clit" 
Fleur gurgled out, fisting her hands down in his long hair 
and holding on as she humped herself against him. 

Trying to comply with the french witch's frantic command, 
Harry licked his tongue back and forth faster and faster. 

"Yesssssssss " Fleur hissed. "Like that" 

The muscles in Fleur's legs were taut, beginning to quiver 
and shake as she fought for her release. 

He was going to make the french witch come again, Harry 
giddily thought. Make her come with his fucking tongue. 
How many wizards could say that they had made the hot 
veela with their tongue? Not that many, he bet. 

The muscles in her belly were so tight, you could bounce a 
galleon off it, Harry told himself. 

"Unhhhh unhhhh oh, oh, oh, fuckkkkkkkk . . ." Fleur growled 
out as her ass began to quiver and shake while she shoved 
Harry's cream-coated face against her pussy. Fleur's whole 
body was shaking and trembling as she came and came on 
Harry's rough, slashing tongue. The sheer perversity of what 
he was doing to her made it all just that much more 
depraved and wicked. Even more than it had been on that 
hot, summer night last year. 

This was her lover! Her secret lover who was bringing her 
this pleasure and fulfillment. It was beyond wicked. The 
things he was doing to her with his mouth were were 



unspeakably wrong. What wizard other then her husband 
could ever do to her what he was doing to her with his 
mouth. Licking her, touching her! Touching her down there 
with his tongue! 

How could she have let such a dastardly thing happen, she 
frantically asked herself as the convulsing, jolting shards of 
pleasure tore through her fevered brain and cunt? Whatever 
had brought it on, there was no turning back now. The 
addictive surge of pleasure and joy she was feeling wasn't 
something you could give up once it had you under its evil, 
twisted spell. 

At last, the surges of pleasure began to weaken and die 
leaving behind them the warm, bald afterglow of complete 
and utter satiation. Uncurling her fingers out of Harry's hair, 
she let herself slowly slump down the cool shower wall as 
her back slowly slid all the way down the wall until her butt 
patted down on the shower floor. As the french witch 
collapsed down beside him, Harry turned his attention to his 
bestfriend's pussy. Burying his nose down in the crinkly nest 
of curls above his bestfriend's pussy, he quickly found her 
little hard clit with his tongue. As he began to lick and lap at 
the squiggly little nub, Hermione lifted one of her long legs 
and draped it across his shoulder. Then Harry felt her weight 
press down on his shoulder as she lifted her other leg and 
rested it on his other shoulder. He could feel the backs of her 
shapely calves resting against his back as Hermione leaned 
back against the wall and ground her pussy against his 
mouth. 

Curling her fingers down into her bestfriend's long, dark 
hair, Hermione pulled his face against her pussy as she dug 
her heels into his back and thrust herself against him and 
his swirling, twirling tongue. 



Lifting his arms up around her hips, Harry clawed his hands 
around his bestfriend's big, wet tits as they heavily hung 
down from her chest. As he pawed and groped at the 
dangling treasures, he could feel the big, rubbery nubs 
protruding out of their rounded tips rubbing against the 
palm of his hand. 

Resting with her back against the shower wall, Fleur 
watched her lover as he hungrily went after his bestfriend's 
pussy. As he ate her, he was making loud, slurping sounds 
that sounded deafening in the cramped space of the shower 
stall. 

Everything still had a dreamy, surreal quality about it as she 
lay slumped against the wall watching her lovers make love. 
She could see that Harry was still in a highly aroused state 
of excitement with his jutting cock stiff and bowed as it 
thrust itself up out of the forest of curls surrounding it. 
Watching the evil creature pulse and throb, Fleur felt an 
urge to take it in her mouth. Take in her mouth, suck on it 
and bring out its hot, creamy treasure. Felt an urge to taste 
the sweet essence she would bring forth from it. 

Leaning to the side, she slumped down on her elbow in front 
of Harry. As she did, her face was only inches away from 
Harry's upthrust penis. Reaching out with her other hand, 
she gently grasped hold of his cock. It was so hard and stiff, 
its spine was bowed and bent like a big, pink banana. 
Bending the rigid shaft of his cock down, she watched the 
big, plum-colored knob sitting atop the shaft draw closer 
and closer to her lips. As it did, she stuck out her tongue and 
slowly teased it around the hard, rubbery head licking away 
the stream of salty goo that was leaking out of the slit in its 
rounded tip. 



“Ummmmmmmm . . Harry gurgled out into his bestfriend's 
cunt as he felt the french witch's hot, little tongue swirling 
round and round the sensitive head of his penis. 

Then the head of his cock was slowly engulfed in moist, 
sucking warmth as Fleur slowly sucked it into her mouth. 
Softly, gently, she sucked as she slowly sank her lips farther 
down the shaft of his cock. 

"Unnnnnnnnnn . . ." Harry groaned out again. 

Then he felt the french witch's lips slowly suck their way 
back up to the head of his cock and slip off it. 

"Do you like that?" Fleur whispered. "Do you like for Fleur to 
suck on your cock?" 

"Ummmmm huhuhhhhh " Harry burbled out into Hermione's 
pussy. 

"Like this?" he heard the french witch murmur just before he 
felt her warm, soft lips encircle the head of his cock again 
and slowly slide down off it onto its thick shaft. 

Thrusting his hips forward, Harry tried to get his cock deeper 
inside the sucking warmth of the french witch's mouth but 
she wouldn't let him as she kept her lips locked down 
around the shaft of his penis. As she held him imprisoned 
inside her mouth, Harry could feel the suction building as 
she sucked harder and harder. Then he felt her warm fingers 
close down around the big balls hanging down below his 
cock. 

Gently squeezing and lifting, Fleur rolled her lover's 
manhood around in the palm of her hand as she sucked and 
pulled on his cock with her lips. 



This had to be every wizard's dream, Harry giddily thought. 
Every sick, perverted boy, he added. Eating out his 
bestfriend's hot little cunt while the french witch sucked on 
his cock? What more could a wizard wish for? 

As the french witch's lips worked back and forth on the 
barrel of his cock, Harry flicked his tongue over and all 
around Hermione's hard, little clit while he tweaked and 
plucked at her big, rubbery nipples. Hermione's perfect 
round ass was patting against the shower wall as she 
humped her pussy against her bestfriend's relentless attack 
on her clit. 

Harry could feel his bestfriend's round, little heels digging 
into his back as the muscles in her legs began to strain and 
tighten. Her fingernails were digging into his scalp pulling 
him against her as her soft, inner thighs tightened against 
his cheeks and the soft moans she was making grew louder 
and louder. Her nipples were hard and swollen, two big, pink 
marbles sticking out of the pebbled tips of her breasts as he 
teased and tormented them. 

Suddenly, he felt Hermione's whole body jerk as a thick, 
creamy gush of cunt juice spewed out onto his chin and 
throat. As the warm goo trickled down onto his chest he 
could feel his bestfriend's little, round heels beating a tattoo 
on his back and her thighs tightly clamped down against his 
cheeks. 

“Yessss yessss yessss" Hermione hissed out as she pulled 
him against her spewing, spurting cunt. 

Lapping up her sweet juices, Harry kept his tongue furiously 
working on Hermione's hard, jutting clit while his fingers 
pinched and pulled at her swollen nipples while she came 
and came. 



Hearing the commotion above her, Fleur eased back off 
Harry's cock and pushed up to watch the brunette orgasm 
on Harry's swirling, twirling tongue. She could see that long, 
stringy strands of juice were dripping off Harry's chin and 
running down his chest onto his belly as Hermione's calves 
and heels were beating against his back. 

After what seemed like an eternity, Fleur saw that finally, 
the muscles in Hermione's long, curvaceous legs were 
beginning to soften and relax. As they did, one at a time, 
they slowly slid down off Harry's shoulders and her tiny feet 
slapped down on the shower floor beside Harry's knees. 

"That was fantastic, Harry " Hermione groaned, leaning 
down, holding his head between her hands and giving him a 
long, open-mouthed kiss right on his cream-coated lips. 

Fleur was still sitting, her ass on the floor, her back leaning 
against the cool faux tile wall as she saw Harry slowly push 
up to his feet in front of Hermione. Then he turned and with 
a lecherous smile on his creamy lips, he stepped over and 
straddled Fleur's outstretched legs. As he did, his big, stiff 
cock was waving in the air in front of him while he shuffled 
up her legs. 

With a happy, inebriated smile on her lips, Fleur saw him 
stop when his big, spit-covered cock-head was brushing 
against her dark, red lips. 

"Does Harry want Fleur to suck on his cock again," Fleur 
murmured, easing her little, pink tongue out and slowly 
twirling it around the head of the wizard's big, purple cock- 
head. 

"Yeah, Harry wants Fleur to suck on his big, old cock some 
more," Harry grinned hunching his hips forward and rubbing 
his cock-head against her lips. Then Harry reached down 



and slid his hand around behind the french witch's head. 
Pulling her head toward him, Harry kept on pushing his 
cock-head against her lips until at last he felt it slid between 
them and down inside her warm, sucking mouth. 

“Yes, Fleur, like that. Suck on it like that “ Harry snorted, still 
cupping the back of her head in the palm of his hand and 
pulling on her head as he forced more and more of the thick, 
pink shaft of his cock into her mouth. 

As the french witch loudly slurped and sucked on his cock, 
Harry saw Hermione slowly push off the wall and step 
around behind him. Then he felt her big, wet tits brush 
against his back. As the french witch's full, red lips slurped 
up and down the shaft of his cock, Harry felt Hermione's hot 
breath on his neck as she slowly nibbled her way up it. 
Crushing her big, pillowy tits against his back, she ground 
them against him as she nipped and nibbled at his ear. Then 
her arms curled around him and her fingers found his tiny 
nipples. Pinching the tiny nubs between her fingers and 
thumbs, she twisted and pulled on them as she rubbed her 
bald, little cunt against his ass. 

As he watched on in a testosterone-induced daze, Harry saw 
that the french witch had fingers interspersed as she locked 
her hands around the hairy base of his cock while her dark, 
red lips slipped lower and lower down the shaft of his cock. 
Her wet, blond hair hung down beside her cheeks just 
brushing the tops of her shoulders as her head slowly rocked 
back and forth. 

Trapped between the two witches, Harry could feel the 
bubbling, roiling reservoir of cum down in his balls growing 
hotter and hotter as the french witch tried to coax it out of 
them. If she didn't let up, she was going to get a creamy 



mouthful, he told himself as the suction on his cock grew 
more frantic. 

“Fleur Fleur gonna come gonna come “ Harry groaned out, 
jerking her head back and forth faster. 

“Ummmm hummmmm “ he heard her choke out around his 
pistoning cock as it slid in and out between her pursed lips. 

“Can't hold it, Fleur can't stop '' Harry gasped as he felt an 
atomic shockwave rip through his cock. “Fuck Fuck Fuck '' 
Harry cursed, grabbing hold of the french witch's hair and 
jerking her toward him as the head of his cock thudded up 
against the opening of her throat. Then, just as the head of 
his cock popped into her throat, it erupted and spewed out a 
giant gusher of thick, hot cream directly into her throat. 

“Gluumppppp '' heard the french witch gag out as the 
muscles of her throat clenched and clutched at his 
embedded cock when a second geyser of thick, creamy cum 
spurted out of the head of his cock. 

Then with another gurgling gag, she spread her fingers out 
on Harry's hairy belly and pushed him back until the head of 
his spewing, spurting, spitting peter was back inside her 
mouth. Sucking, Fleur milked her lover's cock with her lips 
until she had sucked him dry and he had nothing left to offer 
her. 

Easing her lips back off his wilting cock, she looked up at 
him with the whites of her big, blue eyes showing as she 
slowly, purposefully swallowed. Easing her cum-covered 
tongue out from between her lips, she slowly twirled it 
around them and then sucked it back inside to swallow a 
second time as her big, blue eyes continued to bore into his. 



Panting and trying to catch his breath, still reeling from the 
explosion of pleasure that had torn though his cock, Harry 
clutched at the wall, holding onto it to keep from falling as 
the eruption had completely sapped the strength from his 
knees. 

“Did it taste good?” Hermione snickered as she backed away 
from Harry and reached for the shower door. 

“Delicious you'll have to try it sometime," Fleur smiled up at 
her running her tongue around her full, red lips a second 
time. 

“I'll do that. . ." Hermione laughed, pulling the door open 
and stepping out. 

“Just say the word," Harry grinned, pushing back off the wall. 

“I'll let you know " Hermione told him as he reached down 
and offered his hands to the french witch. 

Grabbing hold of Harry's strong hands, Fleur pulled as 
struggled up onto her feet. Then still holding hands, she and 
Harry followed Hermione out through the door. As they did, 
Hermione grabbed hold of Harry's hand and the three of 
them went strolling back down the hallway heading for 
Fleur's bed room. 

“I think a little nap would be in store," Fleur murmured 
giving Harry's hand a squeeze. “What say you two?" 

“Fine with me," Harry grinned, letting go of her hand and 
giving her ass a soft grope. “Need to rest up if I'm going to 
keep up with you two all night long," he laughed. 


“That you do," Fleur told him as she crawled up on the bed. 



Following her up onto the bed, Harry rolled over onto his 
back. As he did, the french witch snuggled up against him 
and Hermione crawled up on the other side. Lying with his 
arms around behind their necks, his hands clutched around 
a big tit on each side, he watched both witches lift a long leg 
and drape them over his hairy legs. As their knees brushed 
against each other down between his legs, Harry could feel 
their bald, little mons rubbing against his hips as they 
ground themselves against him. 

Satiated and blissfully contented with the life the gods had 
chosen for him, Harry found himself drifting off to sleep.. . . 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Harry slowly awoke to the feel of something soft and warm 
brushing against his chin. Then he felt something touch his 
lips. The next sensation was that of something tickling his 
nose. This was followed by a feeling of moist warmth 
enveloping his cock. 

As his second sense kicked in he became aware of the 
heavy, ripe aroma of pussy hanging in the air. Slowly 
opening his eyes, another sense was bombarded by the 
sight of the french witch's beautiful breasts hanging from 
her chest above him. 

"Is Fleur's little sleepyhead finally waking up?" he heard her 
murmur as another sense awoke to the melodic sound of her 
voice. 

"Ummm...huhhhh..." Harry mumbled out slowly opening his 
mouth and easing his tongue out between his lips. The last 
of his senses to awaken was that of taste as he savored the 
sweet taste of the french witch's effervescent ripeness when 
he ran his tongue over her juice-smeared pussy lips. 



“And his other sleepyhead is waking up too," Harry heard his 
bestfriend giggle just before her soft, warm lips engulfed his 
cock again. 

Harry could feel the life flowing back into his cock as it 
stirred and began to stiffen and swell. 

As Hermione sucked the life back into his awakening cock, 
Harry found the french witch's love button with his tongue 
as she sat on his face. He could feel the rounded swell of her 
calves rubbing against his shoulders as she leaned over him 
and clutched hold of the headboard to support herself while 
she rode his face. 

Lifting his arms, Harry dug his fingers into the firm pliant 
flesh of her ass cheeks and pulled her pussy down on his lips 
so he could get a better shot at her clit. 

“Ummmmmmm . . . Fleur likes that. . .“ Fleur gurgled out 
while Harry slowly licked his tongue back and forth and all 
around her big, hard clit as it protruded out of its fleshy 
sheath. 

Maybe he hadn't just woke up, Harry giddily thought. Maybe 
he had died in his sleep and now he was up in heaven with 
his sisters. Well, if it wasn't heaven, it was certainly the 
closest he would ever come to it, pardon the pun, he 
laughed to himself. 

Clinging onto the headboard, Fleur slowly rolled her hips 
around in tight, little circles as she rubbed her throbbing clit 
against her lover's licking, lapping tongue. She still couldn't 
believe that she had let this happen, but now that it had, 
she was going to enjoy it to its fullest she declared to 
herself. She knew that someday she would have to pay the 
piper for what they were doing ... so why not enjoy it while 
she could? 



As Harry felt his bestfriend's lips teasing and toying with his 
cock, he could tell that it was almost fully hardened as it 
jutted up out of his groin. 

Then Hermione gave his cock a playful nip and lifted her lips 
off it. 

Harry's vision was blocked by the view of the french witch's 
pussy so he couldn't see what Hermione was doing as he felt 
the bed lurch and shudder. Then he felt the rounded swell of 
his bestfriend's calves brush up against his hips and thighs 
as she had apparently straddled him. Next he felt her hot, 
little fingers on his cock as she lifted it up off his belly and 
held it up in the air. 

The next thing he felt was soft, wet warmth descending 
down around the head of his cock as Hermione slowly 
settled her pussy down around it. Then he felt her fingers 
leave his cock as her pussy slowly sank down around the 
shaft of his cock. Leaning forward over him, she rested her 
weight on her hands as they rested on his hairy chest. 

“Mmmmmmmmm . . ." Hermione gurgled out as she 
continued to slowly consume his cock inch by inch until 
their groins finally ground together. Impaling herself on his 
big cock, Hermione began to roll her hips around in circles 
as she twirled her bestfriend's cock around inside the tight, 
hot confines of her clinging pussy. 

It was a sight that would have shocked most, Fleur sickly 
thought. Fleur sitting on her lover's face riding his lashing, 
licking tongue while the brunette sat on top of her 
bestfriend's lap and rode his big cock. It was perversion at 
its finest... or worst. 


As Hermione began to slowly pump up and down on Harry's 
peter, Fleur's ass began to jiggle up and down while she 



gently humped herself against her lover's relentless, tongue 
and lips. 

Reveling in the feelings welling up from her Netherlands, 
Fleur could hear the waves heat the shore line blaring 
somewhere through the open windows of cottage. Crickets 
and cicadas harmoniously joined in to add their melodic 
serenade to accompany the soft creak of the bedsprings as 
Hermione slowly pushed up and down on them while she 
tirelessly pumped up and down on Harry's cock. 

Time slowly ticked by and Fleur felt herself inching ever 
closer to that rapturous moment. With each flick of Harry's 
tongue the pulsing throb down inside her womb grew hotter 
and hotter. She could feel her whole body gathering itself for 
that final sprint for the finish line. Her muscles were 
tightening, straining for that one moment of total and 
complete self-gratification. Her breasts were heavily tugging 
at her chest as they hung down under her swinging from 
side to side in rhythm with the movement of her hips. The 
big, swollen paps jutting out of their darkened tips were 
throbbing and pulsing with the energy that was coursing up 
from her hypersensitive clit while Harry ravaged it with his 
slashing, flicking tongue. 

She could feel the ring of muscles encircling the opening of 
her pussy growing tighter and tighter as they closed down 
around the emptiness filling it. She was almost there, she 
feverishly thought. Only a few more seconds she would have 
it. 

“Almost, Baby, almost, just a little more..." she panted out 
dropping one of her hands down off the headboard to clutch 
it around the back of his head. Pushing and guiding his 
lapping, flicking, licking tongue to the most sensitive, 
susceptible spot, she gathered herself. 



'There...oh, yes, right there...faster...faster... 
lickitlickitlickit..." she blathered out. 

Then, with one final rasping flick of his tongue, Harry drove 
her over the edge and sent her soaring off on the wings of 
rapture. A cataclysmic shockwave washed over her filling 
every fiber of her body with total and complete indulgent 
gratification. As the pulses of pleasure undulated through 
her twitching, convulsing muscles they tightened almost to 
the point of cramping as she gasped and groaned her way 
through her all-consuming orgasm. 

The pounding roar in her ears drowned out everything else 
as swirls of reds, yellows, and oranges spiraled through her 
reeling mind. 

She could feel the spasms working through her cunt as it 
clutched down around the emptiness and squeezed out the 
hot juices flowing from it. Nothing else mattered for her now. 
She was the center of her world and everything was 
revolving around her. She was the throbbing, pulsing core of 
the whole universe. She was woman. She was veela. SHE 
WAS! 

Then as suddenly as it had begun, it was over and she found 
herself slowly floating back down to reality. 

Sounds began to filter back into her spinning brain. She 
could still hear the waves blaring somewhere in the distance 
except this time they were more powerfull... like the 
begining of a storm. The crickets and cicadas seemed 
unfazed by the change of the waves as they continued to 
add their harmony to the song. The soft creak of the 
bedsprings carried on with only a small increase in sound 
and tempo as Hermione unflaggingly pumped up and down 
on her bestfriend's cock. 



Clutching back hold of the headboard with both hands, Fleur 
slowly lifted her leg and crawled off Harry's face. Then 
turning, she leaned down and gave him a long, open- 
mouthed kiss right on his cream-covered lips. 

“You're the best. . .'' she whispered when their lips finally 
parted. 

Grinning up at her like the cat that had just ate the canary, 
Harry watched as she rolled over and sat down with her back 
resting against the headboard. Then Harry turned his 
attention back to his bestfriend as she continued to pump 
up and down on his cock. 

Knees bent, her shins resting on the bed beside his thighs, 
Hermione flexed her long legs and pushed herself up and 
down on Harry's cock. Her pretty face had a dreamy, faraway 
look of rapture on it as her arms were locked at the elbows 
while she rested her weight on her hands that were gently 
clutching at Harry's hairy chest. 

Looking down between her arms and her jiggling, joggling 
breasts, Harry watched his cock slowly sliding in and out 
between the two clinging lips of pink flesh. He could see 
that his cock was glistening dully in the light of the 
gathering dusk as it slid in and out of his bestfriend's 
hungry, little gulch. As the clinging folds of damp flesh wetly 
clung to his cock, Harry could see the tip of his bestfriend's 
clit sticking out of the fleshy hood above them. Fascinated 
by his bestfriend's big, pink melons, he watched them 
bobble and jump around on her chest as her hot, little ass 
jerked up and down. The big, rubbery nipples sticking out of 
the circle of darker pink reminded his of the erasers on a 
number two pencil. Even though they were hard and 
swollen, they couldn't compare to the french witch's nipples, 
Harry giddily thought. Fleur's big nips were much bigger. 



more the size of the erasers on the pencils kids used in 
kindergarten. 

Grabbing at Hermione's floundering tits, Harry groped and 
clawed at them as the pace of Hermione's fucking grew 
faster and faster. The little frown etching her sweaty 
forehead was growing deeper and deeper as she humped 
herself up and down on Harry's cock. Harry didn't know how 
long his bestfriend had been rocking up and down on his 
fuck pole, but it had to be ten or fifteen minutes as rivulets 
of sweat were running down her body. 

“Come on, Mione, come on, you can do it. . . Come on 
Harry's big old cock," Harry grunted out jerking his ass off 
the bed every time he rammed his cock up into her tight, 
clutching cunt. 

“Gonna...gonna...gonna come...gonna come on your big, 
fucking cock..." Hermione panted picking up the pace 
another notch. 

Harry knew that she wasn't lying as he could feel the clench 
of her pussy growing tighter and tighter on his pistoning 
peter. 

“Oh Fuck! Oh Fuck! Oh FUCCCCKKKKKKKKKK..." Hermione 
screamed out so loud she could have easily been heard 
several miles arround as her head dropped and she began to 
grind her cunt down on Harry's cock. 

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, yes, yes, yes..." she hissed out 
shoving herself down on Harry and trying to get his dick 
even deeper inside the spasming, clutching, convulsing 
depths of her hungry cunt. “Come, come, Harry, come too..." 
Hermione begged him as her fingers clawed at his chest and 
her pussy pattered up and down on his hairy, juice-slathered 
groin. 



“Save it...gonna save it...save it for later..." Harry panted 
out, straining to hold back the tidal wave of cum he knew 
was fighting to make its escape. 

"Damn it, damn it, I wanted to feel you come in me..." 
Hermione fussed, still grinding herself down against him. 

"Later. . ." Harry grimaced fighting back the urge to dump 
his load into her. 

"Damn it. . ." Hermione grumbled as the muscles clenched 
down around Harry's embedded cock began to loosen and 
relax. 

"Don't worry . . . I'll save some . . . I'll save some just for 
you," Harry mumbled as he watched his bestfriend push up 
off his cock and let his juice-slathered cock flop down on his 
belly. 

As Hermione dropped to the bed beside him, Harry turned to 
look at the french witch and found that she had scrunched 
down and was now lying flat on her back with her head 
resting on a pillow at the head of the bed. Finding his face 
only inches away from the french witch's hip, he scooted 
toward her and planted a soft kiss on the silky-smooth skin 
as he draped his leg over her's and rolled over between 
them. 

Looking down, Harry found himself face to face with the 
french witch's smiling, happy cunt as it looked up at him 
from underneath its little nest of blonde curls. Putting his 
hands on her thighs, Harry pushed her legs farther apart as 
he leaned down and gave herclit a long, lingering kiss. A 
soft murmur floated down to his ears as he dug his toes into 
the mattress and began to inch himself up. Leaving a trail of 
soft, butterfly kisses he kissed up over the tangle of curls 
covering the tip of her belly. Then his lips made their way 



out onto the slightly-rounded paunch of her belly. Licking 
and kissing his way up over the silken skin of her belly, he 
stopped to twirl his tongue around the indentation of her 
belly button as he eased his hands under the backs of her 
thighs. 

Pushing with his toes, Harry continued to kiss up over the 
french witch's belly as he slowly lifted her legs up off the 
bed. As his lips moved closer and closer to her flattened 
breasts his cock rubbed along the bed and his arms crept 
higher and higher up the back of her thighs. 

As his lips brushed along the rounded underside of her 
breasts seeking out the big, puffy nub sticking out of its 
center, his arms nudged up against the backs of her uplifted 
knees. Pursing his lips around her rubbery nipple, he gently 
sucked and licked his tongue back and forth across it for 
several long seconds before continuing his journey up her 
tit. 

His arms were now lifting her legs higher as her tiny feet 
lifted up off the bed and he kissed his way up onto her long, 
slender neck. Nibbling and nipping at the sensitive skin of 
her throat, Harry slowly made his way higher as he lifted her 
legs and began to bend them back toward her. 

As he kissed up over the bottom of her chin, Harry felt the 
head of his cock nudge up against the soft, warm wetness 
between the french witch's uplifted legs. Digging his toes in, 
Harry inched higher his cock easing down into the clutching 
warmth of the french witch's pussy as his lips found hers. 

Holding her long legs pressed down against her flattened 
breasts, Harry curled his hips up and drove his cock into her 
all the way up to the hilt as his tongue raped her mouth. 



“Harry...” Fleur moaned out into his mouth as her arms 
snaked out around her legs and she grabbed hold of his 
head between her hands. With the backs of her sweaty 
thighs rubbing against Harry's hairy chest, she trapped his 
head between her calves as they kissed in a long, open- 
mouthed show of passion and lust. 

Holding himself thrust down inside the cocoon of velvet 
softness, Harry ground himself against the french witch as 
they kissed with the drunken fervor of long-lost lovers. 

As their tongues twisted and contorted around each other, 
Harry slowly, almost imperceptibly eased his hips back and 
pulled his peter back down the tight, clutching channel of 
the french witch's cunt until only the swollen, bloated head 
remained inside the warm softness. Then with a loud grunt, 
Harry lunged forward, his back arching, his hips curling 
upward in one savage thrust as he drove his cock back into 
her with all his might. 

"Unppfff...” Fleur huffed out as the headboard crashed 
against the wall and her breath was driven from her lungs by 
the savagery of the blow. With the sick, wet sound of their 
bodies smacking together still ringing in his ears, Harry 
broke their kiss. With his arms locked at the elbows, Harry 
stared down at the french witch with a look of crazed 
anguish. 

"Fleur...” Harry groaned out, curling his back and slowly 
drawing his hips back. 

"Yes, Baby, yes, fuck Fleur...” Fleur whispered, as she 
prepared herself for the shock of another savage blow. 

"Yes...” Harry hissed as his hips flew forward and his cock 
ripped back down into the clutching softness between the 
french witch's uplifted legs. The way the french witch's legs 



were thrust back against her flattened tits and her hips were 
tilted up, Harry's long, thick cock penetrated her to the limit. 
The big, round head of his peter was going in so deep it was 
just grazing the opening of her womb on every deep, 
invading incursion. 

"Umpfffff..." Fleur grunted out as their bodies slapped 
together and sent the headboard banging against the wall 
for a second time. 

This time there was no pausing as Harry began to ravage her 
like some mindless, crazed animal. His clenched ass was 
rocking back and forth at a furious pace as his big peter 
literally flew in and out of the drooling gash between up 
legs. 

Hermione could feel her big, heavy tits tugging at her chest 
as they hobbled up and down in rhythm with the shaking 
bed while she lay watching her lovers fucking like a pair of 
sex-crazed monkeys. Listening to the sick sounds they were 
making, she could only guess what would the Weasleys be 
thinking if there were any around. The thin walls of the 
house conducted the sounds well and hid little of what was 
going on inside the cottage. 

Inside the cottage the soft creak of the bedsprings had 
turned into a wailing protest as Harry continued to bang 
away at the french witch's pussy. And as his belly loudly 
slapped up against the backs of the her thighs, it was 
sending big, foamy flecks of the white goo covering her 
thighs and ass flying everywhere. As his big dick pistoned in 
and out of the french witch's juicy cunt, it was churning up 
the creamy, white foam that was oozing out around his cock 
and running down the crack of her upturned ass. The force 
of the blows was so great some of the flecks flew all the way 



over to land on Hermione who still lay watching them as she 
fingered her clit. 

The cacophony of fuck sounds; the headboard banging 
against the wall; the screeching creak of the bedsprings; the 
vulgar slap of meat against meat; the grunts and moans; the 
wet slurp of prick and cunt joining were all building to a 
crescendo and Hermione could see that the muscles in 
Harry's muscular ass were growing tighter and tighter. The 
muscles in the small of Harry's sweaty back were already 
bands of steel as they worked to drive his peter in and out of 
the wet, sucking hole between the french witch's uplifted 
legs. But Harry was oblivious to the sounds as he couldn't 
hear them over the roaring whine of the jet engine inside his 
head. 

Fleur's sweaty, blond hair was fanned out around her head 
like a halo but she was no angel on this night of nights as 
her tiny feet waved back and forth in the air above her 
lover's head. With her sweat-slickened thighs rubbing 
against Harry's hairy chest and her long fingernails dug 
down into his back, Fleur strained back against the savage 
attack and felt herself slipping closer and closer to her 
release as Harry pumped into her with wild abandon. 

Harry could feel the veela's cunt tightening around his 
pistoning peter and knew that she was about to come. The 
tendons in the backs of her thighs were bulging out against 
his chest as their slippery, sweat-streaked bodies strained 
and rubbed against each other. 

Then Harry felt the french witch's body tense up as her back 
arched and she thrust herself up at him. 

“Fuuuuuuccccckkkkkkkk . . ." Fleur screamed out as her 
whole body was trembled and shook while she strained 



against him. 


Harry couldn't hold back the tidal wave any more as his hips 
jerked forward and buried his cock deep inside the 
clutching, spasming depths of the veela's gluttonous cunt. 

“Commmmiiinnnnngggg..." he groaned out as his cock 
pulsated and spurted out a giant wad of gooey cream on the 
opening of the french witch's womb. 

“Yesssss," Fleur hissed, digging her fingernails in deeper and 
drawing blood as she pulled him deeper inside her 
convulsing cunt. “Give me all of it...I want it all..." 

He would have to, Harry sickly thought. There was no way he 
could stop his bucking, lurching peter as it spewed out its 
virulence into the french witch's hungry, insatiable pussy. 
Over and over again, his cock gathered itself and spurted 
out more and more cum inside the channel of her 
overflowing pussy. There was so much creamy cum running 
out of the her pussy, it was running down the crack of her 
uplifted ass and out onto the small of her back before it 
finally puddled on the bed below her. 

It seemed to go on forever, but at last Harry's big, dangling 
balls were empty. She had robbed him of every last sperm he 
had possessed... 


Chapter 25 - Tonks X-mas 

Harry stood leaning against the wall by the window 
watching his cousin and listening to the murmur of voices in 
the room. 

It was X-mas Eve and the family was gathered together, as 
was their tradition every year. Well, theirs... he just came 




when he was obligated. 


“Looks like just about everyone is here, this year," he heard 
his cousin Draco say as he glanced across the room to the 
other cousin he was interested. . . 

If this cousin only knew what he was thinking, he told 
himself. If she only knew how much he wanted to take her in 
his arms and give her a long, deep kiss right on her lips. 
Right on her beautiful, soft lips! Then, throw her on the floor 
and make mad, passionate love to her right in front of 
everyone! 

With those sick, twisted thoughts swirling through his head, 
he kept his other hand draped down in front of himself to 
hide the evidence of his arousal. If only there was some way 
to tell her just how he felt! Tell her how much he loved her 
and how he wanted to show his love to her. But he couldn't. 

. . he couldn't ever tell her because he knew that it could 
cause a rift between them that could never be closed again. 

Nymphadora Tonks or Nym how she liked to be called, 
looked about the room, taking everything and everyone in. 
Each time her eyes swept the room they seemed to 
instinctively settle back on her cousin, Harry. And every time 
their eyes met, he would bashfully look away. Why? It was 
almost as if he were embarrassed to be seen looking at her. 
She reached for her glass of wine and smiled at the 
comment she heard someone make from across the room. 
Her aunt, Lily was always a very good ideea to be around at 
this family gatherings. Nym was more subdued, more quiet 
and cautious, her sense of humor a little on the dark side. A 
perfect complement to her aunt when she thought about it, 
which must be why they always got along so well when they 
were around each other. On the other hand, Lily's son, Harry 
was more like her in that way, she thought... a little 



cautious, one to always put his foot in the water before 
diving in . . . but once in, he would go hell bent for whatever 
he was after. 

“Look! Even Grandma Druella got out of her room!" Harry 
heard Draco say. 

'That's a pleasant surprise. I thought she was ill," Harry said, 
looking across the room at Nym again, his eyes straying 
down to her breasts. 

As he did, he saw her look toward him again. Blushing ever 
so slightly, he smiled back at her and quickly looked away, 
afraid that his eyes might betray his true feelings toward 
her. 

Nym looked towards Harry again. This time she caught it. He 
was looking at her breasts. She could even see the small 
blush of crimson that spread over his cheeks when he looked 
away. Could she have mistaken it? If he weren't her own 
cousin she could easily say without a doubt that she was 
being admired from across the room. But Harry? 

She looked around quickly. Nobody else was looking. No one 
else seemed to have noticed the interplay of intimacy 
between her and Harry. 

As she slowly sipped on her wine, her aunt Narcissa passed 
by and asked her something, but Nym couldn't exactly make 
out what she said so she simply smiled and nodded in her 
direction. Her mind was on the fact that Harry kept sneaking 
quick glances her way. If she were younger, and not his 
cousin, she would . . . 

But she was his cousin. So what was happening? She tried to 
relax, to look at it differently. As if he weren't her cousin . . . 



but that was the wrong direction to go, she quickly found 
out as she took a deep breath and sipped her wine. 


What was going on, Harry frantically wondered? Why was his 
cousin watching him? It was almost as if she were sizing him 
up. But sizing him up for what, he nervously thought, 
glancing back over at her? 

There it was again, she told herself. Another quick glance. 
She watched him this time. Watched the way he was 
standing, not exactly sure of himself, not quite confident of 
himself yet. But beneath it all she could picture the wizard 
he was becoming . . . much like his father. Very handsome 
and very desirable . . . 

Desirable? Did she just say desirable? Did she think of her 
Harry as desirable? Nym shuddered, but now that her mind 
was drifting, she couldn't stop it. For the briefest of moments 
she looked at his lips and imagined how soft they would feel 
against hers. 

This is all just too crazy, Harry told himself. It was almost like 
his cousin was flirting with him. Flirting with him, but at the 
same time acting calm and collected so that no one would 
see what was going on between them. Could it be? Could it 
really be happening? After all these years of dreaming and 
hoping and wishing . . . 

Stop it! Stop it, she screamed at herself. This is ridiculous. 
Maybe it wasn't completely out of the question for Harry to 
notice her as a real witch, not the cousin that babysat him 
when he was little! He was becoming a really hunky wizard, 
and she had heard it said that a young wizard like him 
thought about sex every seven seconds or so. So it would 
only be natural for him, but it was certainly out of the 
question for her to see him as a man ... a man and not her 



cousin! Then the thought came again. A kiss? His lips 
against hers, softly touching . . . Her heart pounding 
painfully, Nym had to turn away. Another deep breath. Could 
she blame the wine? No. She hadn't had but one glass. So 
why did her face feel hot and flushed? 

Why was she blushing, Harry asked himself, taking another 
quick glance across the room at his cousin? Then, as she 
looked away, he swept his eyes down her body. He could 
only imagine what her body looked like under her blouse 
and short skirt. Poring over the swell of her breasts, he 
wondered what they looked like. They weren't large, but 
they weren't tiny either. He could even make out the jut of 
her nipples as they thrust themselves out against the cloth. 
Merlin, what would it be like to have them in his mouth . . . 

Get hold of yourself, Nym frantically told herself! Trying to 
regain some modicum of composure, she smiled at her aunt 
Narcissa, and poured herself another glass of wine. Her 
hands were shaking. She felt like back in school on her first 
date. This was insane, she told herself. So what if Harry was 
looking at her? She could be grossly misinterpreting his 
gaze. Of course she was, she tried to tell herself. But then 
the demented thought came again ... a quick vision of his 
face close to hers . . . their lips brushing . . . brushing, 
touching, she thought as a shudder of excitement jolted 
through her mind. 

Stop it! She wanted to scream. She had to stop her mind 
from going any further. The thoughts that would come next, 
and the thoughts that would follow, were thoughts she could 
never allow to enter her mind. Not those kind of thoughts 
about her own cousin! 

Straightening up, she admonished herself for her foolish 
thoughts, but found herself moving across the room towards 



Harry. What are you doing, she frantically asked herself? Are 
you trying to tempt fate? This is ridiculous! At least you 
could avoid temptation from across the room . . . but now! 

Oh, Merlin, Harry groaned to himself. Here she comes! Now 
what? Why was she coming over to where he was? Did she 
know? Was it a witch's intuition? Could she tell what he was 
thinking about her? 

He was talking to Draco. Stepping up beside them, Nym 
stood near him and smiled. Harry returned the smile as their 
eyes met. This time she didn't look away, instead she held 
his gaze. She wanted so much to have had learned 
Legilimency so she could read his mind. She prayed he 
couldn't read hers. Well... how could he? He was just in his 
fifth year and Legilimency was not for every one. Again he 
nervously looked away. Again the quick flash of a blush! 
What was he hiding from her? Was he having the same sick 
thoughts she was? 

There was something oddly different about this Christmas, 
Harry thought. He couldn't place his finger on it, but it was 
almost like that movie "It's a Wonderful life". Was this all 
really happening? Was the close intimacy between him and 
his cousin real, or was it just a figment of his fevered 
imagination? Or maybe it was the wine! He had already had 
several glasses and was definitely feeling no pain. 

Nym moved closer to him, her hip intimately brushing 
against his. Frantically trying to keep from reaching out and 
pulling her to him, he looked around the room, trying to do 
anything to focus his attention away from her. 

It was almost dreamlike ... a scene from the movie where at 
the end everybody was almost giddy with emotion of the 



moment. Everyone seemed to be tapping glasses together 
and toasting each other. 

Now he could smell the subtle fragrance of his cousins 
perfume mixed with the smell of wood burning in the 
fireplace and all the other Xmassy smells wafting around the 
room. It was intoxicating, almost hallucinatory. 

The room was warm, almost stuffy with all the relatives 
sitting and standing around as they talked. It was like he 
was standing in the eye of a hurricane with the emotion and 
passion swirling around him and his cousin, yet everyone 
else was completely oblivious to it. Stifling a fake yawn, he 
wondered when the party would be over. 

Then Nym pressed herself against him ever so gently. The 
movement was so slight, no one else could nave noticed. 

But to Harry, it was the same as if she had taken him in her 
arms and gave him the kiss he so desperately wanted. 

Harry felt an almost imperceptible increase in the pressure 
of Nym's hip against his as he smiled dutifully at her. 

“Would you like some more wine?" Nym asked, taking his 
glass from him. 

“Uh, sure, sure, Nym," he inanely choked out, barely able to 
speak. 

Listening to the crackle of the fire in the fireplace and the 
murmur of voices, he watched her make her way across the 
crowded room. He hoped that no one was watching him, but 
he couldn't resist staring down at her delectable little rear 
end softly swishing back and forth under her short, clinging 
skirt. 



Keeping his sick urges under control was becoming more 
and more difficult, he told himself. Maybe he ought to just 
tell her how he felt and see what happened. What if she felt 
the same way toward him but was just afraid to admit it to 
him, or even herself? 

Then he watched her walking back toward him with two 
glasses of wine in her hands. He couldn't stop himself from 
glancing down at the soft swell of her small, jiggling breasts 
as they hobbled ever so delicately with each step she took. 

He's watching my breasts, Nym giddily thought as she felt 
her hard, swollen nipples jiggling up and down, brushing 
against her blouse and sending even more excitement down 
to her pussy. 

Then she was back by his side, handing him his drink and 
squeezing up next to him again. Harry was almost giddy 
with the excitement sparking through his brain. Turning 
toward her ever so slightly, he intimately wrapped his arm 
around her waist and gently pulled her to him. It was all so 
strange, he thought. There was something different about 
the emotions flowing between them tonight. Different and 
exciting! He hoped that no one was noticing the sensual 
intimacy they were sharing. 

He couldn't say exactly what was happening, but the way 
she was acting, it was as if they were lovers, not cousins. 

“Thank you, cous," he whispered in her ear. 

“You're welcome, love," she whispered back to him. 

The way Harry was standing now, her hip was brushing 
against the front of his pants. Then, she discreetly pressed 
her hip against the growing impatience of his now rock-hard 
cock. 



Merlin, she had to feel it, he deliriously told himself. She had 
to know that I have a hard on! But why didn't she move her 
hip away from it? Why, it was almost like she was 
deliberately rubbing her hip against it. 

“Now where were we," she said, turning her head toward 
Draco. 

Listening to the drone of their voices, he couldn't help but 
notice the subtle movement of her hip as it pressed against 
him. It was no accident. It was really happening. Growing 
braver, he gently but insistently ground his cock against her 
hip and to his surprise, he felt her push back against him. 

What's happening, he dizzily asked himself? This is all just 
too crazy! He couldn't be imagining it! It was really 
happening . . . 

Then, as Harry's mind reeled with the implications of what 
was happening between him and Nym, he saw Draco step 
away from them. 

“What's happening, Nym?" he whispered into her ear, trying 
to keep his voice low enough that no one else could hear. 
“What's going on?" 

“I don't know ... I don't know . . .'' she whispered back at 
him. “I just feel so strange . . .'' 

“Are you do you uh, are you okay?" he shakily asked, feeling 
her hip brush against him one more time. 

“Let's talk, after everyone else has gone to bed," she 
urgently whispered, stepping away from him. “But for now I 
think we'd better cool things down before someone gets the 
wrong idea . . .'' 



Wrong idea? In his fevered mind, there could be only one 
way to interpret what had just happened between them. It 
had been sexual foreplay in the purest of terms! 

They continued to stand close to one another, but no longer 
touching as they watched the crowd slowly thin when the 
relatives began to go to their bedrooms upstairs. The Blacks 
ancestral home was such a big place for the family and there 
still remain enough rooms unused. Aunt Lily and Uncle 
James came their way. 

“Well, I suppose it's off to bed for us too," James said, taking 
Lily's hand in his. “You two are closing the night?" he 
grinned. 

“Just wanted to catch up!" Nym laughed, glancing over at 
Harry standing by the brightly decorated Xmas tree sitting 
in the corner. Just watching the lights. “We haven't seen 
each other much after I started auror training." 

“Well, night-night!" Lily murmured as she and her husband 
started for the stairs. 

“Night mom, dad..." Harry said turning and watching his 
parents go up the stairs. Then he and Nym watched them as 
they slowly treaded up the stairs. 

“So, Nym, what's going on?" Harry asked her the moment 
they were alone. 

“I think I'm going to have another glass of wine, would you 
like one?" she asked him, stepping over to the bar with an 
exaggerated swing of her hips. 

“Uh, yeah, sure, but. . ." he muttered, following her over to 
the bar. 



stepping up beside her, he slipped his arm around her tiny 
waist as she slowly refilled their glasses. As he did, he felt 
her rub her hip against him again. 

“Nym!” he groaned, digging his fingers into her waist. 

“Patience, Harry . . .“ she murmured, reaching down and 
pushing his hand away from her waist. 

“But, Nym, what?" he muttered, disappointment written all 
over his face. 

“I'm going to my room and change, you go to yours and I'll 
be right over... just wait..." she told him... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Before she entered her room, she heard the door to Harry's 
room down the corridor open and close. Smiling to herself, 
she quickly close her door and started to unbutton her 
blouse and peeled it back over her shoulders. Her breasts 
were round and full and firm and she didn't wear a bra most 
of the time and as she looked into the mirror, she could see 
her big, purple nipples were swollen and jutting out into the 
air like two plump berries, ripe and ready for plucking. They 
were so hard and swollen, they ached! Ached for the touch 
of his fingers! Ached for the touch of his lips on them. 

Reaching down, she fumbled with the button on the 
waistband of her short skirt for a moment before she finally 
freed it. Quickly finding the zipper that ran down her 
rounded hip, she ran it down its track. Then she pushed her 
skirt down over her shapely hips and let it go slithering to 
the floor. Looking down at her sheer, pink panties, she saw 
that they were wetly clinging to her sopping pussy. She 
couldn't remember the last time she had been so wet, she 



told herself, leaning down and pushing her drenched panties 
down her off her pussy. 

Standing back up, she saw that the full, dark triangle of 
curls between her legs was wetly matted to the Y of her 
belly. As she stood looking down at herself, she couldn't 
resist the temptation to run a finger down to her jutting clit. 
But it was so hard, so sensitive, she could barely stand to 
touch it. 

Jerking her hand away from it, she reached down and jerked 
her soaked panties back over her pussy. Lifting her 
nightgown up over her head, she ran her hands inside it and 
let it go slithering down her body. 

A few quick smooths with her hands as she took one last 
look in the mirror and she was ready to go to Harry. The jut 
of her swollen nipples were plain to see as they thrust 
themselves out against the flannel material of her gown. 
Reaching up, she ran her finger over one of the juts and felt 
a spark of excitement tickle down to her achingly empty 
pussy. 

Taking a deep, cleansing breath to clear her head, she 
stepped out of her room and made her way to his room. 
Entering, she saw that Harry was sitting on his bed. Silently 
padding over to the bed on her bare feet, she stepped 
around in front of Harry who was on his back, with his eyes 
closed. 

“Nym," he muttered, jumping up. “I didn't hear you come 
in!" 


He had changed into a pair of pajamas. And his arousal was 
plainly evident as the big bulge of his hard cock was tenting 
his pajamas. 



Everything had a magical, dreamlike quality about it, Nym 
thought to herself, feeling his sweaty hand in hers. It wasn't 
really happening! She was just dreaming it. And since it was 
a dream, she could do anything she wanted without 
worrying about the consequences! 

“You asked what's going on," she murmured, sitting down on 
the edge of his bed. “I'm not even sure myself. I'm afraid I 
can't explain it because I don't know myself." 

“What do you mean?" he asked her, looking at her. 

“It's all so scary and confusing," she mumbled as he moved 
a little closer to her. “I have so much I want to tell you to 
show you to give you! But I am so afraid!" 

“Afraid? Afraid of what?" he asked her, feeling her hand on 
his thigh. 

“Afraid of what you'll think of me," she murmured, giving his 
thigh an intimate squeeze. 

“What? What do you mean?" he asked, his brain reeling with 
the chaotic possibilities swirling through it. 

“You you know how much I love you!" she told him as tears 
began to stream down her cheeks. 

“Yes, Nym, yes! And I love you, too! So much! But that's not 
something to cry about," he told her, reaching up and gently 
wiping away her tears away with the tips of his trembling 
fingers. “It's something to celebrate. Celebrate knowing that 
we have each other, have each other to share that love 
with!" 

“But I want more . . ." she sniffed. “I want so much more! 

And I don't have the courage! Don't have the courage or the 



right to ask you for it!” 


”1 want more, too, Nym,” he confessed to her. "I'm just so 
afraid to tell you! I don't know how to tell you without 
making you think that I'm, I'm a pervert or something.” 

"You're no pervert,” she sniffed, "you're my cousin! You don't 
know how long I've struggled with my feelings toward you. 
I've tried to keep them in check, but this Christmas I'm 
feeling so close to you! I don't know if it was the wine, or 
Christmas magic or just what. Then when I felt how you were 
. . . the realization that you felt the same way about me as I 
feel about you. It was shocking. I couldn't believe it when I 
felt, felt it, felt you, felt you were that way as we stood 
touching like that!” 

As she spoke, she slowly lifted her hand up off his thigh and 
moved it over to the front of his pajamas. Looking deep into 
his eyes, she fumbled with the buttons for a few seconds, 
then slowly spread them open. 

"Oh . . .” she murmured as she saw his cock jutting straight 
up into the air, almost pointing directly at her. 

"I'm sorry . . .” Harry groaned, his face turning beet red as he 
shamefully stared down at his twitching cock. 

"I've wondered what it would look like for some time,” she 
whispered as her fingers found his jutting manhood. 

"Nym ” he groaned, reaching for her. 

"Wait,” she whispered. "Stand . . . stand up first.” 

Slowly, he struggled to his feet as she kept her fingers 
wrapped around his stiff monster. Staring down at her, he 



watched as she pushed his pajama bottoms down off his 
hips and let them go slithering down his muscular legs. 

“It's beautiful," she murmured softly. 

She lovingly ran her fingertips over its rigid hardness, 
fondling it with reverent adoration. It was so hard! So 
unyielding, she thought to herself as she traced one of the 
big, blue veins that crisscrossed its thick shaft with the tip of 
her finger. It was even bigger than she had imagined it 
would be. She couldn't believe she was actually touching it. 
She had pictured it in her mind a million times but it was so 
much more sensuous . . . and at the same time so 
foreboding. 

"Nym " Harry moaned as she slowly, deliberately lowered 
her head and eased her lips down around the big, bloated 
head of his prick. 

Locking her lips around the shaft of his penis just below the 
flared rim of it bloated, purple head, she began to gently 
suck on him. As she did, she felt a gush of salty, slippery 
pre-cum trickle out onto her tongue. The hot goo tenaciously 
clung to her tongue as she swallowed, then swallowed 
again, and swallowed a third time before she was able to 
clear the pre-cum off her tongue. But just as she did, 
another even larger gush of pre-fuck dribbled out of the 
head of his cock as she gently sucked on it. 

"Mmmmmmmm . . ." she murmured out around the thick 
shaft of his penis as she swallowed down the second load of 
salty, clinging goo. 

"Nym!" he grunted, easing his hips forward and forcing even 
more of his big, thick monster into her mouth. 



Then as she sucked on him, she felt him lift one foot and 
step out of his pjs as she lapped her tongue up the rounded 
underside of his rock-hard penis. Lapping and sucking, she 
curled her hand around his big, dangling balls and held 
them tightly clutched in the palm of her hand. How much 
essence would they hold, she sickly wondered? They felt full 
and heavy. Heavy with the precious treasure they held! 

Letting go of them, she felt Harry's hands on the front of her 
gown, plucking, pulling at the buttons there. Then, she felt 
him roughly shove the gown down off her shoulders as his 
hand lifted back up to her head and curl around it. Gently 
cupping her head between his hands, he slowly worked his 
hips back and forth, sliding his cock in and out between her 
lips. Keeping her lips locked around his slowly pistoning 
prick, she could feel her sensitive nipples jutting out into the 
air. 

Harry felt the burn begin down inside his big balls as they 
hung down between his legs. The sight of his dick sliding in 
and out between his cousin's soft, sensuous, dark red lips 
was almost as exciting as the wonderful feeling she was 
eliciting from his throbbing monster with those same lips. It 
was all so unfathomable and thrilling, he didn't know how 
much longer he could contain his excitement. He could even 
feel her rough, little tongue licking along the bottom of his 
cock as she sucked on it. 

She must have sensed his closeness to eruption as she 
finally eased her lips back off his jutting cock. Then he 
watched her purse her lips around the tapered tip of his cock 
and give it a long, sensual kiss. 

Leaning back, she reached for his hand and pulled him down 
beside her. Taking his hand, she placed it on one of her 
quivering breasts. 



Cupping his hand around her breast, he could feel her 
swollen nipple pressing against the palm of his hand as he 
lovingly fondled it. 

She turned to him. The kiss was sudden and fiery! Their lips 
crushed together as her hand found his jutting maleness 
once again. Their tongues intertwined, twisting around each 
other as they groaned out into the others mouth. As they 
kissed, she roughly twisted her hand up and down his rock- 
hard penis as he clutched and pawed her quivering breasts. 

“Merlin, Nym," he murmured when their lips finally parted. 

Staring into his eyes, she manhandled the evil creature 
thrusting up out from between his legs, squeezing it with 
her hand as she jerked it up and down its thick, hard shaft. 

Nym could feel the passion of the moment wash over her, 
exciting and arousing her even more. 

Closing her eyes, she leaned to kiss him again. She felt his 
fingers dig into the soft, giving skin surrounding her jutting 
nipple as he began to pluck and pull at the sensitive nub. 
She found his tongue with hers. Tightening her grasp on his 
cock, she slowly stroked it as they kissed. 

What's happening, she feverishly asked herself as a sudden 
jolt of reality washed over her? What am I doing? What are 
we doing? This is my cousin, for Merlin's sake! She had 
dreamed of this moment for some time, but now . . . now 
that it was really happening, it sent a cold chill tickling up 
her spine. This was incest! 

But just at that moment, she felt Harry's hand drop away 
from her quivering breast and steal down over her heaving 
belly. The thought of feeling his fingers on her aching pussy 
drove all other thoughts from her reeling head. 



His hand crawled down, down, down. Then he clutched her 
gown in his fist and jerked it up around her waist. Feeling his 
fingers ease down under the waistband of her panties, she 
sucked in a breath, hollowing her stomach as his fingers 
inched lower and lower. She could feel his fingers crawl 
through the veldt of soft curls above her aching pussy and 
then she gasped out into his mouth as she felt a touch on 
her inflamed clit. Breaking their kiss, she struggled to catch 
her breath while he searched the soft flesh, probing for the 
opening of her weeping womanhood. Then, his finger slid 
into the clutching warmth of her cunt. 

He was inside her. His finger was inside her cunt. Probing, 
touching, defiling the moist chamber, his finger dug deeper 
and deeper as she thrust herself back against it. 

“Wait!” she gasped, pulling away from him and letting go of 
his cock to pull his hand away from her aching cunt. 

Staggering to her feet, she reached down, her fingers 
fumbling as she pushed the gown down off her hips. Her 
fingers were trembling from all the adrenaline flowing 
through her body as she felt the gown suddenly whisper 
down her legs. 

“So beautiful!” Harry gasped, gawking at her body. 

His eyes lingered for a moment on her full, round, quivering 
breasts, then dropped down to her panties. 

“Merlin, Nym!” she heard Harry groan. “You're so wet!” 

Looking down at her sheer, pink panties, she saw that they 
were wetly plastered to her sopping pussy as Harry stared 
down at it with his green eyes. 



“You made me that way," she murmured, leaning down and 
quickly whisking her drenched panties down her legs. 

Standing back up, she saw that he was gawking down at the 
full, dark triangle of curls between her legs 

He couldn't seem to take his eyes off her pussy as his hand 
curled around his cock. 

“Let me . . .“ she murmured, dropping to her knees between 
his widespread legs. 

Grabbing hold of the jutting monster, she rubbed her thumb 
over its bloated head, spreading the oozing pre-cum all over 
it. 

“It's so hard!" she whispered. 

Looking up into his eyes, she took hold of his cock and 
slowly, sensually circled her tongue around the tapered tip. 
His eyes had a dazed, unfocused look about them as he 
stared back down at her. 

Then, he let out a strangled gasp as she eased her soft, full 
lips down over the swollen head of his jutting prick. As she 
gently sucked, she saw his hand reach for her breast again. 
Her nipples were so hard and tight, they were aching as his 
fingers brushed over them. An immediate wash of 
excitement sparked through her chest and down to her 
throbbing clit as he began to gently pull and pluck at her 
swollen nips. Raising her head, she leaned in closer, making 
it easier for him to reach her tits, then she twirled her 
tongue around the head of his cock and went back down on 
him. 

Teasing and tormenting her painfully sensitive nipples with 
one hand, he slowly curled his other hand around the shaft 



of his big, thick cock as she continued to suck on it. His 
hand began to work up and down on the spit-slickened shaft 
of his monster as she sucked harder, feeling his fingers 
nudging up against her lips as he worked his hand up and 
down on his cock. 

Finally, she raised her head, lifting her dark lips up off his 
jutting monster. Pushing his hand away from his cock, she 
snuggled closer, wedging herself between his muscular 
thighs and pressing the cleavage between her full, round 
breasts against the shaft of his rock-hard monster. Taking 
him in her hand, she tried to slide him in between her 
breasts and press them against it. 

Leaning in, she slid her body up his, letting her nipples drag 
across his chest until her lips found his. She gave him a 
long, passionate kiss as she held his throbbing cock trapped 
between their bellies. She could feel him gently grinding his 
cock against the fur-covered triangle at the base of her belly. 
Her pussy was aching to be touched. 

Still standing between his legs, she lifted a long leg up and 
rested her foot on the bed beside him. Slowly, sensually 
spreading her legs apart, she reached down to the fleshy 
cleft at the bottom of her belly. Harry's eyes were glued to 
her hand as she used her fingers to spread the thick, meaty 
lips apart to reveal the glistening pink between them. She 
felt giddy with excitement, feeling her hot juices slowly ooze 
out of the goo-smeared opening of her vagina. Dropping her 
hands down onto his chest for support, she lifted her other 
foot up onto the bed and straddled him. 

She began to crawl up his body on her knees. Stopping with 
her pussy directly above his rock-hard cock, she felt his 
fingers dig into the cheeks of her ass. She felt him pulling on 
her, guiding her up over his belly, his heaving chest. 



Was he? Stunned, excited and scared all at the same time, 
she went along letting him pull her higher and higher until 
she was finally standing on her knees with her pussy directly 
above his face. It was all happening so fast! 

Suddenly, his hands were curled around her waist, pulling 
on her, forcing her down toward his lips. 

Trembling with excitement, she let herself ever so slowly be 
forced down onto his mouth. 

“Yesssssss . . .” he hissed out into her pussy as it brushed up 
against his full, sensual lips. 

He groaned, easing his tongue out while she leaned down 
over the bed. 

She felt his hot tongue probing, touching her as it roamed 
over the soft flesh between her pussy-lips. Then it moved up, 
searching for the jutting nub of her clit. 

“Yes-yes-yesI” she hissed out as she felt the tip of his tongue 
finally find it. 

Slowly at first, he began to twirl his tongue around the 
swollen bulb of flesh. 

“Oh Harry," she moaned out, feeling one of his hands 
moving behind her, cupping her ass and pulling her against 
his lips. 

At almost the same moment, she felt the fingers of his other 
hand find the wet, oozing opening of her womanhood. 
Teasing and tickling her clit with his tongue, he eased two 
fingers into her and began to gently slide them in and out of 
the goo-filled channel of her pussy. 



Holding her pressed against his mouth, he twirled his tongue 
around her jutting clit, licking and lapping at it while she 
wallowed in the throbbing pulses of pleasure surging up 
from her clit and pussy. 

Murmuring out her pleasure, she lifted her hands up off the 
bed and curled them down into his hair. Rocking and 
murmuring, she ground herself against him. As she did, he 
mercilessly attacked her throbbing clit with his tongue and 
worked his goo-coated fingers in and out of her clutching 
pussy. 

Faster and faster, he worked his fingers in and out of her as 
he eagerly lapped at her clit. Eyes closed, head thrown back 
she could feel her orgasm swelling and forming inside her. 

He seemed to sense that she was close, swirling his tongue 
around her faster and faster as she groveled in the waves of 
pleasure that were washing up from her aching pussy, 
pushing her closer and closer to the point of no return. 

“Oh, Harry! Harry!" she moaned, dropping back down onto 
the bed while she continued to hump her pussy against his 
mouth and tongue. 

Standing on her hands and knees with her head bowed, her 
sweaty hair dragging across the sheets, she thrust herself 
down at him. 

Suddenly, she felt a fiery burst of pleasure explode down 
inside her. As it did, her pussy began spasming around 
Harry's pistoning fingers. Her pussy tightly clutched at his 
fingers and at the same time spewed out gush after gush of 
thick, hot juice onto his hand. There was so much of the 
sticky goo, it was literately dripping off his hand, running 
down his arm and dropping onto the bed. 



She shuddered, her legs almost collapsing as she came. Her 
convulsing pussy was frantically milking and pulling at his 
fingers as he worked them in and out of the sopping hole. 
Keeping his other hand curled around her clenched ass, he 
feasted on the nectar gushing forth from her spewing pussy, 
pulling her against his lips as he drank from the well of her 
womanhood. 

Drinking his fill, he brought his tongue back to her clit and 
began to lash at it again, sending tremors of pleasure 
through her body as he continued to fuck her with his 
fingers. 

Panting, she sorrowfully felt the tickles of pleasure 
weakening as she pushed his head back away from her 
juice-smeared pussy. Still trembling from the rush of 
adrenaline that had poured through her body, she looked 
down and saw that his cheeks and chin were glistening 
wetly with her juices. Inching back further, she leaned down 
and gave him a long, lingering kiss on the lips. Tasting 
herself, she eased the tip of her tongue out and ran it over 
his soft, full lips. 

Tasting herself on his lips gave her a perverse sense of 
wickedness! And now, now it was time to fill the aching void 
between her legs. Looking back down between them, she 
could see his big, hard cock lying on his muscled belly 
twitching impatiently as she began to crawl back down his 
body. As she worked her way back down toward it, she saw 
that the head of his cock was wet with pre-cum. 

This was it! This was the moment she wanted to happen! 

The moment she had so wished for! So feared. From here, 
there could be no turning back. Once it was done, it was 
done! And there was no erasing it! Even now, in the fiery 
passion of the moment, there was doubt! And fear! What 



would happen to them? Would they be swallowed up in the 
fires of hell? Or would they create a bond that no one could 
ever break? Whichever, she couldn't stop herself now. She 
had to have him. Take him inside her and let him fill her with 
his sweet essence. Fill her with his love! 

Trembling with fear and doubt, she paused for a moment, 
then reached for him. 

“Nym . . ." he groaned as she slowly reached down between 
them and lifted his cock with the tips of her fingers. 

Another spasm of panic worked through her as she fearfully 
clutched at his penis, aiming it up at the drooling hole 
between her gorged pussy-lips. Fitting the tapered tip of its 
head into the juice-slickened furrow, she slowly rubbed in up 
and down the slit, mingling her own hot, slippery juices with 
his oozing pre-cum. Then, as he stared down at his cock in 
disbelief, she looked into his eyes and lowered her aching 
pussy down onto his cock's big, purple head. 

Finally, she frantically told herself as she heard him grunt 
and felt his cock go knifing up into her waiting womanhood. 

It was done! He was inside her! They were doomed . . . 

Now she was his, she fearfully thought, groaning as she let 
her pussy engulf the thick, throbbing shaft of his cock. Now 
she was his! She would be whatever he wanted her to be! 

His whore! His slut! His lover! She would always be his 
cousin, but now she would be so much more ... be whatever 
he wanted her to be! 

“Oh, Merlin! What have we done?" she groaned out in agony 
as the fleshy lips of her cunt settled down around the base 
of his jutting prick. 



He groaned, thrusting up at her, grinding his groin into hers, 
and forcing his cock even deeper into the seething depths of 
her pussy. Thrusting down on him, she impaled herself on 
the monster as she ground herself against him. 

She felt his strong hands curl around her waist and hold her 
shoved down on his cock as their eyes met and the passion 
of the moment sparked between them filling the air around 
them with fiery sparks of electric excitement. 

“Nym . . .” he groaned out digging his fingers into the soft 
flesh of her waist and thrusting himself up inside her. 

“Oh, Harry! What have we done? What have we done?" she 
wept, tears once again cascading down over her lightly 
rouged cheeks. 

“Don't cry, Nym! Don't cry!" Harry groaned out, as he slowly 
began to move inside her. 

Her moment of remorse passed quickly as she felt him begin 
to move inside her, filling her and trying to quiet the 
nagging fear. 

Yes, it was done, she told herself! They were coconspirators, 
conspiring together to murder the sweet innocence of the 
bond that had once flourished between them. Like plunging 
a knife into the sweet innocence, Harry's cock had plunged 
into her womanhood like that knife, killing the innocence 
and changing them both forever. 

Now there was no time for thinking. There was only time to 
marvel in the feel of him moving inside her. Moving inside 
her, filling the aching emptiness between her legs with his 
hot, throbbing meat. Slowly, almost imperceptibly, she 
began to move, too, sliding herself back and forth on him. As 
she did, he thrust himself up at her, driving himself deeper 



and deeper into the clinging warmth of her pussy on every 
lunge. 


She felt his hands slip off her waist, down over her hips to 
her ass as they fucked. Digging his fingers down into the 
soft, pliant skin of her ass, he guided her movement as he 
thrust himself up at her. With him controlling her movement, 
he positioned her to allow for the deepest penetration on 
every stroke. 

Her body, glistening with sweat, worked back and forth 
faster and faster as she fucked him. 

“Oh, Harry! Harry, I'm going to come again," she whispered 
into his ear as she leaned over him. 

She could feel her big, rubbery nipples dragging back and 
forth across his chest as she fucked him. Inching ever closer 
to another cataclysmic orgasm, she felt his belly tightening, 
straining against hers as he drove his cock up into the fiery 
chasm between her legs. 

"Oh Harry Harry Harry " she blathered out, squeezing her 
cunt down around his pistoning monster. 

Grunting loudly on every stroke, he gripped her ass tighter 
and roughly jerked her up and down on his jutting monster. 
Then suddenly he turned her on her back. He was so strong 
and fast that she didn't even noticed. 

Harry's massive prick was gliding slowly up into the softest, 
hottest, most slippery sheath he had ever felt. It was deep 
and it was tight, and enriched by a sticky flowing of pungent 
oils. The fabulous sleeve of it pulled his cockhead ever 
deeper, clasping itself around the following shaft, massaging 
and caressing greasily. 



“Aahh!” Nym gasped. “Ooh, baby - Harry, love! Oh! Oh, it's 
so big and long and hard - I never felt a prick like this 
before. Oooh, honey; you're stretching me, stretching my 
pussy wide. Ah! There it is - socked all the way home to the 
balls, and I can feel your glans pushing into my womb. Oh 
baby - what a wonderful, big prick you're giving to me." 

Blissfully, Harry ground his pelvis into his cousin's padded 
crotch, knowing the snuggling of his balls into the uplifted 
crack of her opulently feathered ass. His cousin's cunt was 
even more than he had expected, more adorable and 
lascivious than he could ever have imagined. It gripped his 
prick like fondling, buttered fingers, sucked upon his 
cockhead like a thirsty mouth, and now she was grinding her 
pelvis into his, hunching up to him and lifting those supple, 
shapely legs to wrap them around his slender body. 

Her ass swung and heaved, and that boiling pussy churned 
around his moving prick. Harry fed his shaft back and forth 
into the hotly clenching dripping hole and thrilled to the 
gripping of her legs, to the squirming of her beautiful body 
beneath his own. 

"Such - a - big - prick!" she gasped. "Oh, you're hitting 
bottom with every stroke, baby. Oohh - I can't stand it! 

You're too much - you're making your cousin come - come! 
But don't stop - keep fucking me - oh, keep right on fucking 
me!" 

He felt her cunt seething around his pistoning shaft, sizzling 
juices flowing copiously as his cousin seesawed her crotch 
and twisted her blazing pussy greedily upon his submerged 
cockhead. She locked her sleek legs around the small of his 
back and tried to pull him impossibly deeper into her vagina 
as she crested violently upon the tidal wave of a tremendous 
orgasm. 



Harry obeyed her instructions, jamming his swollen club 
deeply and steadily into her adored snatch, shoving his 
gorged meat into the greasy socket of her fluctuating pussy, 
reveling in the strength and power of his prick. His cousin 
loved his meat; she was coming on it, whipping her trim and 
lovely ass around in spasmed arcs, and he took hold of her 
thighs to spread them even wider, now slamming his shaft in 
and out with a fierce hunger just waiting for this cousinent. 

Nym grunted and twisted, beating the mattress with her fists 
and arching her slim body to take every corkscrewing thrust 
into her inflamed cunt. “Oh - you horny little bastard! Oh, 
you adorable bull! You're fucking me harder and deeper than 
I've ever been fucked before. Aahh, darling - darling! C- 
coming! I'm coming again, and again - oohh!'' 

He rolled his ass and held his cockhead into the voluptuous 
basket of his cousin's vagina, feeling the swift onrush of the 
semen lifting from his convulsing balls. His knob flexed 
mightily, and a thick, hissing torrent of come roared out to 
splash into the slick pocket of his cousin's pussy, bathing 
the walls with bubbling cream, flooding the entire trembling 
sheath. 

Harry had done it; he had fucked his cousin, and she had 
fucked him back. 

He didn't want to ever take it out of her; his prick felt so 
wonderful, buried to the balls within the marvelous grasping 
of his cousin's pussy, locked tenderly into the greasy. He 
vividly remembered his cousin calling out in the throes of 
her passion that she had never been fucked so hard and so 
deep. 

The come inundating that precious vagina was mixed, his 
own bubbling juices blended with her thick girl cum, Harry 



wiggled his swollen cockhead into the syrupy puddle of 
creams. He moved his narrow chest back and forth across 
the luscious moundings of her magnificent breasts, feeling 
the stiffness of her yielding nipples. The pressure of her 
soaked and matted pelvis against his own crotch was 
stimulating, delightful, and he reveled in the wet texture of 
her cunt hair, the silken entrapment of her full, sleek thighs. 

Nym was one terrific piece of ass, everything he had ever 
dreamed, wildly passionate and sensuous beyond belief; she 
had ridden the impalement of his cock madly, trying to 
devour its length and thickness with the suctioning power of 
her cunt, trying to grind the meat off inside her by the 
wheeling of her crotch and the heaving of her madly 
gyrating ass. Harry held his shaft inside her, kept his arms 
around his cousins slim waist, and marveled at the luck that 
had allowed him to stick her. 

Her fabulous snatch pulsed around his embedded prick and 
she whispered to him, “Oh Harry! Who would ever have 
thought that you'd have such a wonderful, huge cock to 
thrill your cousin with? It's difficult for me to believe this is 
happening, that I really have my legs locked around my own 
cousin's body - but then I feel the size and the hardness of 
your magnificent prick inside my cunt, and I know it's true." 

“Nym," he whispered back snuggling into the ivory column 
of her throat and smelling the musky perfume of her hair, 
knowing the compelling scent of her aroused sweat. “Nym, I 
dreamed so long of doing it to you like this. You're the most 
beautiful, sexiest girl in the world." 

She wriggled beneath him, the mattress of her pelvic bone 
sliding, the walls of her soaked vagina caressing his 
submerged pole. “I'm glad you think so, Harry." 



Harry shivered; just having his own lovely cousin talking to 
him this way was almost enough to make him come again. 
With a deft, rolling twist of her svelte hips, Nym unseated his 
cock, plopping the stiff and chipping meat back out into the 
air. “Ooh! I hated to let it go, but you have to rest a little, 
and there are so many things I want to do with you. And I 
want to take another good look at your giant prick, just to be 
sure I'm not dreaming, that every hard inch of that 
spectacular thing is real." 

Awkwardly, Harry rolled over onto his back, his heart 
thumping and hammering as his cousin's golden, gleaming 
body came to its knees beside him, as his cousin's slim, 
fluttering fingers moved in awe over the distended shaft of 
his gorged prick. Staring up at the way her full, rounded tits 
hung down, centered by those twin tips of pink perfection, 
he spread his thighs so that she could touch him wherever 
she wanted, and hoped that he wouldn't shoot off all over 
her hand and arm. That's how much the kiss of her hands 
turned him on, and he shuddered again, knowing the 
thunderous racing of blood throughout his entire, tensed 
body. 

"Wow," she breathed raptly, "I never even saw a prick like 
this one before. It's a glorious monster, Harry - so long and 
thick that I wonder how I took it all; ummm - feel those veins 
all swollen, and the way the head of it spreads out so, all 
velvety and spongy, but with a hard core of steel inside it. 
And you're still leaking some semen, a drop or two of come." 

Her hands wandered up and down his club, and Harry was 
proud of the meat, glad he could make her happy with it, 
shaking as she caressed the length and strayed her 
exploring fingertips over the knob. 



“No wonder you throw such a tremendous load of semen," 
she said then, delving between his thighs to play with his 
balls. "You have balls like a bull, or a stallion, maybe. You 
can flood any witch's pussy with all the juice these testicles 
can hold, baby. Oohh! If I had only known, if I'd had the 
slightest idea that my own kid cousin was carrying all this 
meat between his legs. I'd screw you to death." 

Harry just grinned, pretending to know nothing about what 
she was talking. If this is how she wanted to treat him, who 
was he to speak up"l-l didn't know I had a big cock" 

"Oh no," his cousin said, stroking his flexing rod. "Your prick 
is much bigger than average. I'd say. Of course, size alone 
doesn't mean all that much. A man can turn on a woman 
with just a stub, if he uses it properly. But a young stud like 
you, with so much fantastic cock staying hard so long - once 
you really get into screwing, youll have to beat off the girls." 

"1 don't want any other girls," he insisted. "Only you, Nym. 
Nobody else could ever thrill me the way you do." 

"That's nice to hear," she said softly, and played with his 
cock. 

"D-don't tickle me so much," Harry pleaded. "I might go off 
in your hand." 

His cousin straightened up. "We wouldn't want that to 
happen, would we? There's much better places for your 
semen to go, baby. Oh my; we may stay in this bed all night. 
Harry my dear - do you want me to teach you everything, all 
she knows about sex?" 


"Please," he said. "Please, Nym!" 



“Wasn't that nice?" she said, still gazing down at his 
throbbing prick. 

“Very..." he whispered, as she put one silken knee upon 
each side of his body and poised the damply glistening 
wonder of her crotch above him. She looked so damned 
lovely that way, with her breasts sticking out and her 
smooth belly rolling; he could see the inflamed pink lips of 
her pussy shining. 

“Your cock is so big, it might hurt, if you just slam it home," 
she said down to him. 

He shook like a leaf in a hurricane when his cousin took his 
prick in her hand and held it aimed up at the compelling 
entrance to her snatch, lowering her body slowly and 
carefully until her hairs touched the blunt end of his 
cockhead. He could swear that there was steam coming out 
of her cunt as she squirmed to settle the point of his glans 
into her labia, and thought again that nothing else could be 
so wondrously soft, so gloriously elastic. His cousin's pussy; 
his cousin's pussy - coming down upon the wildly excited 
bulb of his hard shaft, pressing down and down until he 
could feel the magic cunt lips spreading, until he knew 
again the slick, thrilling heat of her vagina encompassing 
his knob. 

“Ummm," she murmured, and rolled her sculptured ass to 
force the flanged glans up into the depths of her glowing 
body. 

Somehow, his hands were cupping the marvel of her ass 
cheeks, and as she bent forward, Harry reached hungrily up 
to pull one of her hardened pink nipples into her mouth, to 
suck avidly upon its magic sweetness as his shaft was buried 



full length into the matchless intimacy of her juicy, hot 
snatch. 

“I'm so full," his cousin panted, “so packed with your meat, 
you sweet boy. Oh - every wiggle rubs my clit and drives me 
crazy! Oh - umm - uhh! Baby, baby - so much cock at one 
time, so much beautiful hard prick inside my cunt - oh 
darling, darling!" 

Her silken ass was grinding in his hands, and her pelvis was 
humping and thrusting into his own, so Harry simply hung 
on, sucking greedily at her tit and luxuriating in the slippery 
movements, the gulping sensations made by his cousin's 
avid pussy. The walls of it contracted upon his prick, and the 
juices flowed bubbling hot; he found himself poking up at 
her vagina a little, found that his own ass was moving from 
side to side as the ballooned head of his cock eased around 
inside the exquisite gripping of that enchanted cunt. She 
was sweet and she was wiggling, and every frantic motion of 
that adored body sent sharp thrills bombing through Harry. 

Digging his fingers into the resilient cheeks of her surging 
ass, he hung on and tried to draw the whole globe of her 
satin breast into his mouth, flicking his tongue back and 
forth across the trembling nipple. Oh, it was good, good, and 
when his cousin pumped vigorously, when she strained her 
crotch against his, he knew that she was coming again. It 
must have been a mighty, gut-tearing orgasm, because after 
she shuddered to completion, Nym sagged, her body sliding 
off him and over to one side. 

Harry clung to her suddenly quiet body, his cockhead 
throbbing deep within her wet cavity. Sliding one hand down 
from buttock to thigh, he lifted the long, supple leg across 
his body and continued to stroke up into her. 



Her eyelids fluttered, and Nym opened her dazed eyes to 
stare into his own. Her full lips were soft and slack, but there 
was a new and vital life stirring within her greasy cunt, a 
new shivering that pulled at his thrusting pole with renewed 
vigor and urgent need. 

“Oohh! Oh, baby - you're still fucking me, still feeding that 
massive club up into my pussy - and I love it, love it! Fuck 
me, darling - Harry, my own sweet, horny cousin - fuck me 
until I pass out." 

Harry laid the meat to her, sliding it back and forth within 
the soapy glove of her eager cunt, delighted that he hadn't 
come as quickly as she had, very pleased that he was able 
to make her hit one foaming climax after another. He felt 
strong, powerful, and he adored the heaving of her flexible 
box as it worked around his driving cock. 

"C-coming!" she gasped. "Oh Harry, I'm coming again - 
AHHH!" 

This time, when her beautiful snatch shuddered and pulled 
at his embedded cockhead, Harry plunged the shaft to his 
balls and drew her pussy over it like a glove. Jerking, his 
testicles leaped upward and he could feel the compressed 
liquid within them hissing up along his cock to burst 
joyously out of the vibrating glans. 

A boiling spurt of semen exploded against her womb, and 
the stuff poured out in jets of thick, rich liquid to bathe her 
vagina with creamed honey. Harry felt as if his prick was a 
rocket, as if his come was bursting stars, and he panted as 
the juice continued to flow. He was pumping his semen into 
his cousin's trembling pussy, flooding it with his male fluids, 
drowning its silken walls with his come, and she loved every 
drop, adored each squirting globule. 



Harry closed his eyes in utter bliss, riding the waves of 
slowly subsiding passion, his cock buried to the thick hilt 
within the world's most perfect pussy. His balls drained 
themselves and began to shrink, but his prick seemed hard 
as ever, hungry as ever for the caresses of his cousin's 
hypnotically beguiling snatch. He was floating, drifting in a 
warm and sticky nirvana, the most blessed of all horny boys, 
loved and in love as never before. 

Damply, she said against his cheek, “Sweetheart, that was 
wonderful. I just came and came; one solid fucking from you 
is as good as balling a dozen other guys. I never popped so 
many times in a row, and I'm so weak that I don't think I can 
even get off this bed. But who wants to? Not me; I want to 
have and to hold your fantastic cock hour after hour. Oh 
wow; I thought I was a pretty hot chick before, but now - 
you're turning your cousin into a nymphomaniac, do you 
know that? But don't stop, baby; dont ever stop. You're the 
best lover a witch could ever have." 

Kissing her cheek, her closed eyelids, he ground his 
cockhead sloshing around inside her vagina where all the 
semen was packed... 

... 55 ... 55 ... 55 ... 

Nym's eyes slowly opened. It was morning . . . Christmas 
morning, she groggily thought as her eyes adjusted to her 
surroundings. Then her mind snapped wide awake! 

5he was in Harry's room! In Harry's bed! Her mind reeled, 
trying to take it all in. Afraid to even breathe, she could feel 
his forehead gently resting against her shoulder. He was still 
sound asleep. 

Oh Merlin! Oh Merlin! Her thoughts raced through her mind 
in bits and pieces as the memories of the night before came 



flooding back. The flirting. The feeling of Harry's hardness 
on her hip while they'd stood drinking wine. The confusion 
she'd felt. The waiting for everyone to go to bed so she 
could talk to Harry alone! Alone in his bedroom! And then . . 

. Oh Merlin! What had she done! 

She looked at her cousin lying beside her, sleeping so 
peacefully, as if nothing had happened. What was he going 
to think when he woke up? How was she going to face him? 
She had fucked her own cousin! 

What kind of cousin was she? Was it the wine? No! She knew 
she hadn't had that much to drink. Maybe it had relaxed her 
a little and perhaps softened her inhibitions but that was all. 

Her heart was pounding as she slowly inched her way out of 
bed. A shiver ran through her as bare feet found the cold 
floor. She reached for her nightgown that lay in a pile with 
her panties on the floor. She was shaking as she pulled her 
nightgown over her head. Her nipples, erect with the 
morning chill brushed against the cloth as the gown tickled 
over them, sending a spark of excitement down to her pussy. 
Don't go there, she told herself! Look where it got you last 
night. . . 

She glanced back at Harry. She could see the outline of his 
sleeping cock under the sheet. Still reeling, she couldn't 
believe that it had been inside her the night before! 

More images from the night before flooded through her 
chaotic brain. She couldn't believe the things she had done 
to him ... to it! She could still remember its touch, its taste 
and how it had felt, expanding in her mouth! Then, the 
excitement, the movements, the slow crawl onto the bed . . . 
the touch of Harry's tongue, her thrusts, her release, then 
her reaching down . . . her guiding him, it up to her 



emptiness . . . leading him, it up into her womanhood! Up to 
their doom! Had she been quiet? Had they both been quiet? 
What if someone had heard? What had she been thinking? 

That was just it, she frantically told herself. She hadn't been 
thinking! She had slept with her own cousin. 

Quivering, afraid to make a sound, Nym bent down and 
scooped up her panties. She could still feel him seeping out 
of her cum-filled cunt as she leaned down and thrust her 
foot through the leg hole of her panties. Then the other foot 
went in as she quickly, shamefully tugged them up her long 
legs to stop the ooze of his cum slowly leaking out of her. 

Another look to see if Harry was still asleep and she quietly 
padded over to the door. Her hand on the doorknob, she 
paused. She could hear the sounds of morning activity in the 
house. The family was moving about, people were up, the 
day was beginning. Christmas day! She could hear the 
happy squeals and laughter of the children as they went 
about unwrapping their gifts. Maybe, with all the excitement 
they were generating, she hadn't been missed, she 
hopefully thought! 

Her fingers rested on the doorknob, but she couldn't bring 
herself to open it. She didn't dare open it. She couldn't be 
seen leaving Harry's room. 

Then it hit her! The bed! She was supposed to have been 
sleeping on the bed! If anyone saw the blankets neatly 
stacked where she had put them the night before, it would 
be an obvious give away! They would know that she hadn't 
slept there. Especially if her aunts or mother was up. How 
could she explain where she'd slept? 

She had to do something! She couldn't just stand there all 
day! Finally summoning up enough courage, she slowly 



turned the doorknob. As the door slowly crept open, she 
took a deep shuddering breath. She had to slip out, grab her 
blouse and skirt, then somehow make it to the bathroom 
without being seen. 

“Nym! Nym, are you wake?” she heard her mother, 
Andromeda, holler from somewhere. 

”Uh, Yes, Yes, I'm just straightening up . . . I'm just getting 
dressed, uh. I'll be down in a minute!” she was able to choke 
out as she swept up her clothes and rushed toward the 
bathroom. 

Sweeping into the bathroom from the end of the corridor, 
she shoved the door shut and stood gasping for breath, 
leaning against the door, hoping her knees wouldn't give 
way. Her fevered brain was racing in a chaotic swirl as her 
heart pounded so hard, she knew that it would explode any 
second. 

Somehow, she was finally able to gather herself and get 
dressed without suffering a heart attack. Finished dressing, 
she stood looking at her reflection in the mirror. How? How 
would she ever be able to face her family? Face them 
knowing the deep, dark secret she must forever keep 
concealed from them? And Harry? She would never be able 
to look him in the eye again! 

Oh, Merlin, what a moronic fool you are, she cursed to 
herself. You've ruined everything! Ruined everything for one 
brief, fiery moment of pleasure! Her whole life had changed . 
. . their life had changed ... a cataclysmic change in that 
one meteoric moment that their bodies had become one and 
their fates had blazed across the sky in a brilliant, 
catastrophic rush to doom! 



Fighting to hold back the tears, she took another deep, 
shuddering breath as she struggled to regain some 
semblance of control over her emotions. 

Leaning down over the sink, she twisted the cold water knob 
and cupped her hands under the stream of icy water. Raising 
her hands up, she quickly splashed the water onto her face. 
The shock of the cold water brought her back to the cold, 
harsh reality of what had happened. 

Well, it's time to pay the piper, she told herself, drying her 
face. She couldn't stay hidden down in the bathroom all 
day! Straightening herself, she ran her hands down over her 
blouse and skirt smoothing away the wrinkles. 

Then she put on a fake smile and defiantly strode out of the 
bathroom and down the stairs... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Harry slowly woke. There was something strangely different, 
he thought to himself as he tried to orient himself and figure 
out what it was . . . His mind was frantically searching, trying 
to recall what it was that was nagging at him. Just then, a 
haunting fragrance drifted into his nostrils. It was his 
cousin's perfume. It was still lingering in the air and it all 
came back to him in a rush. His cousin! His cousin had slept 
with him! Slept with him and made love to him last night. 
But it could hardly be called making love as he recalled. It 
was more like fucking! His cousin had fucked him! 

His mind was doing flip-flops, turning summersaults, going 
crazy with the realization that years of dreaming had come 
true in one flaming moment of passion. His cousin was no 
longer just his cousin! Now now she was his lover, too! 



Throwing back the covers, he looked down at himself. He 
didn't look any different, but he felt so, so changed. He 
wanted to jump up and go running through the house 
screaming out how much he loved fucking his cousin, his 
lover! 

Grabbing his cock, he began to beat it as he felt energy 
surging into it from the thoughts that were swirling around 
inside his head. Then he stopped and lifted his hand up to 
his nose. 

Yes! Yes! Yes, he shouted to himself! He could still smell his 
cousin on his hand. Smell the pungent scent of her estrous 
that she had coated his cock with! Smell the evidence of 
their depraved rutting on his hand. Then he smelled the two 
fingers that he had used to bring her to fruition as he ate 
her. Yes, it was there too, only stronger. There could be no 
doubting it. It had really happened. It was no dream. It was 
the real thing. 

His cock was steel-hard and throbbing as he jerked his hand 
up and down it. But wait, he told himself. Don't waste it! Go! 
Go find her and give it to her. . . give it to her again! Only 
this time he would be the aggressor. He would take her and 
give her the pleasure she had given him! 

He would find her and not let her out of his sight, he thought 
as he frantically dressed. He had to see her! Tell her just how 
much he wanted her! 

Drunk with happiness, he finished dressing and rushed down 
the stairs to find her. 

There she was! Standing, talking to his sister! Starting 
toward her, he saw his cousin's eyes flare open wider. Then 
she mouthed the word “NO" at him. 



What? What was wrong, he frantically wondered? Why was 
she acting so cold toward him? Was she having second 
thoughts? Was she still feeling guilty about last night? Then 
he recalled that the last thing she had said last night. . . 

“oh, Merlin, what have I done!" 

Reeling with confusion and dread, Harry stumbled into the 
living room where everyone else was gathered opening 
presents. 

The morning passed in a blur for Harry. The presents were 
opened, the traditional coffee and coffee cake had been 
served and devoured by the hungry mob as his cousin still 
avoided him like the plague. Then there was the dinner of 
turkey, dressing and all the other fixings. At last things 
began to settle down as the men retired to the living room to 
watch to talk what ever. And the women stayed to have 
coffee and discuss the events of the day. There were children 
running everywhere, giggling and playing with their new 
toys. 

“Lily, I think I'm going to go take a little power nap," Nym 
told her aunt. 

“I wish I was again like you," Lily said, smiling. “With not so 
many worries. But you go ahead." 

“Thanks," Nym mumbled and numbly started up the stairs. 

Still numb with dread, Harry sat just listening to what his 
uncles and Dad were talking, totally unaware of what was 
going on in reality. Just then, out of the corner of his eye, he 
caught sight of his cousin as she went slinking by the 
doorway heading for her bedroom. 


Now! Now he could go to her, he giddily thought. 



Go to her and talk to her! Tell her how much he needed her! 
But as much as he wanted to talk to her, he could already 
feel energy surging through his impatient cock, filling it and 
hardening it. Maybe he could make love to her again, he 
groggily thought. 

Trying his hardest to act nonchalant, Harry yawned and 
pushed himself up out of his chair. Slowly strolling out 
toward the kitchen, he stopped at the door and looked back 
at the crowd of men. None of them seemed the least bit 
interested in him. Trying to keep from running, he walked 
through the kitchen and headed up the stairs toward his 
cousin's bedroom. 

What could he say to her, he asked himself? What would she 
say to him? 

Stopping in front of her door, he took a deep breath and 
glanced back down the hallway to make sure no one had 
followed him. Then, he reached down and quickly turned the 
doorknob. Pushing the door open, he stepped inside and 
closed the door behind him. 

There she was, he frantically thought as he saw his cousin 
lying on the bed staring at him. She had a confused, 
frightened look on her face that gave Harry second thoughts 
about his decision to come to her room. Maybe he should 
have just let things lie until everyone was gone and they 
were all alone! But he couldn't! He had to talk to her! Tell 
her how much he I needed her. But now . . . now that he was 
in her room, he couldn't find any words that would explain 
how he felt. 

"Nym . . ." he groaned out, reaching back and flicking the 
lock, then staggering across the room toward her. 



“Harry, we can't. . she started to say before Harry put his 
fingers on her lips to stop her. 

“Nym," he groaned again. “Nym, I need you so much!" 

Hoping that she wouldn't finish what she had started to say, 
he slowly lifted his fingers from her soft, full lips. 

She was so beautiful, he told himself letting his eyes crawl 
down over her heaving breasts, over her stomach, down to 
where IT lay hidden under her short skirt. 

“Harry . . .'' she gurgled out as he slowly reached down and 
peeled her short skirt up off her sheer, pink panties. “Oh, 
Harry, we can't. . .'' 

Like a zombie, he stared down at her as he numbly pushed 
her legs apart. Then, as gently as he could, he slipped his 
fingers down under the elastic leg hole of her panties and 
slowly peeled it back off her oozing pussy. 

Nym watched on with a guilt-ridden heart as Harry slowly 
leaned down over her aching cunt and inhaled deeply. 
Before she could move, his tongue was out and he was 
licking it up over her pussy lips and toward her throbbing 
clit. She felt his hot lips purse down around the fleshy 
sheath of her clit as he began to gently suck on it and tease 
it with the tip of his tongue. 

Oh, Merlin! She couldn't let it happen again, she guiltily 
thought. But the sparks tickling up from her clit were 
making cogent thought difficult. She couldn't let them go 
there, not again, she screamed to herself! But down deep 
inside her heart of hearts, she knew she wanted him again. 
Wanted to feel him inside her, feel him moving inside her, 
bringing her the pleasure she so desperately craved . . . 



needed! Finally acquiescing to her own needs, she admitted 
to herself that she had to have it have him again! 

With a whimpering murmur, she reached and put her hands 
on his head. Gently, but firmly, she pushed him away from 
her pussy. Then as he looked up at her with disappointment 
written all over his face, she slapped her legs together and 
ran her thumbs under the tight, stretchy waistband of her 
panties. As his look of disappointment rapidly changed to 
one of expectation, she gave out a soft grunt and shoved her 
panties down off her sopping pussy. 

“Nym!” Harry gasped. 

Then, seeing what she was doing, Harry took over for her. 

Brushing aside her hands, he dug his fingers under the 
waistband of her drenched panties and pulled. He could see 
that the crotch of her panties was drenched with her juices 
as he tugged them down her thighs, then over her knees, 
down her calves, and finally off over her feet. Tossing her 
panties aside like so much garbage, Harry wrapped his arms 
around her legs and drug her closer to the edge of the bed 
as he stared down at the weeping pink slit. As he drug her, 
her dress worked up under her butt, pulling it up, exposing 
her from the waist down. 

Once free of her panties, she quickly spread her legs apart 
and ran her hand down to her aching pussy as she saw him 
watching on with eager excitement. Probing herself, she 
fingered the wet, sticky lips of her pussy apart to expose the 
core of her womanhood. 

He had never seen skin so silky smooth, he groggily thought 
reaching out and brushing his fingers over the glistening 
pink lips that surrounded the seeping secrecy between 
them. It was like velvet! Soft, pink velvet. . . 



“Nym!” he groaned out again, leaning down over her and 
finding her with his lips. 

Nym gave out a gasping moan as Harry's mouth covered her 
pussy, his probing tongue reaching deep inside the fleshy, 
pink folds while his nose brushed against her throbbing clit. 
Her fingers tangled in Harry's hair, pulling his face against 
the wet lips as her hips rose from the bed. Holding onto his 
hair with her hands, she guided his lips up to the jutting nub 
of her clit. Harry's hot, probing tongue was soon busily 
working on her clit as, just as last night, he eased two 
fingers into her sopping cunt. Loving the feel of his fingers 
sliding in and out of the wet slipperness of her cunt as he 
ate her, she spread her legs wider and felt Harry ease a third 
thick finger into the clutching tightness of her pussy. 

“Oh, Merlin!" Nym gurgled out as Harry found her g-spot 
with the tips of his probing fingers. 

For a brief moment, she felt like she was going to pee, but 
that feeling quickly passed to be replaced by surges of 
pleasure. Then she felt Harry add a fourth finger as she 
clamped her pussy muscles down around them. His fingers 
continued to slide in and out of her juice-slickened pussy, 
rubbing against the soft walls lining it as she groveled in her 
own spastic indulgence. She could feel everything 
tightening down, straining as she fought for her finish. They 
were no longer just cousins now, she feverishly thought. 
There was only her as she greedily sought her own 
gratification. Her, the hot, lapping tongue and the fingers 
sliding in and out of her throbbing pussy! 

Sensing her nearness to climax, Harry worked his fingers in 
and out faster as he lashed her clit with his flicking tongue. 



“Oh oh Harry Harry “ she panted out, holding his mouth 
thrust down onto her pussy and clit. 

Then, as he continued to ravenously attack her clit and fuck 
her with his fingers, she felt another slippery finger tickle 
across the pout of her clenched asshole. When it did, she 
lost it. A muffled groan escaped her lips as her hips began to 
quiver and she began to come. Thick, hot gushes of juice 
began to pour out of her pussy, out around his embedded 
fingers, coating Harry's hand and arm with the hot, sticky 
goo! 

She shoved her hand into her mouth and bit down on it to 
keep from screaming and revealing their secret to the whole 
family. The fiery heat of her orgasm consumed her, filling her 
with pleasure and joy as Harry continued to tease and 
torment her throbbing clit. It seemed to last forever as the 
pleasure poured over her like a waterfall, drowning her in all- 
consuming gratification. She didn't want it to ever end as 
she kept thrusting herself up at him, letting him feast on the 
streams of hot nectar spewing out of her overheated cunt. 

But at last she felt it ending as she came drifting back down 
to earth. 

She felt Harry lift his mouth off her reeling pussy! Drunkenly 
looking down at him, she watched him slowly push up to his 
feet. As he did, she was surprised to see his big, hard cock 
jutting out at her. His pants were unbuttoned and shoved 
down around his knees. He must have been able to get his 
pants unbuttoned and pushed down while he was so busy 
eating her, she dizzily told herself. But that was no surprise! 
Someone could have come and stole the bed out from under 
her while she was coming and she wouldn't have known it. 



Seeing his cock hard and stiff like it was made her ache to 
have it inside her pussy. Have it inside her. . . moving inside 
her and bringing her pleasure as he fucked her with it. 

She was so ready for him . . . ready for it, she sickly thought. 
She was so wet... so wet and slippery for it, she told 
herself, digging her heels into the bed and scooting back a 
little to make room for him on the bed. Making room for him 
up between her widespread legs . . .making room for him up 
inside her hot, sopping cunt! 

Harry leaned down over the bed and slowly crawled up onto 
it. Spreading her long legs even wider, Nym reached down 
and fingered her pussy. Its thick, fleshy lips wetly clung 
together for a moment as she watched Harry's big, hard cock 
heavily bobbing up and down while he made his way up 
between her legs. It looked so evil, so foreboding jutting out 
at her like a big fleshy harpoon with its barbed tip pointing 
straight at her face. A big, menacing harpoon that he was 
going to impale her with. Take it and drive it into the very 
core of her womanhood. 

Then he was standing over her, his knees inside hers and his 
hands on the bed beside her shoulders. Her mind reeling 
with guilt and lust, she reached for him. Her fingers found 
him and pushed him down, aiming, guiding him down to the 
wet, pink gash between her outstretched legs. 

What was she doing, she feverishly asked herself? She 
should be pushing him away, not leading him down to her 
secrecy. She should be denying him the very essence of her 
cousinhood. Another jolt of fear and guilt sparked through 
her fevered brain as she felt the hard, round head of his big 
dick brush against the juice-smeared lips of her pussy. 



But those feelings of fear and guilt were short-lived as the 
angry, throbbing need down inside her hungry cunt 
overrode them and pushed them aside. Then she heard 
Harry give out a soft, gurgling grunt and she felt him go 
plunging down inside the aching emptiness between her 
outstretched legs. A sudden, unexplainable spasm of panic 
clutched at her as she felt him entering her, filling her with 
the throbbing heat of his manhood. She was so confused 
about her own feelings, she crazily thought. She wanted him 
so badly . . . needed him! But at the same time she was 
afraid! Afraid of exactly what, she couldn't really explain! 

But underlying it all was a fear that something dreadful was 
going to happen to them for committing such a grievous sin! 

She tried to calm those fears as she stared up at his 
beautiful face. Staring into his love-filled eyes that had a 
distant, unfocused look about them as his hips began to 
slowly rock back and forth. The feel of his stiff, hard penis 
moving inside the soft moistness of her vagina had a 
strange, calming effect on her. While it excited and aroused 
her, at the same time it was beginning to feel right normal! 
And that was calming her fears. 

She knew that Harry's cock was larger than most and she 
could feel its bloated head and thick shaft spreading her 
vaginal canal as it slowly slid in and out of her. The first time 
had been a frantic, fiery fuck! But this, this was making love, 
she told herself as she concentrated her whole focus on the 
feel of his big cock spreading her, filling her with its hot, 
throbbing hardness. 

Then Harry stopped. Only the big bloated head of his prick 
was inside her as she looked down and saw that the thick, 
blue-veined shaft of his cock was glistening wetly. Then he 
slowly eased it back down inside her. 



“Nym,” he groaned, grinding his groin against hers. “I love 
you so much!” 


”Har... Harry, Merli...” she clamored, reaching up and pulling 
his face down to hers. 

She wanted to crawl inside him, feel what he was feeling as 
their bodies meshed together making them one again. One 
as they had been once upon a time so long ago, but in such 
a sick, depraved way this time. 

A stifled cry of surrender escaped from her lips, out into his 
open mouth. 

Harry ignored her plaintive cry as he slowly slid his 
throbbing penis down into the tightly clasping sheath of her 
vagina. He could feel the hot, clutching meat of her pussy 
collapse down around the fleshy barrel of his cock as it 
slithered down into her over and over again. Exulting in the 
delightful feel of her velvety cunt on his cock, he continued 
to feed it into her, driving all eight inches into her on every 
deep, thrusting stroke. 

Torn, Nym felt sad and guilt-ridden that she had let it 
happen a second time, yet ecstatic at the same time as she 
felt him moving inside her. Moving inside her and filling her 
with his potency as the hairs encircling the base of his cock 
tickled against the soft, fleshy lips of her cunt on every 
thrust. 

Standing over her, his elbows locked to hold his upper body 
off her, he looked back down between them and watched his 
juice-coated prick slither in and out of the pouting lips of her 
cunt. Merlin, he was fucking his cousin again, he deliriously 
told himself. Fucking her hot, tight cunt and this time he was 
the one on top, leading the way. Just thinking about it made 
goose bumps jump out all over his legs. He was fucking her 



just like his father had fucked her before he had left her. He 
was her man now! 

As his big cock effortlessly slid in and out of her pussy, he 
could feel her squeezing her cunt muscles down around his 
cock, milking him with them. 

“Nym,” he grunted shoving his cock back into the burning 
tightness as his belly lewdly slapped up against her firm 
belly. 

“Make love to me, Harry! Make love to me . . .“ she 
whispered, thrusting herself back up at him. 

“Yessss,” he hissed as his hips began to move faster. 

He wanted to keep the pace slow and loving, but the way 
her hot pussy was sucking and pulling on his cock, he 
couldn't hold back any longer. 

He began to grunt and huff as he attacked her delicate 
pussy with his throbbing prick while she murmured out her 
gratitude. 

The loud, vulgar sound of his belly slapping against hers 
blended with the whining complaint of the bedsprings, 
filling the room with the vulgar sounds of their fucking. 
Merlin, I hope no one can hear, she frantically thought as 
Harry picked up the pace up another notch. Grunting and 
groaning, he sawed his dick in and out of the steamy hole 
between his cousin's legs faster and harder. Nothing could 
ever compare to spasms of pleasure welling up from his 
cock, he thought as he rocked back and forth impaling her 
on his cock over and over again. 

Finally able to tear his eyes away from the lewd picture of 
his cock sliding in and out of his cousin's pussy, he looked 



up and saw the image of them fucking in the mirror above 
the dresser. A sizzle of excitement burned through his brain 
as he saw his cousin staring back at him in the mirror. She 
was watching him fuck her. She was watching her cousin 
fuck her. It was so weird. It was like he was fucking her and 
she was somewhere else watching him fuck her. Their eyes 
locked as they fucked, and watched. As they fucked, Nym 
unbuttoned her blouse and spread it open her blouse, 
exposing her big full tits. 

Harry's eyes were immediately drawn down to her beautiful 
tits wildly waggling up and down in beat with the rhythm of 
their fucking. Then, he slowed the beat down until they were 
gently undulating with the slow tempo of their wicked union. 
Abruptly, he slid his cock into her all the way up to the hilt. 
Stopping, he held himself thrust deep inside of her. Bringing 
his eyes on back up to hers, he balanced himself on one 
hand and reached down to cup one of her beautiful, 
flattened breasts in his hand. Reveling in the feel of the hot, 
soft skin against the palm of his hand, he found her hard, 
bulging nipples with his fingers. As he teased and taunted 
the bloated nipple with his fingers, he felt his cousin clench 
her pussy down around his cock and slowly milk him with it, 
teasing and taunting him, too. 

Staring into his eyes, she watched him fuck her. 

Her smoldering eyes were drawing him even deeper into 
their depravity as they fucked like dogs in the street. 

She could hear Harry grunting and panting as he was once 
again ferociously attacking her pussy with his meaty penis. 

Maybe she would never know the real reason she had 
capitulated to him. But it didn't matter now. They were 
fucking. Nym and Harry fucking. There was no way it could 



be taken back. The sin had been committed. Nothing 
mattered at this moment but the two of them and the 
consummation of their unholy union. 

Enough time for criminations later, she thought as she 
curled her hands around his waist and used it for leverage to 
rock herself back against the pounding cock that was 
violating the sanctity of her aching cunt. 

Letting go of his cousin's tit Harry dropped his hand back to 
the bed and began jerking his hips back and forth, 
slamming his cock into her with deep penetrating strokes. 

Watching himself fuck his cousin in the mirror, he felt like he 
was watching some porno flick with them as the stars as he 
felt the fuse inside his balls burning dangerously close to 
ignition. 

“Yes! Yes, Harry! Come in me! Come inside my pussy! Come 
in me!" she groaned out, digging her long fingers into his 
hair and pulling his face down to hers... 


Chapter 26 - Around the Country Trip 

Early in that July day, Harry and Lily set off for their all 
around the country trip. It was done the muggle way, just 
driving in a big black 4x4, visiting muggle sites and just 
spending time the muggle way, with no magic. They've 
done this a couple of years back when Harry was a little bit 
younger together with James, just before he went to 
Hogwarts. But since he went there, the time she spent with 
her son was so little that she practically convinced James 
that she had to do this. It was a rebonding experience 
between them after so many years of very little time spent 
together. Harry was looking forward to spending some time 
alone just with his mother. He didn't know what it was, but 




suddenly his mom had begun to look extremely cute and 
sexy. 


Just out of town they stopped for gas and decided to have a 
bite to eat. As they sat at a table in the diner, Lily noticed 
her son wasn't paying attention to his food like he usually 
did, and she suspected why. It was the waitress that had 
served them. She was young, about eighteen or nineteen, 
and she was built. Her skirt was tight and short, clinging to 
her firm, round ass and showing off most of her long, smooth 
legs. 

Her blouse was even tighter, and low cut, revealing a deep 
cleavage between heavy, braless tits. Her dark nipples could 
be seen clearly, pressing against the thin, white material. A 
tiny apron tied tightly around her waist gave her a hourglass 
figure. The girl was cute, and she knew it. She knew she was 
turning Harry on, too... Lily could see that. 'Bitch!', thought 
Lily, staring rudely at the girl as she bent over farther than 
necessary to refill their coffee cups. 'She's showing herself 
off like a common whore!' She could see her son squirming 
around on his chair, even reaching under the table when 
nobody was looking, to rearrange himself. 

Lily recognized the feeling she had towards the girl as 
jealousy. She considered herself still very attractive. She had 
always been chesty, but her tits didn't hang... they were 
firm and upright... and her hips weren't on the fat side like 
the young waitress... they were slim and athletic. Lily was 
getting more and more irritated by the minute. 

"What's the matter, Harry?", she asked suddenly. "You're 
acting strange this morning. Don't you feel well?" 

"I'm okay. Mom. Just sleepy I guess. We started awfully 
early.", he lied. 



“You're right, honey, but we've gotta press on. I'll drive and 
you can take a nap in the back seat. I feel good this 
morning." 

The girl returned. She smiled at Harry, eyeing the bulge in 
his pants. 

“Is there anything else you'd like?", she asked sweetly, 
knowing full well exactly what the boy would like. 

“Just the check, thanks!", Lily snapped. 

She could see that her soon to be sixteen years old son was 
obviously turned on by the girl, but was a little confused as 
to why her motherly instinct had turned to jealousy. As Harry 
got up, Lily noticed the lump in her son's pants that had 
taken the waitress' eye, and wondered for a moment what 
his little cock looked like all swollen with blood and desire. It 
had been years since she had seen him naked. Realizing 
what she was thinking, she blushed with embarrassment, 
but the image of her son's hard, erect prick wouldn't leave 
her brain. 

Lily paid the check and followed her son out to the car. Her 
eyes followed his hard, young ass. She had always been a 
butt fancier ever since she had known what men were for. In 
fact, that was why she had originally gone out with her 
husband, James. He'd had the nicest, tightest, ass in 
school... and the biggest cock. Lily shuddered. Harry looked 
a lot like his father, tall, black hair and handsome, with an 
athlete's body, and as she stared at his cute young ass 
heading towards the car, she couldn't help but wonder if her 
son was built like his father in every respect. He was waiting 
patiently beside the car for her as she approached. 

“You get in the back and sleep, honey; I'll drive. You can 
drive this afternoon, after you've had a rest, okay?" With 



magic on their side, every one could drive, if they knew how. 


Harry crawled into the back seat and stretched out on his 
back, still thinking about the waitress' big tits, trying to 
imagine them without the tight blouse. He was sure they'd 
be big and round and soft, with large nipples. In his mind, he 
sucked the nipple into his mouth and slid his hand under her 
short skirt... of course she wasn't wearing any panties, and 
his fingers immediately slid into the girl's hot pussy-slit... it 
was wet and sticky. His hand slid to the crotch of his jeans 
and squeezed his hard prick, masturbating as best he could 
through the hard material. 

In the front seat, Lily was equally excited. The thought of her 
son's hard cock was enough to set her easily aroused cunt- 
juices flowing like mad. She tried to ignore it as a figment of 
her imagination, but the more she tried to ignore it, the 
more it filled her mind. As she drove, all she could think 
about was her son's stiff, blood engorged prick, and how big 
it might be. But then a wave of jealousy clouded her brain as 
she imagined her son's stiff cock planted deep in the cunt of 
that slutty waitress. Lily adjusted the rear-view mirror so that 
she could see her son. She couldn't see his face because it 
was hidden by the passenger seat, but she could see her 
son's midsection clearly. 

Lily almost gasped aloud when she saw he was playing with 
himself. His hand was moving up and down between his 
drawn up thighs as the young boy stroked his cock through 
his pants. It was obvious he was masturbating. Lily had 
never thought of her son jacking-off before, and strangely, it 
excited her. He was a male after all... he had a prick, and it 
would get hard... and if he pulled on it enough, it would 
squirt all over the place, just like her husband's. Lily 
wondered how big it was, and her throat suddenly became 
dry. She felt a wetness in her panties and dropped a hand 



between her legs to squeeze her pussy, but it wasn't 
enough... it never had been. Lily was one of those women 
who needed penetration, preferably deep penetration. A 
long, hard cock slicing in and out of her cunt was what she 
needed. 

With her husband's cock almost always available, Lily didn't 
masturbate much, only when she felt the need strongly... 
only when she was unusually stimulated... and the sight of 
her own son playing with himself was stimulating her 
unusually. It wasn't just that he had a prick... her son's was a 
new prick... a forbidden prick, and the young thirty-six 
mother fought against the ugly, incestuous thoughts 
forming in her mind. She looked into mirror and noticed that 
her son was pulling at his cock faster... the ugly thoughts 
came back... stronger than before. Lily needed relief, and 
she needed it now. She pushed her short skirt up over her 
thighs and, pulling aside the wet crotch of her panties, 
jammed two stiff fingers into her yearning, aching cunt. The 
feeling was so satisfying, Lily was unable to suppress the low 
moan of delight which escaped her lips. 

Hearing the sound, Harry looked up. His mother's skirt was 
hiked halfway up her thighs, and her hand was doing 
something between her legs. At first he thought she was 
rearranging her panties, but that thought soon left his head 
when he saw the wet, glistening goo on his mother's 
stabbing fingers. He peeked around the corner of the 
passenger seat but could only see the side of her face. It was 
then that Harry realized that his mother was staring at his 
crotch in the rear-view mirror. She couldn't see his face, but 
she was sure feasting her eyes on the lump in his pants! He 
couldn't believe it at first. His own mother. Merlin!... 
fingering herself like a horny schoolgirl as she watched him 
jerk off. She must be hot as a pistol to do that while her own 
son was in the car, he thought. 



Suddenly, the importance of what was happening hit him, 
and a mischievous smile crossed his handsome young 
features as young Harry considered the exciting possibilities. 
He reached down and unzipped his fly. 'She wants to look... 
I'll give her something to really look at!', he grinned. His own 
eyes were glued to the creamy expanse of his mother's 
exposed thighs. Lily was watching her son at every chance 
she got, taking her eyes of the road as much as she dared, 
gripping the wheel with one hand, the other moving in and 
out between her moist thighs. When she saw her son unzip 
his pants and reach inside, a shudder of excitement coursed 
through her body, but when he pulled his hard young cock 
out into full view, she nearly ran off the road! 

Lily licked her lips unconsciously at the sight of her son's 
magnificent erection. It was much larger than she's 
expected... at least as big as her husband's... and that was 
saying something! She watched him stroke it loving with the 
tips of his fingers. Then, as Harry fisted his cock and began 
to jerk up and down on the thick, purple shaft, Lily found it 
increasingly difficult to concentrate on her driving. 

Several times cars honked their horns at her as she got too 
close to the other lanes. At the moment Lily was so excited 
she wanted nothing more than to watch her handsome son 
jerk his gorgeous young prick to a cum-spurting climax, but 
it was too dangerous. Not only because she kept running off 
the road, but also because she still hadn't come to terms 
with the new feelings she was having towards her own son... 
unnatural feelings, that made her hot cunt itch with 
uncontrollable desire. 

With mixed feelings of regret and relief Lily saw a service 
station and turned off the highway. Harry swore under his 
breath as he realized what his mother was doing and stuffed 
his cock uncomfortably back into his pants. 



“What's wrong?", he asked cautiously. 


“Nothing, sweetheart. You go ahead and sleep. I'm just going 
to get some gas and go to the toilet... I... er... I forgot to go 
back at the cafe." Lily hoped her voice didn't sound too 
shaky. 

“Okay, Mom." said Harry, trying to sound half asleep. 

Lily got out of the car and told the attendant to fill it up. She 
hurried to the ladies' room, pissed frantically, wiped her 
pussy with care, and put her wet panties into her purse. 

She glanced into the dirty, streaked mirror above the 
washbowl, looking for signs of perverted lust in her face. She 
saw none and sighed with relief. When she returned to the 
car, she was startled to see Harry behind the wheel. 

“I thought you were napping?", she said, opening the door. 

“I couldn't sleep. Mom. Hop in and let me drive for a while." 

Lily was disappointed, very disappointed. Now that she's 
composed herself somewhat, she had been secretly hoping 
to once again watch her son fondle himself while she 
masturbated. Her need for a deep, satisfying orgasm was 
strong. Reluctantly she got into the passenger's seat beside 
him. 

“Are you sure you feel like it, Harry?", she asked. 

“I feel fine. Mom," he answered. “Why don't you get some 
shut-eye yourself." 

Lily pulled the lever and lowered the backrest as far as it 
would go and stretched herself out, giving her son a 
tantalizing glimpse of naked thigh as she settled herself in 



the comfortable bucket seat. Harry' cock was soft when they 
pulled out onto the highway again, but it didn't stay that 
way for long. He kept giving his mother sideways glances, 
eyeing off her prominent tits and firm, creamy thighs. The 
vent on Lily's side was open and every now and then, the 
wind lifted her skirt, blowing it up further and further. A 
quick look told Harry that his mother's eyes were closed, so 
he stared brazenly at her exposed thighs. He was just about 
to reach over and lift up the hem a little more when Lily 
moaned softly and opened her legs... the wind did the job 
for him. 

Lily's skirt was now so far up her thighs, that Harry could see 
her crotch plainly. He blinked and gasped, then moaned with 
excitement as he realized his mother wasn't wearing any 
panties. His cock leaped to attention inside his pants, 
bulging painfully against the rough material. 

“It's awfully warm," mumbled Lily. 

Her hand tugged at her blouse, pulling several buttons 
open. Harry' eyes widened at the sight of his mother's 
cleavage, which was much deeper than the girl's at the cafe. 
He could see that her tits were even bigger than he had 
imagined... and firm too. His hand dropped to the bulge in 
his groin and he started to rub himself again. His cock was 
hard as a rock. He could see the lips of his mother's 
tempting slit glistening at him through the redish thatch of 
pubic hair between her carelessly open thighs. Throwing 
caution to the wind, Harry once more unzipped his fly and 
was soon jacking off like mad, untroubled that his mother 
might wake up, or that he might spray come all over the 
dashboard. 

Lily was already awake. She had been faking since she 
curled up on the seat beside him, her passion a mixture of 



fear and lust... eventually the lust won. With her heart 
beating wildly she suddenly sat up and opened her eyes 
wide, staring openly at the fully erect cock he clasped in his 
fist. 

“What on earth are you doing, Harry?", she cried, trying to 
sound shocked. 

The startled boy shoved his cock quickly back into his pants 
and jerked his hand back to the wheel, his face reddening. 
When her son didn't reply, Lily snapped, “Pull the car over to 
the side!" 

Harry didn't know what to think. His mother was acting 
strangely. He slowed the car and coasted to rest behind a 
large billboard. Lily turned to her son, her heart beating 
wildly. 

“What were you doing, Harry?", she repeated. 

“Nothing, Mom, honest!" stammered Harry, staring straight 
ahead. 

“Don't lie to me, Harry", said his mother. “I saw you. You 
were playing with yourself, weren't you?" 

“Yes," the boy answered weakly. 

“Why, Harry?", murmured Lily. “Tell Momma why you were 
playing with yourself, honey." 

Harry, who was unaccustomed to lying to his mother, blurted 
out, “I was looking up your dress. Mom... I couldn't help it, 
honest!" 

“What were you looking at exactly, baby?", breathed Lily 
unable to keep her ass still on the seat. 



“I was looking at your... um... your...” 


”Say it, Harry!”, growled his mother, increasingly turned on 
by her young son's fresh innocence. "Tell me exactly what 
you were looking at!” 

"...your cunt. Mom! I was looking at your cunt!”, whispered 
Harry hoarsly. 

He felt his cock stirring once more as he watched his 
mother's fingers unbutton her blouse and let it fall wide 
open. Lily twisted around in the seat until she was facing her 
son and leant back against the door. She smiled 
provocatively and spread her legs, lifting the hem of her 
skirt slowly until it was well above her slim waist. 

"Is this what you were looking at, sweetheart?”, she 
breathed, opening her thighs wide apart. 

"Ohhh, Mom! Yeahhhhhh!”, moaned Harry, feasting his eyes 
on his mother's naked blonde pussy. 

Watching his cock bulge grow in his pants, Lily became 
excited at the powerful effect she was having on him. It 
turned her on immensely to know that she could sexually 
arouse her own son. Impulsively Lily reached over and 
pulled the boy's head down closer. 

"Why don't you have a really good look then, honey,” she 
said. 

The thrill of exposing herself to the boy was making Lily's 
itching cunt juice like mad. She reached for his open fly and 
slid her hand inside, trembling with the exciting prospect of 
sex with her handsome young son. 



“It's only fair that I look at you while you look at me, right 
darling?'', smiled Lily, pulling her son's hardening cock out 
of his pants. 

“Yeah. Sure, Mom. Whatever you want.'', mumbled Harry, 
staring hungrily at his mother's glistening cuntslit. 

He was still in a state of shock. He couldn't believe his 
mother was actually doing this... it must be a dream! He felt 
her fingers wrap around his prick and gasped with delight. 
Nope!... it certainly wasn't a dream! That is, unless he'd died 
and gone to heaven! 

Her son's cheek was on her inner thigh, only inches from her 
pussymound. She could feel his hot breath on her slit, which 
by now was screaming for some sort of stimulation. 

“Touch me, Harry!" gasped his mother. “Feel me like I'm 
feeling you, hon!" 

Harry reached out and ran his fingers through his mother's 
pubic hair. It was velvety soft and surprisingly sparse, hardly 
covering the thick, red lips of her mature cunt. He took so 
long admiring her dewy pussy, that Lily soon became 
impatient with the boy. 

“Inside! Put a finger inside your momma's cunt, 
sweetheart!", groaned Lily. He lifted his head and stared into 
her sparkling blue eyes, a faint look of uncertainty still on 
his young face. “Are you sure. Mom?" 

Lily squeezed her son's cock and jerked it up and down 
meaningfully. 

“Oh, Ohhh yes, baby! I need something in my cunt so bad, it 
hurts!" 



Harry saw the need and frustration in his mother's pleading 
face and grinned knowingly. His mother wanted to fuck 
badly, and she didn't care that the object of her carnal 
desires was her own son... not that Harry minded. After all, 
he had fucked Hermione's mother... last time a few days 
ago... so, why shouldn't he fuck his mother too? Especially 
since she seemed so damned desperate for it! 'She'll get 
something up her cunt alright...' he thought, '...and not just 
my finger either!' 

Harry ran his fingers along the slit of his mother's pussy, 
parting the matted pubic hair. Her wet, slippery cuntlips 
flowered open almost of their own accord, and a tingle went 
through her as she felt his fingertips enter her. She was 
already moist and oily, her twat oozing cream, just for him. 

"Yes! Oh, Ohhh, yessss!", hissed Lily, as her son slid a finger 
deep up inside her boiling cunthole. She was so turned on, 
she grabbed his hand and began fucking herself with his 
finger, her other hand pumping up and down on his hard 
cock like crazy. 

"Ummmmmm! Oh, Mom! Yeah! I like that!", moaned Harry, 
wiggling his finger around and around deep inside her. 
"Squeeze my fuckin' cock!... Jerk it off hard. Mom! Uhhhhhh, 
baby!" 

More and more juice poured from deep within her cunt. It 
covered his fingers and formed a small pool in his hand. Lily 
spread her thighs as wide as she could in the cramped 
space, and gazed down at her son through lust-glazed eyes. 
Harry reached up with his other hand and opened his 
mother's blouse. With difficulty, he undid the clip holding 
her bra in place and watched hungrily as her large, creamy 
breasts sprang free. 



“Ohhh, you naughty boy, Harry!”, giggled Lily, wiggling her 
tits wantonly in her son's face. "Looks like there are two tit 
men in the family, huh?” 

Her giggle turned to a moan of pleasure as the boy plunged 
his face between her tits and began to nuzzle the firm 
mounds like a playful terrier, sucking and nibbling on them 
until Lily thought she would faint from sheer delight. 

"Mmmmm, it feels so good to be doing all this dirty stuff 
with your mother, doesn't it baby?”, smiled Lily, looking 
lovingly down at the top of her son's shaggy head. He just 
mumbled something into her tits and slipped a second 
finger into her gooey cunt. 

"I can tell you like it, hon... Maybe we should have started 
doing this long ago.” Harry pulled his mouth off left her 
nipple. 

"When, Mom?” 

"As soon as you were old enough to get hard-on, baby.”, 
replied his mother, kissing him wetly on the lips. "With a 
cock like yours, it's a crime to waste it just because you were 
a little boy!” 

"It's a crime what we're doing now. Mom.”, grinned Harry. 

His mother gave his cock an extra squeeze and increased 
the tempo of her jerking fist. 

"You don't seem to be complaining any, son,” smiled Lily 
wickedly. 

Harry stared at her, still scarcely believing this was 
happening to him. It still seemed like some wild wet-dream 
he was having. He half expected to wake up any second, but 



whatever it was, he hoped it would go on forever. His mother 
was practically lying across the car seat. Her blouse was 
wide open, and the cups of her bra flopped uselessly on 
either side of her chest. Her large tits, still wet from all his 
sucking, lolled apart like lush, creamy melons, her hard, 
erect nipples jutting towards the roof. Her golden brown 
belly hollowed as she squirmed about on the seat, two of his 
fingers still buried deeply in her luscious, red twat. 

Harry loved the way his mother's legs were spread wide for 
him, her knees were bent and pulled way back, giving him 
complete and unobstructed access to her juicy passion pit. 

"You're so hot. Mom!", gasped Harry, hunching his hips 
roughly into his mother's fist. "Your cunt is so fuckin' hot and 
wet!" 

"I've been hot since we left home, son," Lily admitted. "So 
hot, I couldn't stand it any longer. I'm glad you came along 
Harry. Mmmmmmmm... real glad!" 

"Me too. Mom!", grinned Harry, speeding up his finger 
thrusts. "I wouldn't have missed this for the world!" 

Lily sobbed and lifted her ass up off the seat, grinding her 
cunt onto her son's stabbing fingers. Her fingers jerked up 
and down his prick with a grip of iron, and Harry was so 
turned on by his beautiful mother, he didn't know how long 
he could last. 

"If you keep that up. Mom, I'm gonna come all over the 
place.", panted Harry. 

Lily hoped it would be all over her. His words increased her 
hunger and soon her cute, round ass began to gyrate 
frantically, rocking the car from side to side. In the back of 
his mind, Harry hoped that nobody saw them parked here. 



because it would be a little hard for his mother to explain 
what she was doing, half naked, jerking off her sixteen-year- 
old son while he stuffed several fingers up her cunt. 

“I'm close too, baby!, gasped Lily, holding his mouth to her 
tits. “Just a little more... a little more... Suck my tits, honey! 
Suck them hard!" 

She moaned in ecstasy as Harry suckled her nipples, first 
one and then the other, sucking them into his hot mouth like 
a starving baby. 

“UHHHHHHHH! RUB MY CUT, BABY! RUB IT HARD! MOMMA'S 
GONNA COME!", Lily screamed as she felt the waves of 
pleasure well up from deep inside her. 

Harry rubbed and squeezed in all the right places, sex until 
now had shown him exactly how a girl liked to be stimulated 
when she came, and his mother was no different. She was 
writhing around his thrusting fingers like an epileptic eel, 
hunching and grinding her sloppy cunt against him until 
Harry thought she was never going to come. Then it 
happened... 

“AHHHHHHHHHHGGGHHHHHH! FUCK! I'M 
CUMMMMMMMINNGGGGGG! OHHH, HAAAARRRRRRRRY!" 
Even in the midst of her orgasm, Lily didn't forget her son. 
Her fist kept jerking on his swollen cock at a tremendous 
pace, almost as if she was trying to squeeze the come out of 
him. 

Harry could feel the muscles of his mother's cunt contracting 
around his fingers, squeezing them almost as hard as her fist 
was squeezing his cock. 

“Ohhh, Ohhh!", he groaned. “Ohhh, what a cunt!... Yeah! 
Beat my meat. Mom!" 



Lily arched her back, trying to get as much of her son's 
fingers into her spasming twat as she could. Harry looked 
down at his mother's cunt only inches away from his mouth. 
He couldn't resist. Pulling his fingers out of her flooded hole, 
Harry replaced them with his mouth and, to his mother's 
utter surprise and delight began to suck the juices from her 
cunt like a pro. 

"Ooooh, Ohhh, Harry!.. Where'd you learn to do that?!", 
whimpered his mother, humping her cunt up at his face. 
"Ohhh! I don't care, baby! Just don't stop!" 

Harry didn't stop. He sucked his mother's insatiable cunt to 
two more orgasms before the exhausted witch pulled his 
juice-smeared face from between her quivering thighs. 

"Ohhh Harry! You've sucked me dry!", panted Lily, smiling 
fondly down at him. "Now, it's your turn, darling! Momma's 
feeling positively famished!" 

Lily pushed her son backwards and clambered over his 
prostrate form like a starving lioness over its prey. She 
flashed him a sexy, smouldering look before lowering her 
mouth to his cock. It disappeared to the balls in one 
almighty gulp. 

"Uhhhhhhhh! Fuck! What a mouth!", cried Harry as he 
watched his cock vanish inside his mother's tight, hot throat. 
"Suck it. Mom! Suck my prick!" Lily's fingers fondled her 
son's balls as she sucked his huge cock, intent only on 
giving him as much pleasure as he had given her. 

She wasn't playing with his prick. His mother knew exactly 
what she was doing. She used her mouth, lips and throat so 
well, that Harry had only to close his eyes to believe he was 
shoving his cock deep into her hot, tight cunt, and the 



thought of fucking his mother's juicy cunt was all he needed 
to push him over the edge. 


"Ohhhh, Shit! Get ready! I'm gonna come in your fuckin' 
mouth, Mom!" 

Lily tensed as her son's sperm gushed out of the end of his 
dick and down her throat. She thought it would be easy to 
swallow his load, but that was where she was wrong. His 
sixteen-year-old balls were so full of jism that Lily almost 
choked trying to get it all down. It came so thick and fast 
that it caught her by surprise, and she managed to swallow 
only a fraction of the boy's hot spunk, the rest leaked out 
around his cock and dribbled down her chin. 

Lily licked it all up before sitting back in the passenger's 
seat and rearranging her clothes. Feelings of guilt quickly 
replaced the fading lust which had driven her earlier, and 
within seconds Lily wondered what had possessed her to 
molest her own son! Harry looked at his mother with a 
mixture of love and desire, but she avoided his eyes. 

"Thanks, Mom," he said quietly, stuffing his limp cock back 
into his pants. 

"It's getting dark," snapped Lily, acting as if nothing had 
happened. "We'd better get going." 

Harry started the engine and pulled back out onto the 
highway, trying to figure out why his mother was suddenly 
so cold towards him after all they had just done together. He 
couldn't understand it. He was on top of the world, yet his 
mother acted like he'd just slapped her in the face. Then it 
dawned on him... she was feeling guilty! How could he 
reassure her? He didn't know. 



They drove in silence for hours before Harry finally hunched 
his shoulders and said, “I'm too tired to drive any more, 

Mom! You wanna take over for a while?" 

“No, sweetheart. I'm bushed as well. Let's get a hotel room 
and drive on in the morning." 

Harry glanced at his mother. 'Well at least she's calling me 
'sweetheart' again', he thought hopefully... that was a start. 
At the next town, Harry pulled into the carpark of the first 
hotel he could find. It was a fairly big hotel, complete with 
restaurant and lounge bar. 

“Let's have dinner at the restaurant, honey," suggested Lily 
after they had registered. 

“Okay, Mom," he smiled, “I'm famished!" 

Lily wasn't amused. She remembered saying that just before 
she went down on him in the car, and by the silly smile on 
her son's face, he knew it too... it only made her feel worse 
about what they'd done. 

“I need a drink to relax before we eat. You don't mind, do 
you?" 

“No, Mom, go ahead," answered Harry. 

The one drink before dinner turned into an even dozen. After 
the fourth, she ordered one for Harry every other round. 

Harry was feeling quite good and Lily was tipsy by the time 
dinner arrived. The liquor stimulated Harry' appetite, and he 
ate ravenously. After their meal, they each had two more 
drinks before leaving. Harry had never seen his mother tight 
before, and on their way back, Lily stumbled and almost fell. 
Harry put his arm around her, his hand snugged against the 
underside of one breast. As his voluptuous mother leaned 



heavily against him, Harry brought his other hand up to 
steady her but instead it slid onto her left tit. 

Instinctively the boy cupped the swelling curve of his 
mother's breast. It felt big and soft and incredibly warm 
under his fingers, so throwing caution to the wind, Harry 
squeezed it a little as they walked towards the elevator. As 
he had suspected during dinner, his mother wasn't wearing 
a bra, and Harry could feel her prominent nipple digging 
into the palm of his hand through the thin fabric of her 
blouse. 

Through a cloudy haze, Lily felt her son's hand squeezing 
her tit, but she was too sozzled to care... besides, it felt 
good, she thought... very good. When she didn't object, 
Harry got a little more daring and dropped his hand to his 
mother's compact little behind, stroking and fondling her 
lusciously firm asscheeks through her the excitingly silky 
material of her dress. He looked around guiltily as they went, 
hoping nobody was watching. His cock felt like a steel bar in 
his pants. Luckily the front desk was unattended, so Harry 
just hurried past, half lifting, half dragging his semi¬ 
conscious mother. 

Somehow with her son's help, Lily managed to stagger as far 
as the elevator. However once inside, her legs, which had 
been rubbery at best, buckled completely, and Harry only 
just managed to catch his mother before she collapsed on 
the floor. He held her tightly against him as he punched in 
the number of their floor, looking about cautiously. The 
doors seemed to take forever to close, making Harry worry 
that someone else would decide to take the same elevator. 
Luckily nobody did, and Harry breathed an audible sigh of 
relief when the doors finally closed in front of him. As the 
elevator moved off, Lily seemed to recover a little and 



suddenly tried to stand up, catching her son off balance as 
she lurched heavily against him. 

“Easy, Mom!", Harry gasped, as her weight forced him back 
against the wall. 

As Harry held onto his mother tightly, trying to support her, 
he became aware of her hard tits crushed against his chest 
and his cock pressing into her belly. Loosing his grip, he 
tried to get her to stand up. 

“Come on. Mom! Help me here!", grunted Harry trying to lift 
her. “Stand up goddamit!" 

Lily opened her eyes and tried to focus them on her son, but 
it was no use. Her head was spinning. She stood up and 
managed to hold onto her son, supporting herself without 
help for the first time since they left the restaurant. Through 
an alcohol muddled brain, Lily felt two muscular arms 
holding her, and a strong male body pressed hard against 
hers. She moaned with pleasure and wrapped her arms 
around her son's neck, passionately returning his embrace. 
She didn't care who it was, not even where she was, only 
that it felt absolutely wonderful! 

Harry felt suddenly embarrassed at having his mother 
crawling all over him in a public place. He looked around... 
well almost a public place, he conceded. Lily was hot, very 
hot, and right now she didn't care who took care of the 
frustrating itch in her cunt. As the initial embarrassment was 
replaced by desire for his beautiful, sexy mother, Harry 
began to respond. His hands dropped to her thighs, sliding 
up underneath her short dress to squeeze and fondle her 
squirming asscheeks, at the same time pulling her cunt 
harder against his cock. Lily moaned louder and nuzzled his 



neck, grinding her crotch against the rockhard bulge in the 
front of the boy's pants. 


"Ummm,.. n..nice... nice hard cock!", she muttered, rubbing 
herself against the her son like a two dollar whore. Her 
hands were all over him, her hot mouth covering his neck 
with burning kisses as they writhed together in a stirring, 
passionate embrace. Harry wanted to whisper his desires 
into his mother's ear but thought better of it. In her state, he 
wasn't even sure she knew it was her own son she was 
coming on to. If she realized that, she might get another 
attack of the guilts, and Harry didn't want that right now! 

Instead he concentrated on the exciting contact of her pussy 
against his cock even if it was through several layers of 
cloth, it sure felt good! He slipped his fingers under the leg- 
elastic of her panties on both sides and massaged his 
mother's naked ass under her dress. The extra tension 
pulled Lily's panties hard into her crotch, making her 
whimper with lust as it pressed against her protuding clit. 

So intense was their mutual arousal, that they didn't even 
feel the elevator stopping. But as the doors opened, Harry 
looked up with a startled glance and saw that it wasn't their 
floor. He had no time to do anything before an old lady 
entered. She didn't seem to pay them any attention at all. 
She simply pressed a floor button and stood patiently for the 
doors to close. Harry was scared, if anybody realized that the 
woman grinding her crotch so sensuously against his, was 
his own mother, he was sure all hell would break loose. He 
tried to think clearly, but it was difficult because his mother 
wouldn't stop necking. She was making loud moaning noises 
and squirming her cunt against his cock like crazy. 

The woman coughed and glanced furtively in their direction, 
a look of disgust on her sour old features. Then Harry 



realized that the woman couldn't see his mother's face... nor 
much of his for that matter. 'Maybe if I pretend we're just a 
couple of young lovers, she'll be none the wiser,' he thought 
desperately. His mother's slim, athletic figure wouldn't give 
them away... as long as she didn't say anything or turn 
around. Harry couldn't take that chance. He lowered his 
mouth to his mother's lips and kissed her passionately, 
peeking occasionally over her shoulder at the old woman. 
The woman looked away and stared at the floor indicator 
with a disgusted look on her face. His plan was working. 

Lily responded to her son's kiss by thrusting her tongue 
halfway down the boy's throat, and the more they kissed, 
the more Harry forgot exactly why he had kissed her in the 
first place. His hands were still under his mother's dress, and 
Harry dug his fingers deeply into her soft yielding ass-flesh, 
rubbing his hard prick suggestively against his mother's 
eager crotch. Harry was so excited by now, he completely 
forgot the old woman was there and reached down between 
his mother's thighs to feel her cunt. She was very, very 
wet... so wet, Harry could feel the moisture seeping through 
her tight panties... and hot too... hot as an oven! He felt like 
pulling his cock out and fucking her right here and now, on 
the elevator floor, and probably would have if not for the 
nosy woman standing next to them. 

By the time the old woman reached her floor, the excited 
pair were once again too engrossed with each other to 
notice. She got out mumbling something about 'public 
indecency', and the doors closed behind her. Two floors up, 
the elevator doors opened again, and it was only when they 
were just about to close that Harry realized it was their floor. 

"Come on Mom. We gotta get out now!", said Harry as he 
hurried out of the elevator, pulling his mother along behind 
him. Lily muttered something unintelligible as her son 



dragged her down the hallway. She was still in a daze from 
the booze she's consumed, but the fires of lust her son had 
ignited, still raged in her hotly aroused cunt. 

When they got to their room, Harry unlocked the door and 
helped his mother inside, lowered her gently onto the bed. 
She sprawled drunkenly, her skirt bunching up around her 
narrow waist. Harry lay down on the bed beside her, unable 
to take his eyes from his mother's inviting crotch, his hard 
cock compressed uncomfortably by the tightness of his 
jeans. 

“Mom?", whispered Harry, shaking his mother's shoulder 
gently. Lily mumbled and tried to sit up, but instead flopped 
back on the bed in a drunken stupor. Harry shook her 
shoulders, a little harder this time. 

“Come on Mom, you've got to get changed for bed.", he said 
loudly, trying to wake her, but this time there was no reply. 
His mother seemed to have passed out. 

Harry kept staring at her thrusting tits and the damp crotch 
of her silk panties... so shamelessly exposed. With shaking 
hands, he unbuttoned his mother's blouse, and feasted his 
eyes on her big, creamy tits. The prominent nipples were 
hard and erect, a clear sign to the young boy that even in 
her sleep, his mother was still aroused. Harry reached out 
with both hands and cupped her naked breasts, squeezing 
them sensuously until his semi-conscious mother began to 
moan and writhe her hips with delight. It gave the boy a 
perverse kind of thrill to know that he could still excite his 
mother, even in her sleep. His young cock twitched with 
desire, and Harry automatically dropped a hand to the large, 
throbbing bulge in his crotch. 



His mother groaned and tried to roll over onto her side, but 
Harry pushed her onto her back... he hadn't finished with 
her yet. In fact, he was just getting started! Breathing 
deeply, Harry slid a hand up over her bare inner thigh, 
rubbing and stroking until his fingers brushed against the 
thin material of her panties. He cupped her exposed 
cuntmound and squeezed gently, excited by the wet heat 
emanating from his mother's silk-encased twat. Lily was still 
in a daze, vaguely aware of the insistent pressure against 
her heated cunt. Her son on the other hand was in a state of 
high excitement. Squeezing his mother's cunt like this was 
driving the boy wild, and as he fondled her, his other hand 
was busy rubbing his swollen prick through the tight crotch 
of his pants. 

Slowly, Harry ran a finger up over his mother's panty- 
covered cunt, tracing the moist groove of her slit with the tip 
of his finger. Lily responded by moaning groggily and 
spreading her thighs wider, unconsciously inviting her son 
to go further. Even though she was out to it, Harry could feel 
his mother becoming aroused by his intimate touch as she 
hunched her cunt instinctively up against his hand, 
desperate for penetration. 

“Mmmmmmmm! Ohhhhhh! Ohhh, I need a cock! ... 
ummmm... Gimme a good fuck!", moaned Lily drunkenly. 
Grabbing her son's hand, she pressed it savagely into her 
cunt, trying to push his fingers right through the juice 
soaked fabric of her panties. 

"Ohhh, you're wet. Mom!", Harry moaned, rubbing his 
mother's hot, quivering slit. 

It was obvious she wanted a cock badly, and mother or not, 
he couldn't wait to give it to her. Standing up, Harry quickly 
undressed, tossing his clothes carelessly around the room in 



his frenzied haste. Within seconds he stood naked beside 
the bed, staring down at the sexy body of his half¬ 
unconscious mother, his huge, erect cock sticking out 
powerfully from between his muscular young thighs. Harry 
crawled back onto the bed and boldly grasped the 
waistband of his mother's panties, pulling the thin, wet 
garment down over her thighs and off over her ankles. 

He stared with lust-glazed eyes at his mother's naked cunt, 
his hard, young cock throbbing wildly between his legs. Next 
he pulled off her skirt and then her blouse, until at last, she 
was completely naked, spread out on the bed before him like 
a nude goddess... the goddess of sex! Harry wasted no time 
in feeling his mother up. He ran his hands all over her body, 
rubbing her thighs, fingering her cunt and squeezing her 
tits. Grabbing her hand, Harry wrapped his mother's fingers 
around his cock, holding her fist in place until he felt her 
fingers begin to squeeze his prick of their own accord. 

"I've gotta fuck you. Mom!", he said aloud. "I've just gotta 
know what it feels like to fuck your hot, juicy cunt!" 

Lily only mumbled in her sleep and tightened her fingers 
around his cock. Harry knelt between his mother's wide¬ 
spread thighs and put her other hand around his prick too. It 
grasped her son's long, hard shaft automatically, somehow 
sensing what to do even in her sleep. Harry leaned forwards 
and lowered his cock towards his mother's cunt. He didn't 
even have to find the hole. As soon as the tip of his prick 
touched hercuntlips, Lily's hands unconsciously guided her 
son's dick into her waiting twat. She moaned as Harry thrust 
inside, filling her cunt with ten throbbing inches of rockhard 
prick 

"Uhhhhhhhh, Mom! Ohhh! I'm in yourcunt!... I'm in your 
hot, fuckin' cunt. Mom... all the way!... Ohhhhh, 



Ohhhddddd! 


Lily's eyes were still closed, but as soon as her son's cock 
slid into her ever-ready snatch, her hips lifted off the bed 
and her hands left his cock, going instead to his hips, pulling 
the boy against her, urging her son to fuck her deeply. Even 
in her alcoholic stupor, Lily knew a good cock when she felt 
one... and this was a very good cock. Harry fucked his 
mother with long, deep strokes, enjoying the hotness of her 
forbidden cunt stretched tightly around his plunging dick. 
Lily soon began to respond to the wild fucking she was 
getting, and bucked her hips up off the bed, shoving her 
cunt upwards in time with her son's hard, downward thrusts. 

“That's it!'', grunted Harry, shafting his mother deeply. 
“Throw that pussy up at me, baby! Uhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, 
Ohhh, what a tight, hot little cunt!" 

Lily was rapidly sobering up. The cock in her cunt felt 
good... very good, and by the time she opened her eyes and 
realized fully who's cock it really was, Lily was past caring. 
But still, she made the effort to sound shocked. 

“Harry!... Ohhh, what are you doing?'', she stammered 
stupidly. 

“I'm fucking you. Mom!'', replied her son, wondering if his 
mother was going to suddenly change her mind again. “You 
don't want me to stop, do you?" 

Lily moaned deep in her throat as Harry paused for a 
moment, his huge cock still throbbing way up inside her 
cunt. 

“No! Don't stop!'', gasped Lily, wrapping her long legs 
around her son's waist. “I don't want you to ever stop 
fucking me, darling!" 



“Now you're talking, Mom!'', smiled Harry once more 
resuming his powerful cock-thrusts. 

He watched the expression of lust on his mother's face 
deepen as he began to fuck her vigorously, his thick cock 
filling and stretching her tight, wet cunthole more and more 
with each energetic stroke. With the strength of a young 
bull, Harry fucked his mother's juicy, gaping twat, causing 
Lily to cry out, panting and twisting beneath her son in a 
wild paroxysm of wanton, incestuous pleasure. She began to 
sob, but wasn't sure if it was in shame or ecstasy. She clawed 
at her son's back, leaving livid red marks as her long 
fingernails dug into his skin. 

Harry didn't even notice. He was to engrossed in ramming 
his dick up his mother's wonderful cunt to feel anything 
except her tight, wet heat squeezing his pounding cock. She 
wasn't quite as tight as his sister, he noted, but his thick 
young cock was more than big enough to ensure a nice snug 
fit. Besides, what his mother's cunt lacked in tightness, was 
more than compensated for by the way she used it. Her hips 
moved in time with his rapid strokes, grinding round and 
round even as her ass lunged up and down to meet his 
thrusting prick, and all the time, her cunt-muscles squeezed 
his deeply buried cock in hot, rippling waves. Lily's cunt was 
on fire, very slippery with wetness , and her clit stuck out 
like a little hard-on, rubbing the shaft of his cock. 

“Oooooooh, my darling baby!'', squealed Lily, enjoying the 
feel of her son's thick cock as it slammed repeatedly into her 
upthrust cunt. “What a gorgeous big prick!... Ohhh, what 
has Momma been missing all this time!" 

The friction of his cockshaft along the sensitive lips of her 
slit made Lily's mind spin, and she humped her cunt up at 
him as hard as she could, no longer caring that it was her 



own son who was fucking her so deliciously. Harry grabbed 
his mother's ass with both hands and jabbed her harder. 

"Do you like that, Mom!", he grunted, fucking her deeply. 

"Do you like my hard cock up your hot cunt. Mom?" 

Lily's eyes bulged as she felt her son's enormous prick fuck 
deep into her pussy, his swollen young balls slapping lewdly 
against her satiny ass. 

"Uhhhhhhhh, yesssss! I love it, Harry! Mmmmmm, fuck me, 
baby!... Fuck your mother... fuck her good!" she hissed. 
"Give it to me hard, baby! Make me feel good again, make 
momma come with your big fat dick. Ohhhhh, darling, that 
feels so good! Don't hold off, keep going, faster... I'm almost 
there... fuck me, come inside my cunt. Ummmmm, your cock 
feels so good, son! I've needed this all day! I... I... oh, yes, 
yes, I'm... Ohhhdamn, fuck me faster... I'm almost there!" 

Harry looked down between his mother's splayed legs, 
watching his cock fuck in and out of her cunt. The soft, hairy 
lips clung to the glistening shaft of his dick, and more 
creamy wetness was building up at the base. He loved the 
way his mother's cunt stretched and gripped his prick, and 
the more he watched the arousing spectacle, the more his 
excitement mounted. 

"Ohhhhhh, Ohhh, Mom!", groaned Harry suddenly. "You're so 
fuckin' hot! I can't take it any more!... I'm gonna come!" 

"No, no! Not yet, baby!", gasped his mother. "Hold back just 
a little bit longer. Momma won't be long!" 

Sobbing in ecstasy, Lily lifted her legs, drawing her knees 
back, shoving her cunt up at her son's lunging cock, trying 
to get the extra-deep penetration that always set her off. 

The pounding of his hips drove the air from her lungs as Lily 



whipped her ass around in a frenzy, moaning and 
whimpering loudly as she hunched her cunt frantically up at 
her son's stabbing cock. She wanted to call out to him, to 
urge him to fuck her deeper, harder, faster, but the words 
wouldn't come. 

Lily was on fire, her cunt burning up with the hot, hungry 
fires of lust her young son had ignited. The moist warm 
channel which had given Harry life, now gave him the 
ultimate pleasure, clasping at the boy's cock as he pulled 
out, and expanding to take it deep when he plunged back 
down. Both mother and son were close to orgasm, only a few 
more strokes now and both would explode violently in their 
first incestuous encounter. 

“Mom! Oh, Ohhh! I can't help it. I'm gonna come! Uhhhh, 
come with me. Mom!" Sensing her own orgasm to be just as 
close, Lily drew her knees further back, offering her pussy to 
the frenzied thrusts of her son's jerking cock. 

“Harry! Oooooh, Harry! Yessss! Come in me, baby! Come in 
momma's hot cunt!" 

Time seemed suspended as the fucking pair did everything 
in their power to prolong the exquisite moment. Harry was 
grunting, his hips darting back and forth, his cum-swollen 
cock stretching and filling his mother's cunt with hot, 
throbbing hardness. Lily felt as if her whole body was 
melting. Her eyes went out of focus, and she lifted her cunt 
high, groaning out a low, deep sound of shameless ecstasy 
as her son rammed his spurting cock deep into her 
shuddering body. Lily flung her hands down his body to grab 
his jerking ass and pull him into her as hard as she could. 
Her body stiffened as her pussy exploded, squeezing and 
gripping her son's cock wildly. A scream tore from her throat 
as she came, writhing urgently against him, her hands 



clawing at his ass, still trying to get his young cock into her 
spasming, twitching cunt as deeply as possible. 

With a loud yell, Harry arched his back and hunched 
forwards, sending thick, scalding jets of cum-juice into his 
mother's contracting cunt. The hot spurts sent Lily into 
shuddering spasms of rapture, her orgasm increasing in 
intensity tenfold. Harry grabbed his mother's tits and 
squeezed tightly, sending a sharp pain through them. But 
Lily hardly felt it. Instead she cried out in ecstasy, straining 
even harder onto her son's squirting cock. Harry let out his 
breath slowly, his cock deflating slowly inside his mother's 
still-quivering cunt. He suddenly became weak, and his arms 
collapsed. Lily grunted as his weight settled, her legs sliding 
down his body to rest on the bed. She ran her fingers over 
his body, caressing his naked back. 

"Oh, baby! That was fantastic!", Lily murmured, planting hot 
kisses the boy's sweaty forehead. "You fucked momma like a 
real stud, honey!" 

"I liked it too. Mom!", replied Harry. He looked into his 
mother's eyes. 

"No guilty feelings this time. Mom?" 

Lily hugged her son as hard as she could. She knew that 
from now on she would feel no shame in what they'd done, 
only a new kind of love. 

"No, darling", she whispered. "No guilt anymore... just 
happiness!" 

"Me too. Mom!", replied Harry, kissing his mother 
passionately. 



When his cock slid limply from her cunt, Harry rolled off and 
let his mother sit up. 

“How's your head, Mom?", asked Harry, smiling broadly. 

“Ummm, I don't know why, but it feels like a goddamn truck 
ran over it." Harry laughed and sat up. 

“I know why," he grinned. “You must have drunk a whole 
bottle of scotch tonight. Mom." 

“Ooooooh, it feels like it too!'', said Lily, trying to stand up. 
“How did you get me up here? I don't remember a thing." 

Harry told his mother everything that had happened from 
when they left the restaurant... the ride up in the elevator... 
the old woman... and above all the way she turned him on so 
much he simply had to fuck her. 

“I'm glad you did, son," smiled Lily. “I enjoyed every 
wonderful second of it!... Mmmmmm, that bit in the elevator 
sounds kinky. Let's do that again, but next time when I'm 
sober, okay?" 

“You bet!", said Harry enthusiastically. “Hey, Mom, wanna 
take a shower with me? You look like you need it to clear 
your head." 

Lily looked at her son's naked body, his cock had shrivelled 
to a fraction of its former glory... but still, the sight of it was 
enough to get her cunt-juices flowing like mad. 

“Okay! Sounds like fun," she said, marvelling at how quickly 
she felt like sex with him again. 

With her husband, one good fuck was usually enough to 
satisfy her for the rest of the night, but the perverted 



excitement of fucking her virile young son was such a big 
turn-on that Lily wanted more! In fact, she was hoping he 
would want to fuck and suck her all night long... and 
knowing the sexual prowess of sixteen-year old boys, she 
was sure her son could do it too. Lily shivered with 
anticipation. 

She followed Harry into the bathroom, staring at his tight, 
muscular young ass as he bent forward to turn on the 
shower. 

“Do you like it hot. Mom?", he asked innocently, adjusting 
the water pressure to a comfortable level. 

“Mmmmmmmm!'', purred his mother walking seductively 
towards him. “I like it as hot and as often as I can get it, 
darling... especially with you!” 

Harry saw the sexy gleam in her eye and smiled, his young 
cock stiffening automatically. As his mother approached, he 
backed into the shower stall and waited for her to enter, the 
hot water cascading down his lean, naked body. 

“Don't run away, dear," giggled Lily. “Momma's not gonna 
bite you... ummmm, at least, not much anyway." 

She stepped into the shower with him, gasping a little as the 
water hit her, and pressed her wet body against him, her 
arms going around his waist. Her son was a little taller than 
she was, so Lily had to stretch a bit to kiss him. Her tongue 
slithered into his mouth, running over his teeth and darting 
down his throat. Harry returned his mother's kiss 
passionately, and soon they were moaning and writhing 
together under the hard, steamy spray. Lily reached down 
and curled her fingers around his cock and balls, squeezing 
gently, making her son moan deeply into her mouth. Harry 



broke the hot tongue-kiss and dropped a hand to his 
mother's cunt. 

"Oh, Mom! Ohhh, I want to fuck you again!", he breathed 
into her ear. 

"I know, honey!...", gasped Lily as she felt her son's fingers 
slide deliciously into her hot slit. "I want it, and you want it, 
so we can have it, son! We're together... no one else to worry 
about... all alone, and we can do anything we want." Her 
fingers jerked his cock to full erection. 

"Oh Fuck!... Yes, Mom! I want to do it all!", moaned Harry 
stabbing three fingers into her juicy cunt. "I want to do 
everything with you! I just hope it doesn't get out of hand." 

Lily giggled wantonly. 

"Not out of my hand, it isn't!" She gripped her son's cock 
hard and pumped it vigorously. "I want it in my hand... or 
better still, in my cunt!" 

"No, I meant the feelings I have for you. Mom!", said Harry. "I 
want to do all sorts of nasty things to you, and I'm afraid it 
might get out of hand." 

"Oh, baby, I'd love that!", she purred. "I'd love it very much 
if it got out of hand, honey! I want to be wild and loose and 
let you do nasty things to me. Just as long as you make me 
come like you did before, darling!" 

"Oh, Mom!", groaned Harry pushing his mother down until 
she was on knees in front of him. He grabbed her face in 
both hands and thrust his cock into her mouth before she 
quite knew what was happening. "Suck it! Suck my cock. 
Mom! Suck my fuckin' cock!" 



Lily almost choked as her son drove the head of his cock into 
her throat. She'd had cock's in her mouth before, so that was 
nothing startling to her, but his sudden violence was. Her 
lips stretched around the base of her son's prick. His balls 
were hot on her chin, and her mouth was very, very full. 

The water cascading down Harry' body helped to lubricate 
his big cock as it slid in and out of his mother's mouth. He 
stared at her with a wild look in his eyes, enjoying the feel of 
his huge prick throbbing deep in her hot, velvet throat. His 
hands were behind her head, pressing his mother's face into 
his crotch as he fucked his young cock between her tight, 
ovaled lips. Lily slid her palms up over her son's thighs and 
cupped his slippery, wet asscheeks with both hands. She 
squeezed him, and with a grunt, Harry began to fuck harder, 
ramming his cock down her throat almost savagely. 

"Suck, damn you!", he growled. "Suck my cock, hard!... Eat 
dick. Mom!... Oh, Ohhh, yessssss!... Make me come in your 
hot, fuckin' mouth, baby! 

Lily moaned as her son's huge cock collided with the back of 
her throat, pushing deeper with each lunge. She closed her 
lips tightly around it, her tongue pushing his prick to the 
roof of her mouth, making it as tight for him as she possibly 
could. Her lips tingled with the hard, hot taste, reminding 
Lily that she loved sucking cock. In fact, she had sucked 
many cocks, but she had never once let the guy come in her 
mouth. She felt her cunt twitch with a strange, wanton 
feeling. Her son's cock felt better and tasted better than any 
of the others... including her husband. She tried to tell 
herself it was because he was so young, but deep down 
inside Lily knew it was because the cock sliding down her 
willing, eager throat belonged to her own son. The 
excitement of incest was suddenly like a powerful drug to 
her, and it obviously had the same effect on Harry too. 



Lily loved the way her son was acting, forcing her to suck 
him. She became submissive, letting her emotions soar. She 
knelt before him, letting the boy fuck her mouth as hard and 
as fast as he wanted, and her cunt reacted in ways she had 
never felt before. With a deep moan, Lily slid a hand down to 
her wet, matted crotch and inserted two fingers deep into 
her blazing cunt. Harry looked down between his mother's 
jiggling tits, and gazed with excitement as Lily shamelessly 
thrust her fingers in and out of her highly aroused twat. 

“Ohhh, yeah! Do it to yourself. Mom!" groaned Harry, 
watching her intently. His cock was still pumping into her 
mouth, strong and hard as she stared at his mother expertly 
finger-fuck herself. 

"Mmmmmmmm, I bet your pussy is all hot and wet and 
juicy...", he grinned. "Nice and ready for my big hard cock, 
right Mom?" 

Lily looked up at her son through the fine mist billowing 
about them and nodded, moaning in frustration around his 
thrusting prick. Lily wanted to beg her son to stick his cock 
into her cunt and fuck her, but she couldn't answer because 
the boy wouldn't let her mouth off his hard prick. Harry was 
teasing her, she knew it, but in her present state, that only 
seemed to excite her more, and soon she was shoving her 
whole hand into her tightly stretched cunt, trying to 
simulate a huge fucking cock. Harry held his mother's head 
with both hands, fucking her mouth hard, the soft 
whimpering sounds she was making, and her lush tits 
rubbing provocatively against this thighs, adding greatly to 
his already considerable excitement. 

Harry grunted as his cock slammed brutally in and out of his 
mother's mouth. Although he loved her dearly, he was so 
fully aroused that at the moment he didn't care if he was 



hurting her, as long as she didn't stop sucking his cock! He 
had always enjoyed getting his cock sucked, but this was 
different. The girls who usually sucked him off treated his 
cock like a lollypop, kissing and licking and teasing it only 
enough to get it hard enough to stick up their tight young 
cunts. His mother was giving him the first REAL cock-suck of 
his life, and Harry was enjoying it to the max! Lily was 
enjoying it too, and the more she felt the boy's balls 
bouncing against her chin, the deeper she swallowed his 
cock, burying her nose into his bushy wet pubic hair with 
every lunge. 

"That's it. Mom! Suck it hard! Suck my prick and make me 
come, you horny slut!", said her son with loud groan. "Eat 
my hot, fuckin' meat, bitch! 

Lily gazed up at him with a look of smouldering lust on her 
beautiful young face. If anyone else had spoken to her like 
that, she would have felt degraded and dirty, but with him it 
was different. When her son said it, Lily only felt her pussy 
tingle with wanton excitement. By now, her hand was almost 
completely buried in the frothy, squirming hole between her 
legs. Her brain reeled with lewd ecstasy at the thought of 
her son's hot, creamy sperm squirting into her mouth. Lily 
made soft whimpering sounds around the thick shaft fucking 
her lips and grasped her son's jiggling ballbag. It was 
slippery from the water running down his lean body, and Lily 
cupped the hairy sack, squeezing her son' swollen balls as 
she took the heavy thrusts of his eager young cock all the 
way down her throat. 

"Ohhhh, yeah! Squeeze my nuts. Mom!", Harry cried out. 

"I'm so fuckin' close it hurts!" 

Lily was more than close, her hand was a almost a blur as it 
fucked in and out of her cunt, her son's words helping to 



send her over the edge. She came hard, almost biting her 
son's cock as she temporarily lost control and let her teeth 
graze up and down his thrusting cockshaft. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhh! Ohhh! Ohhh, baby! That almost made me 
cornel", screamed Harry. Lily realized how close her son had 
actually come when she suddenly experienced the warm 
salty taste of his pre-cum on her tongue. It made her cunt 
quiver with anticipation. She dragged her teeth along his 
cock again, this time on purpose and the result was the 
same. 

Without warning, Harry cried out, stabbing his mother's face 
with stronger thrusts. Lily felt his prick jerk in her mouth, 
and for a brief moment, tried to pull off. But Harry was 
holding her too tightly, one hand at the back of her head, 
the other on her chin. Her lips were being bruised as he 
banged violently against them, but Lily felt no pain. She was 
burning up. Her mouth ached, her nipples tingled, and her 
cunt ached for his fat young cock. She didn't know what to 
expect as her son came in her mouth, but there was little 
she could do to prevent it. He held her head in a vice-like 
grip, and she knew he wouldn't let her go until his cock had 
ceased spurting, and his young balls were empty. Lily 
gripped his asscheeks tightly and waited for the inevitable 
explosion. 

Harry was moaning, his eyes blazing down at his kneeling 
mother, out of focus, wild-looking. She felt the boy's ass- 
muscles flex under her palms, and her lips stretched more 
than ever around his pounding cock as it began to swell 
suddenly, seeming to double in size. Lily was resigned to the 
fact that her son was going to come in her mouth, in fact she 
was beginning to like the idea, the thought of swallowing 
her own son's sperm made her cunt crawl with delicious, 
incestuous lust. Lily wrapped her arms around her son's 



lurching ass, and clung to him as she fucked faster and 
faster into her mouth. 

“AHHHHHHHHHHGGGGGHHH! Ohhh, HERE IT FUCKIN' 
COMES!", Harry yelled. "GET READY, MOM! GET READY TO 
TAKE IT ALL, YOU GORGEOUS COCK-SUCKING 
CUUUUUNNNT!" 

Lily wasn't ready, but there was no way she could tell her 
son. Her arms tightened around his naked ass, and her eyes 
closed as she felt his cock pulse wildly between her lips. She 
heard him give a yelp, and shuddered as jet after jet of hot, 
teenage spunk erupted from the end of her son's hard, 
pistoning cock. To keep from choking, Lily swallowed as 
Harry kept fucking her face, his movements jerky. Squirt 
after hot, sticky squirt shot into her mouth, coating her 
tongue and the insides of her cheeks. Lily gulped loudly as 
her mouth filled with her son's creamy seed. It was difficult 
to swallow when he pushed the head of his cock into her 
throat, but she found it easier to do when he pulled back 
before another thrust. 

Lily swallowed down every drop, enjoying the lascivious act 
of consuming her own son's sperm immensely. Her cunt 
twitched and bubbled with desire as she savoured the 
excitingly masculine taste of him. Lily made a mental note of 
sucking him again the first chance she got. 

"Oooooh, yeah!", Harry groaned, trembling as he pressed his 
cock deep into her slack mouth one last time. "Oh, Mom, 
that was fuckin' great! I've never been sucked like that 
before... Dad sure is one lucky son of a bitch!" 

Harry looked down at her, seeing the unmistakable need 
reflected in his mother's deep blue eyes. His cock slipped 
from her mouth, but before it could go soft, Harry pulled his 



mother to her feet and pushed her up against the shower 
wall, kissing her long and passionately. 

He loved the taste of his cock on her lips and thrust his 
tongue deep into her mouth to get more. Lily grabbed his 
cock. It was still hard and getting harder by the second. 

Harry cupped his hands under the cheeks of his mother's ass 
and lifted her cunt up to the same level as his prick. 

"Uhhhhhh, Ohhh! I wanna fuck you in the cunt now, Mom!", 
Harry grunted. 

"Ohhh, yes! Do it, darling!", gasped Lily, as she felt his 
cockhead nudge against her slit. "Fuck me! Screw me! Use 
me, son! Fill momma's cunt with your long, hard cock and 
fuck it hard! Mmmmm, show momma what a good fucker 
you are, baby!" 

Harry didn't mess around, he was incredibly excited, and 
with a single tremendous lunge rammed his prick to the hilt 
inside his mother's juicy wet snatch. 

Lily squealed like a stick pig as her son's huge cock sliced 
into her cunt, and when he began thrusting deeply in and 
out, she could do nothing but hang on to his strong young 
shoulders and whimper with delight. 

"Feel good. Mom?", panted Harry, ramming her ass against 
the tiled wall with every stroke, ignoring the the hot spray 
which stung his jerking ass. 

"Ohhh, yesss!", gasped Lily. "That's it sweetheart, fuck me 
good and hard!" 

She rode her son's deep-pistoning cock with wails of 
pleasure, her tits squashing deliciously against his muscular 
young chest as the excited boy thrust his prick into her 



slippery twat like a machine out of control. Lily adored his 
rough, fast fucking. Her husband always took it slow, afraid 
of cumming to soon and not being able to get it up again, 
but young boys are different, and Lily knew that her son 
didn't care if he came, because at his age he would be ready 
to fuck again in a matter of minutes. 

She closed her eyes and forgot about her husband. In fact, 
she forgot about everything except the searing pleasure as 
her horny young son fucked her to the very brink of orgasm. 
It was a hard, quick fuck, and both of them were so turned 
on, that they climaxed within minutes. Lily came first, her 
hot and incredibly juicy cunt contracting around her son's 
cock with such intensity that Harry climaxed on the spot. 

"Unnnnnhhhhhhh, Ohhh! Yeahhhhh! Oh, Harry! Don't stop! 
Fuck it to me!", she howled. "I'm 

cummmmmmmmminggggggg! Ooooooooooooooh! Uhhhh! 
Uhhhh! Uhhhhhhh!" 

"Ahhhhhhhhhggggggghhhh, Ohhh!", Harry screamed, as he 
fucked into her faster and faster. "Your cunt feels so tight! 
Oooooh, fuck! I'm coming too!" 

Lily sobbed with ecstasy as her son's cock twitched and 
jerked, pumping blast after blast of boiling-hot jism deep 
into her orgasming cunt. Although she'd just had a cunt- 
wrenching climax, Lily was still unbelievably aroused. The 
booze was wearing off but the excitement of fucking her 
own son had transformed her. Lily was insatiable! She 
wanted her son to fuck her again and again and again... she 
wanted him to do all sorts of depraved, indecent things to 
her... in fact the more depraved the better... and anything 
he didn't already know about sex, she was going to teach 
him. After all isn't that what mother's are for, thought Lily 



with a wicked little smile. He son's breath in her ear brought 
her back to reality. 

“Mmmmm! Shit, that was a good one!", he whispered. "How 
'bout for you. Mom?" 

"The best, darling!", panted Lily. "You sure know how to 
excite a woman!" 

Harry ground his hips against his mother's juice-smeared 
crotch, his cock still twitching deep in her cunt. 

"We aim to please. Mam!", grinned Harry, feeling his 
mother's body begin to respond once more. 

"Oh, baby!... you sure pleased me!", gasped Lily, writhing 
against him. She tongue-kissed her son passionately, and it 
seemed like a long time before she reluctantly pulled away, 
and looked seductively up into his eyes. "Ohhh, you make 
me so damn hot, Harry!", admitted Lily, seeing the same lust 
reflected in her son's eyes. "Do you want to fuck me again, 
sweetheart?" 

"Shit, Mom! Do I ever!" 

"Good! 'Cause, to tell you the truth, honey, I haven't felt this 
horny since my wedding night, and boy did your father ever 
have his work cut out for him that night!" 

Lily noticed a look of jealousy cross her son's face for an 
instant. 

"Dad's not here. Mom! I am, and I'm gonna fuck you better 
than he ever did!" 

Lily hugged her son tightly and covered his neck and cheeks 
with hot, fervent kisses, her cunt itching with the 



expectation of some deliciously exhausting sex with her 
handsome young son. They washed each other lovingly, 
both becoming equally excited by the other's intimate 
touch. As they dried each other off, Lily said, "You go and 
get into bed, honey. I'll be right there. I just want to freshen 
up a bit, okay?" 

"Okay, Mom! But if you're not there in one minute, I'm 
gonna start without you!" grinned Harry giving his mother's 
pert, round ass a playful squeeze. Lily laughed and pushed 
her son out of the bathroom, closing the door behind him. 
She had something special in mind that was sure to turn 
them both on something fierce. 

Harry lay on his back on the bed, rubbing his cock to keep it 
erect while he waited for his mother to come out of the 
bathroom. He couldn't figure out what was taking her so 
long, and was just about to go find out when the bathroom 
door opened. Harry gasped aloud and just stared as his 
mother appeared, silhouetted in the doorway. She was 
wearing only a pink lace nightgown, lace panties, and 
stockings complete with matching lace garter belts. Lily 
hadn't bothered to put on a bra under her gown, knowing 
full well that her flawlessly shaped tits would be clearly 
visible. It had the desired effect. Harry' mouth watered at 
the sight of his mother's large succulent nipples pressing 
against the filmy, clinging fabric. 

Lily's gown was so short it barely made it to her navel, and 
Harry could see his mother's cunt-bush peeking seductively 
through the almost transparent crotch of her tight panties. 
He could see now why his mother had taken so long, but 
suddenly, Harry didn't care anymore! She looked utterly 
fantastic... the brief, sexy underwear made her seem more 
like some erotic Playboy pin-up than his own mother! Ohhh, 
she was beautiful! 



Lily became excited by the effect she was having on her 
young son. His gaze wouldn't keep still, darting from her 
face to her tits to her cunt and back again, devouring her 
body with his eyes. The more obviously aroused her son 
became, the more excited it made Lily feel. Her cunt began 
to seep hot juices into the crotch of her panties as the very 
thought of fucking him again filled her brain with hot, 
insatiable lust. Harry crawled to the edge of the bed facing 
his mother, and sat there stroking his huge erection, just 
staring at her as she walked slowly towards him. 

"Mmmmmmmmmmmm!", moaned Lily, staring at her son's 
fingers gliding up and down his hard cock. “Looks like you 
DID start without me, darling!" 

“No, Mom", gasped Harry, staring at her jiggling tits and the 
tight, silky crotch of her panties. “I... uh.. I was just keeping 
it hard for you!" 

“Oooooh, Yeah! It's hard alright, baby!...", whispered Lily as 
she knelt before her excited young son, spreading his 
trembling knees wide apart. "... but I bet it'll get a lot harder 
if Momma sucks on it for while. Would you like that, 
sweetheart?" Lily wrapped her fingers around her son's stiff 
cock and jerked it as she waited for his reply. 

“Uhhh, Ohhh, yes!", groaned Harry, reaching up under his 
mother's gown to squeeze her luscious tits. “But I want to 
suck your cunt first. Mom!" 

“Oooooh, you dirty, dirty boy, Harry!", giggled Lily, getting 
to her feet, “...fancy wanting to suck your mother's cunt!... 
Mmmmmm, but Momma feel's real dirty tonight too! Come 
suck my pussy, baby!" 

Harry dropped to his knees, eager to sample the flavour of 
his mother's incredibly juicy twat. Lily opened her legs wide 



and put her hands on the back of her son's head, guiding his 
mouth into her crotch. 

"Oooooo, yeahhhh! Sniff around a little and kiss my cunt, 
baby!", moaned Lily pressing the boy's lips to her moist, silk- 
encased groove. "Ummmmm! That's it, nibble at me through 
my panties before we take them off. Oh, Ohhh how I love a 
man's face between my legs!... Tease me, son!... tease 
Momma's hot cunt with your lips and tongue, and then I'll 
let you eat me properly!" 

Harry cupped his mother's asscheeks with both hands as he 
ran his tongue back and forth along the soft, tender flesh of 
her inner thighs, working slowly up to the wet patch at her 
crotch. He kissed the swollen lips through the soggy 
material, then bit gently, first one lip then the other. Lily 
squealed with pleasure, pressing her crotch against her 
son's mouth with sudden, urgent desire. And in reply, Harry 
drew the wet crotch-band of his mother's panties into his 
mouth and sucked at it, letting his tongue sneak in 
momentarily to stab at the frothy crevice of her delicious 
cunt. 

"Ohhhhhhh, my Ohhh, Harry, you MUST have done this 
before!... Uhhhhh, take off my panties, baby! Take them off, 
now! I want your mouth there!... I want to be eaten!", hissed 
Lily. "... and don't worry, baby, I'm clean. I took a douche 
while I was in the bathroom." 

Harry wasn't concerned about that, he loved the smell and 
taste of hot cunt, clean or otherwise, but now that he had a 
proper chance to sample his mother's aromatic hole, he liked 
it even better. Hers had the smell of a mature, randy 
woman... it was the smell of sex. And the taste too, the more 
taste the better. Harry suddenly wished his mother hadn't 
taken a douche. As Harry removed his mother's wet panties. 



the indescribably exciting odour of aroused cunt mixed with 
perfume wafted up from her steamy crotch. 

“Ooooh, kiss me down there a little bit more...”, Lily 
murmured pushing her gooey slit into the boy's eager 
mouth, "...then I'll suck your cock, baby!” Lily thought she 
was in heaven with a hot, eager mouth on her pussy once 
more. 

Her son was no amateur, of that she was quite sure. He soon 
had his long, stiff tongue buried deeply in her sticky cunt, 
his nose rubbing excitingly on her clit as his lips sucked her 
hot, musky cuntflesh into his ravenous mouth. Lily could 
only stare down at the top of her son's bobbing head and 
moan at the wonderfully, perverted thrills his young tongue 
was producing in her bubbling sex cavity. It was as much the 
fact that the mouth on her cunt belonged to her own son as 
it was the sensations themselves that turned Lily on so 
powerfully. 

"Oh, Ohhh! Harry! Stick your tongue in deeper, darling!”, 
she cried. "Fuck me with your tongue, son! Oh, Ohhh, how I 
love your mouth on my cunt! Uhhhhh, suck! Suck me hard, 
baby! Suck your mother! I'm so hot!... so fuckin' hot!” 

Harry pressed his face eagerly into his mother's juicy pink 
slit and began licking and sucking as fast as he could, 
tongue-fucking her quivering cunt with all the strength in 
his young jaws. Lily tossed her head back and moaned 
loudly, shamelessly hunching and writhing her overheated 
twat against the boy's hungry, sucking mouth. 

"Oooooooooohh, yesssss! I love that, honey! Oh yeahhhh, 
suck momma's clit!” 


"Mmmmmmm! Juicy... juicy... hot... pussy,” slurped Harry as 
he sucked the seething juices from his mother's drooling 



snatch. Lily looked down at her son's shaggy head bobbing 
joyfully between her quivering thighs. 

“You like the taste of mother's cunt, don't you, darling!'', she 
breathed, grinding herself lewdly against her son's rapidly- 
working mouth. 

“Oh yeah, Ohhh I love it!'', panted Harry, looking up at her 
with wild, excited eyes. “Your pussy is sweet. Mom! So 
fuckin' sweet, I could suck you all night long!" 

“Ummmm, good!'', sighed Lily. “'Cause you just might have 
to, the way I feel right now!... Ohhh, I can hardly stand up! 
Let's get comfortable on the bed, baby. I want to suck your 
big cock while you finish eating me." 

The excited young wizard couldn't believe his ears, and 
watched in disbelief as his beautiful naked mother climbed 
onto the bed and sprawled on her back. Lily could see that 
every move she made was turning her son on, more and 
more. He held his hard young cock in his left hand, moving 
his fist slowly but firmly up and down the huge shaft as he 
stared down at her. It looked huge, and the more she looked 
at it, the more Lily forgot about having him finish sucking 
her cunt! 

Watching the expression on her son's face, she let her 
slender naked thighs fall wide apart, giving the boy an 
excellent view of her moistly parted slit. Harry moved 
towards the bed, rubbing his prick as he gazed hungrily at 
his mother's exposed cunt. He licked his lips, and Lily 
moaned deep in her throat at the thought of his long, hard 
tongue flicking around in her snatch once more. With her 
eyes fixed on her son's massive cock, Lily reached down 
between her creamy thighs and, using both hands, parted 
the juicy lips of her pussy for him, stroking her open. 



glistening cunt in wanton invitation. The look of lust on his 
handsome young face, and the urgency of his erection made 
Lily's throbbing twat tingle with need. 

“Ohhhh, Ohhh! I need you in my cunt, Harry!", hissed Lily. 
"Look how hot and wet my poor pussy is!... I need that big, 
hard cock pounding away between my legs, baby!... 

Uhhhhh, fuck me with it, son! Fuck me hard!" 

"Don't you want me to suck you off. Mom!", smiled Harry. 

"We can do that later, dear!" replied his mother, her voice 
husky with desire. "But first, I need you to give me a quick, 
hard satisfying fuck!" 

"Ok, Mom!", grinned Harry climbing onto the bed. "You're 
the boss!" 

He scrambled up between his mother's outstretched thighs 
and fell upon her, wasting no time with preliminaries, simply 
ramming his massive harden to the hilt in her eagerly 
upthrust cunt. 

"Uhhhhhggggghhh! Ohhh, yes!", squealed Lily, as the boy's 
huge prick sliced deep into her aching cuntmound. "Now, 
fuck me, darling!... Fuck meeeeeeee!" 

Harry knew from the tone of her voice, that his mother 
wanted only one thing... to come hard and fast... he was 
only too happy to oblige her! 

He began pumping his rigid young cock into his mother's 
squirming belly like a madman, fucking her seething cunt 
with deep powerful strokes that made Lily cry out with sheer 
pleasure. Harry manipulated his body in jackknife fashion, 
sending surging stabs into her, fucking his sexy mother ever 
deeper, using his tool like a blunt weapon. It was the kind of 



weapon that Lily liked. Normally, thrusts as deep and as 
strong as her son was giving her, would have hurt, but Lily 
was excited beyond belief, and the slight pain only seemed 
to increase her incredible pleasure. She forgot about the rest 
of the world... about her daughter... even her husband!... all 
that mattered right now, was that her virile young son was 
giving her what she so desperately needed... a hot, hard all- 
consuming fuck! 

“Ohhhh, yeah! Move that ass for me. Mom!”, grunted Harry. 
"Move your tight, hot pussy around on my dick!... Fuck me 
back. Mom!... Fuck hard!” 

He needn't have urged her. His mother fucked him back like 
a bitch in heat, thrusting her pussy up at him with driving 
lunges until his cock was balls deep in her belly. Lily's tiny 
butt was squirming around like crazy as she tried to get her 
son's monstrous cock into every tight corner of her raging 
twat, every movement inspired by a lust to deep and hot, 
that there was simply no describing it! She had become 
totally dedicated to the pursuit of incestuous pleasure, and 
she knew by the way her son was fucking her, that the lusty 
youth shared their new-found pleasure with equal 
dedication. 

Harry jammed his cock into his mother's cunt hard and fast, 
immensely excited by her frequent loud squeals of pleasure. 
He was like an untamed young animal driven wild with lust. 
He reached out and grabbed his mother's jiggling tits, 
kneading the firm, creamy mounds while he fucked her. Lily 
was in seventh heaven as her son's lengthy cock slammed 
time and time again into her frothy cunt, her heels locked 
together just behind his ass as she twisted her pretty butt to 
and fro beneath him. 



“Aggghhhhh!”, she cried out as she felt the tip of his cock 
slam into the very mouth of her womb. “Ugggghhh! Now 
you're fucking me, honey, now you're really fucking 
momma's cunt! Oh, Ohhh you're big, son! ... so fucking big! 
Do it harder... harder! Deeper! I want your balls against my 
asshole!" 

He did exactly as he was told, fucking his mother as hard 
and as deep as he possibly could. The look on her face 
excited him even more. 

"Take it. Mom!" growled Harry staring into her wide, shining 
eyes. "Take every fucking inch of it, right up your hot cunt! 
Uhhhh, what a juicy twat!" 

He looked down between their writhing bodies and watched 
his cock slicing back and forth inside her clasping, furr-lined 
slit. The sight inflamed him with such uncontrollable desire, 
that Harry grabbed his mother's slender hips and pulled her 
crotch hard against his own with every stroke, stabbing his 
prick, into her cunt with even greater force. Lily arched her 
back and grunted out a steady stream of obcenities as she 
felt her son's lunging cock penetrate her tortured cunt-flesh 
to even more pleasurable depths. 

Her wild, incestuous passions gathered quickly into a hard, 
throbbing knot of tension deep in her belly and when she 
realized that she was on the verge of orgasm, Lily pulled her 
son's head down to her jiggling breasts and held him there. 

"Oooooh, baby, fuck me! I'm coming!", she whimpered. 
"Suck my tits! Unngghh! Yessss! Suck my tits and fuck my 
cunt! Make me come, you gorgeous prick!" 

Harry sucked her big tits into his mouth, biting and chewing 
the hard, rosy nipples as his mother's cunt bucked violently 
up against his pistoning cock. Although still a long way from 



his own climax, Harry did everything he could to increase his 
mother's pleasure. Lengthening his cock-stabs, the boy 
began to grind his pubic bone against his mother's clit, 
fucking her with all his might. Within seconds, she began to 
shudder uncontrollably, her beautiful, athletic body 
stiffening under him. 

For Lily Potter it was one of the best orgasms she had ever 
had. Her son was fucking her like an expert, and her climax 
seemed to last forever, becoming stronger and stronger with 
each successive thrust of his powerful young prick. Harry 
was enthralled by the length and intensity of his mother's 
orgasm. She thrashed from side to side, her head tossing 
wildly and scream after scream erupted from her throat as 
the orgasm seized her like a dog shaking a bone. 

Harry realized that his cock was producing a series of 
spasms deep inside her. He could feel his mother's 
convulsing cunt-muscles clamp tightly around his deeply 
buried prick as her pussy tried in vain to milk the cum from 
his lust-swollen balls. Looking down at her, Harry felt proud 
that he could give his mother such intense sexual pleasure. 
He continued fucking her as she thrashed and tossed wildly 
underneath him, not slowing for an instant until her 
movements became more languid and she began going 
limp. 

“Ohhhh, baby!", panted his mother. "That was one hell of a 
good fuck!" 

"Glad you liked it. Mom," replied Harry, flexing his still-hard 
cock inside her cunt. 

"I don't know where you learned to fuck like that, but I sure 
am happy you did, honey!... I wish your father would fuck 
me like that more often." 



“I'm available any time, Mom!'', Harry said, grinning lewdly 
down at her. 


“Mmmmmmm, you sure are, sweetheart!'', murmured his 
mother. She felt his young cock twitch powerfully in her 
belly and gasped; “Ohhhh, Ohhh, Harry! You feel so good 
inside of me... so thick and hard and... oooooooooohh!'' 

Harry flexed his cock again, grinding the base against his 
mother's clit. 

“Ready for some more. Mom?" 

“Ummmm, yes, yesssss pleeeeeease!'', whimpered Lily, 
lifting her hips at him in urgent need. “Fuck me again, 
baby!... Fuck me till I drop!" 

But Harry had other ideas, and to his mother's complete 
surprise, he pulled his cock out of her tight cunt. It exited 
with a wet slurping sound. 

“Ohhh, Harry! What are you doing?'', she whined. 

“I want to finish sucking your pussy. Mom!'', said Harry, 
whirling around to face her feet. "... why don't you suck on 
my prick at the same time, okay?" 

“Oh, you wonderful, darling! You must have read my mind!'', 
moaned his mother as she reached for his glistening cock. 
Harry straddled his mother's head with his knees, his own 
head between her widely stretched thighs. He felt her warm 
fingers encircle his cock and her even warmer lips caress the 
swollen head as she pulled it into her mouth, the tip of her 
tongue probing the tiny piss-slit. 

As his mother began sucking gently on his cockhead, Harry 
looked down at her tightly stretched crotch, her gleaming 
pussy and puckered little asshole laid out before him like a 



sexual smorgasbord. He stared with wonder at his mother's 
recently fucked cunt. With her thighs spread so far apart, 
Lily's furry cuntlips gaped lewdly open, revealing the scarlet 
inner folds of her lust-swollen twat. Harry could see that his 
mother was wet... very, very wet, the juices from her recent 
orgasm still seeping from deep within her musky cunt. Even 
as he watched, moisture began to collect in the groove the 
bottom of her luscious-looking gash. Harry pulled the 
slippery lips of his mother's cunt further apart, and watched 
in awe as more and more of her pink, glistening pussy 
appeared. 

He could see her large, erect clit sticking out like a tiny 
penis at the top of her slit and about three inches below 
that, the object of his desire... her dark, inviting fuckhole. 
Harry lowered his face between his mother's wide-spread 
legs, feeling the steamy, smouldering heat emanating from 
her crotch. Inches from her cunt, he stopped and breathed in 
deeply through his nose. Harry loved the smell of a hot cunt 
almost as much as the taste... and his mother definitely 
smelled hot! It was the scent of a woman eager for sex, and 
it made the young boy's stiff cock throb with fuck-lust. With 
a groan, Harry rammed his cock down between his mother's 
sucking lips, at the same time plunging his face into the 
torrid wetness of her gaping twat, and began to lick and 
suck just as ravenously as he had earlier on, feasting 
incestuously once more on her tasty, forbidden fruits. 

Luckily, her son's groan of lust had warned Lily of his 
impending lunge, and she had managed to get her mouth 
open wide enough to receive the full length of his hard, 
young cock without too much pain. In fact, her lips felt 
rather numb as they stretched tightly around the base of the 
boy's thick pole. She raised her tongue and drew in her 
cheeks as far as she could, sheathing his cock in hot, juicy 
flesh. Lily began to suck hard and ravenously, enjoying the 



feel of her son's big cock deep in her mouth. She loved the 
male taste of him... so young and clean and fresh. It felt so 
wickedly exciting to be lying naked on a motel room bed 
with her own son... sucking his cock while his long, stiff 
tongue squirmed around in her cunt. Lily pulled her mouth 
off his prick for a moment. 

"Oooooh, honey, that feels so good!", she moaned. "I love a 
good tongue in my cunt!... Yessssss, suck me, son! Suck 
your momma's hot, wet slit, baby!" 

As Lily's mouth returned to his prick, Harry went to work, 
raking his big fat tongue up and down between the tender, 
puffy lips of his mother's juicy wet cunt. For a boy his age, 
he was good. He knew just where to lick and how to do it. 

Lily gurgled with bliss, she couldn't have wished for 
anything more pleasurable. Her mouth and throat were filled 
with her son's hard, thick teenaged cock, and her cunt was 
filled with his constantly wiggling tongue... what more could 
she ask for? 

Anyway, that hotel room was the last stop for them in their 
trip around the country for the next three days... 

AN: In the books, he married a girl that looked like his 
mother... so why not this? 


Chapter 27 - Whatever 

After their stay at the hotel, Harry and his mom decided to 
drop in unexpectedly on her friend from school and her 
husband's cousin, Bellatrix Zabini, born Black, and her 
fifteen-year -0 Id son, Blaise, a good friend of Harry's. More 
good then their mothers knew. They were living in the 
suburbs of muggle London, in a very quiet neighborhood, for 
some years now. Parking the car in the street, Harry got their 




luggage out of the car and they went to Bella's front door. 
Harry pressed the doorbell button, but nothing happened. 


"Looks like its not working, Mom", said Harry. 

Lily tried to peer in through the frosted glass, but could see 
nothing. She knocked a couple of times and waited, but 
there was no answer. In frustration, Lily tried the door and 
found it unlocked. Cautiously stepping into the huge house, 
she called out. 

"Hello, Bella... Blaise! Anybody there?" 

Harry came in behind his mother, carrying their bags. 

"They wouldn't go anywhere without locking up, would they. 
Mom?" 

"Surely not," said Lily, moving further into the house. "Bella, 
where are you? It's Lily and Harry!" 

Still there was no reply. 

"They can't be far away," Lily said. "Let's see if they're in the 
back." 

Harry put down the bags he was carrying and followed his 
mother. They walked down the long hallway, looking into 
each room in turn, finding them all empty. 

As they approached the main bedroom, Lily sensed 
something, and her breathing quickened. She paused, 
suddenly causing Harry to bump into her. She turned to him 
and put a finger to her lips. 

"What's wrong. Mom?", whispered Harry, 

"Shhhhh! Listen!", she hissed. 



They both froze, standing face to face, listening intently. 
Strange noises were coming from the bedroom at the end of 
the hall. It was her friend's room as far as Lily could 
remember. Blaise's was across the hall. She'd checked it, 
and it had been empty. As they stood listening in the 
darkened hallway, Lily suddenly became acutely aware of 
her son's hard young body pressed firmly against hers. Harry 
hadn't moved since he'd bumped into her, and despite the 
situation in which they found themselves, the boy's 
nearness sent an uncontrollable tingle of lust throbbing 
through her cunt. 

Lily could feel the bulge of her son's prick against her thigh. 
The heat of it through the front of his pants filled her with a 
strange excitement. With a shiver, Lily fought off a sudden 
urge to reach down and grab the boy's cock. Instead, she 
marvelled at how easily aroused she had become, in just a 
few short days. With great effort, she dragged her 
concentration back to the sounds coming her friend's open 
bedroom door. The noises were faint and muffled. And there 
were soft little grunts from a second person. 

“Stay here," whispered Lily, motioning for Harry to remain 
where he was. 

Moving quietly down the hall, Lily found herself trembling. 
She knew her friend very well, or so she thought. Now, she 
wasn't so sure. She peered into the bedroom, noticing as she 
did so, how neat and clean it was, like the rest of her friend's 
house. The room was empty, but the sounds she had heard 
were more pronounced now. 

Lily stepped into the room and looked towards the partly 
open bathroom door. Bella must be in the bathroom, she 
thought. She crept across the deep, luxurious carpet with 
light steps, and peeked carefully into the bathroom. Lily's 



eyes went wide open, as did her mouth, when she saw the 
source of the noises. 


Her friend was in the bathroom alright, but so was her 
nephew, and they were both only partly clothed. Blaise was 
naked from the waist down, and stood before his mother who 
was on her knees between his legs, her face buried in the 
boy's crotch. Bella wore only a pair of tiny, lace panties, the 
rest of her clothes, and Blaise's, were scattered all over the 
bathroom floor. 

Lily froze, stifling a gasp as she stared at her friend and 
nephew. She hardly even noticed her own son step up 
behind her and peek over her shoulder. With her heart 
pounding loudly, Lily could only watch as Bella continued 
sucking on Blaise's erect cock, blissfully unaware of their 
presence. 

Her friend's mouth moved expertly up and down the boy's 
saliva-wet shaft, and, by the way Blaise held his mother's 
head and fucked his cock into her mouth, Lily suspected 
that this wasn't the first time that they'd done this sort of 
thing together. Bella's mouth slid noisily back and forth on 
her son's wet prick, her soft purring and Blaise's grunts of 
pleasure amplified loudly in the small room. 

'No wonder they didn't hear us come in', thought Lily, 
gazing glassy-eyed at her nephew's stiff cock. The way her 
friend's lips slid up and down the boy's thick, glistening 
shaft excited her immensely. She shivered, feeling a familiar 
heat swell between her legs, the cheeks of her ass 
tightening, her pussy leaking hot juices of arousal into her 
panties. 

Although he was only fifteen, Blaise had one of the biggest 
cock's she'd ever seen. It was a beautiful cock, a young. 



hard cock. Lily found herself comparing it to her son's 
equally large tool. As she watched, Lily couldn't prevent 
herself from imagining her own mouth wrapped around 
young Blaise's man-sized weapon. She closed her thighs 
tightly, and a ripple of tingling hunger burned through her 
cunt. 

Harry stood behind his mother, equally excited by what he 
saw. His attention was firmly fixed on his aunt's scantily clad 
body, and as he gazed at the flawless shape of her firm, up- 
tilted tits and tight, rounded ass, the teenager's cock began 
to swell uncontrollably in his pants. He stared at the dark, 
silk-encased mound between his aunt's creamy thighs and 
muttered under his breath when he saw how wet the crotch 
of her tight panties was. 

“Merlin's balls!'', he breathed. 

The sound of her son's whispered exclamation right next to 
her ear startled Lily out of her trance-like state and she 
suddenly realized how embarrassing it would be to be 
caught uninvited in her friend's house, spying on her sex 
life, no matter how illicit that sex life may be. 

She became aware of Harry pressing against her body. She 
felt his cock probing once more at her thigh, and with a 
tremor, backed away from the bathroom door, pushing her 
son with her. Grabbing Harry by the hand, Lily pulled him 
from the bedroom and headed for the front door, her heart 
beating wildly in her chest. It pounded as much from the 
thought of being caught as it did from what they had just 
witnessed in the bathroom. They grabbed their bags and 
hurried out to the car. Lily got into the driver's side and sat 
gripping the steering wheel, gazing in a vacant way, sitting 
rigid. Harry sat beside her, his expression almost the same 
as hers. 



“Wooow, Mom! Did you see the way Aunt Bella was going 
down on Blaise's cock?", asked Harry finally. Lily was still a 
little shocked. She couldn't get what she had just seen out 
of her mind. It was there, as vivid as if they were still 
watching. 

"Y... yes, I... I sure did, honey!", she said, still staring 
straight ahead. 

"What are we gonna do now. Mom?" 

"Um... Well, we can't let them know that we saw them.", said 
Lily, starting the engine. "So we'll just drive up to the 
nearest phone and call Bella to say we're coming." 

"Yeah!... Neat plan. Mom!" 

Lily drove back the way they had come and stopped at the 
first gas station she found. 

"You stay here, hon. I won't be long." 

Lily opened the door and swung her long legs out, her dress 
riding high. Harry, who was still in a state of high excitement 
after what they had just seen, noticed his mother's exposed 
thighs at once and sat back to admire them. He wished her 
dress would ride up a little further so he could see her 
crotch, but all he got was a brief flash of creamy thigh. His 
mind flashed back to the gorgeous semi-naked body of his 
Aunt Bella as Harry watched his mother's firm, round ass 
bob off towards the gas station. Two of a kind, he thought 
with pleasure. 

Lily found a pay phone and dialed her friend's number. It 
seemed to ring forever, but finally she heard a click at the 
other end and Bella answered. Her friend sounded short of 
breath. Lily wasn't at all surprised. 



“Hello?" 

"Hi, Bella! Guess who!" 

"Lily! Hi! I didn't expect it to be you. How's my bestfriend?" 

"Fine, fine! But, you sound a bit out of breath. Bell." 

"Um, yeah. I was., eh... out in the garden when the phone 
rang. You caught me by surprise." 

Lily smiled. 'You don't know the half of it, baby girl!', she 
thought. 

"I'm just a few blocks away. Harry is with me, and I thought I 
should call to make sure you were home before we dropped 
in. You're not tied up with something are you?" 

There was a definite pause before Bella answered, and Lily 
smiled again, guessing what was going through her friend's 
mind right now. 

"No, girl! Blaise was just helping me move some stuff in the 
garden, nothing important. Come right on over." 

"Okay, see you in about five minutes. Bell... Bye!" 

Lily hung up and went back to the car, smiling from ear to 
ear as she pictured her friend and nephew frantically trying 
to clothe themselves and tidy up before she and Harry 
arrived. 

"What's so funny. Mom?", asked Harry as Lily slid back into 
the drivers seat. 


"Oh, nothing. I was just thinking about something your Aunt 
Bella said, that's all", said Lily starting the car. "I told her 



we'd be about five minutes. You want something to eat or 
drink before we leave, honey?" 


"No thanks, Mom. Food is the last thing on my mind right 
now", said Harry with a lewd grin. He put his hand on his 
mother's thigh and squeezed gently. 

Lily glanced down at the huge bulge in her son's crotch. 

"Cool it, stud!", she said, pulling out onto the road. "As much 
as I'd like to... while we're staying at Bella's place, we have 
to try and act like a mother and son should, okay?" 

"Aw! Why, Mom?", whined Harry, "You saw Aunt Bella and 
Blaise. They're doin' it just like we are. Probably been doin' it 
longer! Why don't we tell 'em and see what happens. I'd 
sure like to get a little of what cousin Blaise was getting 
back there!" 

Lily was silent. She pondered what her son was suggesting, 
and despite a pang of jealousy, she sensed he was right, but 
still she couldn't bring herself to tell her friend that she was 
fucking her own son and that she had secretly spied on her 
and Blaise in their own home. 

"Let's just play it by ear, son, okay?", said Lily finally. 

"Okay! You're the boss. Mom!" 

As she drove up in front of her friend's house once more, Lily 
was emotionally confused. This trip had been one sexual 
roller coaster ride after another. She'd fucked her own son... 
and loved every mind-blowing second of it!... She'd watched 
her friend and nephew in the act of oral sex... and enjoyed 
it! Harry seemed to be able to accept everything that 
happened without a second thought. But he was only 
sixteen, and the deeper Lily got in her forbidden relationship 



with her son, the more she thought about the possible 
consequences. 

Ohhh! What if somebody ever found out? The shame would 
be unbearable!... Maybe Bella could help. As teenagers, 
they had always been able to share the most intimate 
secrets and work most things out together. By the time Lily 
stood at her friend's front door, she had resolved to ask her 
friend for advice, no matter how embarrassing it might be. 
After all, as Harry had rightly pointed out, they were all in 
the same boat. 

Bella and Blaise greeted them as if nothing had happened, 
acting like the perfect mother and son, helping them settle 
in and chatting about the rest of the family as they had 
always done whenever Lily had visited. But this time Lily 
knew different, the image of Blaise's cock sliding stiffly in 
and out of her friend's mouth was always there. She kept 
stealing glances at the boy's crotch and found to her 
embarrassment, she couldn't keep her eyes off him, his firm 
young body was like a magnet to her. Harry was the same 
with Bella. His aunt had the most gorgeous pair of tits the 
boy had ever seen. And what made matters worse, he knew 
what they looked like naked! His cock was hard all through 
dinner just watching his beautiful aunt's move about the 
room. 

After dinner, Blaise asked Harry if he'd like to go down to the 
mall, apparently it was the local hangout for kids his age. 
But, after ogling his pretty Aunt Bella all evening, Harry was 
pretty horny and didn't really want to go. He finally gave in 
at his mother's ingirltence, and Blaise and Harry left, 
promising not to be too late. Lily was relieved. She wanted 
to spend a little time with Bella to try and sort things out 
before she went crazy. When the boys left, Bella and Lily 



moved into the living room, taking a bottle of wine and 
glasses with them. 

“So, what have you been doing with yourself, girl?", asked 
Bella, sitting down on the sofa next to her friend. 

“Nothing much", replied Lily, taking a big gulp from the 
glass that Bella gave her. She was uneasy, and unsure about 
how to broach the subject. 

Bella sensed that something wasn't quite right with her 
friend. She had been very quiet all through dinner, which 
wasn't at all like the vivacious friend she knew and loved. 

“What's wrong, Lily?", asked Bella, moving closer to heron 
the couch. Lily looked into her friend's deep brown eyes and 
sighed. 

“I don't know how to tell you this, Bella!", she choked. 

Bella threw her arm around her friend, staring at her with 
concern. “What is it, girl?... What's troubling you, honey?" 

Lily finally found the courage. 

“You know when I phoned you this afternoon?", she asked. 
“Yes, what about it?" 

“Well Harry and I were here... um... We were here earlier... 
and we...umm..." 

It suddenly struck Bella what her friend was trying to say. 

“So... you sneaked in and caught Blaise and me at it, did 
you?" Bella grinned, showing not the least shyness. Lily 
nodded her head, surprised that her friend could be so calm 
about it. 



'That damned son of mine,", Bella said, with a fond smile. "I 
told him to lock the front door, but I bet he was too eager to 
get his cock sucked to remember to do it." 

"I've got a confession to make too, Bella", said Lily uneasily. 
"On the trip up here, Harry and I... um... well we kind of..." 

"You're fucking Harry, aren't you girl!", gasped Bella. 

"Yes. I don't know how it happened, but it did." 

Bella smiled. 

"Did you like it, girl?", she asked, placing her hand on Lily's 
thigh. Lily took another mouthful of wine and answered 
without hesitation. 

"Yes! Oh, yes! I loved it! He has such a big, strong powerful 
cock, Bella!" 

"Mmmmmm, so does Blaise, I can't get enough of it!", 
admitted Bella. 

Lily threw her arms around her friend and hugged her hard. 

"I thought I was going to go crazy for a while!", sobbed Lily. 
"I felt so guilty having sex with my own son!" 

Bella hugged her friend back. Stroking her hand up and 
down Lily's leg in a soothing manner. 

"It was worse for me, girl!", she said. "After my last divorce, I 
realized how important sex was in my life. I couldn't do 
without it. I got so desperate I began to pick up muggle men 
in bars, but it wasn't satisfying. Then one night, I came 
home drunk and horny. Blaise was awake. He put me to bed, 
but I was so far gone, when he took off my clothes I made a 



grab for his cock, and before we both knew what was 
happening, he was fucking me. And guess what, girl?” 

"What?” 

"I loved it!”, admitted Bella, emptying her glass. "I simply 
loved every fucking minute of it! He fucked me all night, 
girl! All I had to do was suck on that gorgeous cock of his 
and it'd jump right up again. Merlin, how I love young cock!” 

Lily was astounded. Her friend had never shown this side of 
herself before. But she somehow suspected that Bella and 
herself were like peas in a pod, mainly because she'd had 
exactly the same feelings about Harry. 

"We're very much alike, Bella,” said Lily. "... sexually I 
mean.” 

"More than you know, girl!”, moaned Bella, running her 
hand up between Lily's thighs. 

Lily stiffened suddenly. Her friend's touch was becoming 
much too intimate, but the wine she had consumed relaxed 
her. It felt good to have fingers touching her cunt once more, 
no matter whose they were. Bella was whispering in her ear. 

"Remember when we were in school, Lils”, cooed Bella. "We 
made some pretty wild things together... remember?” 

Lily did remember. Those were some wild nights in that old 
castle full with all those secret places perfect for... alot of 
things. 

"Yes,” she murmured weakly, as Bella's fingers found her 
moistening slit. 



“I used to get so hot watching you fuck, Bella. I remember all 
those times like it was yesterday... 

“Yes, Lily, I remember very well how I liked to taste your 
pussy." 

“We were preaty wild back then," breathed Lily 

“Yes we were," breathed Bella, running her fingers up 
between her friend's thighs. 

Lily found the sensation pleasurable to say the least, and 
despite the wine she had consumed, she knew that deep 
down, she had felt the very same illicit desires, even as a 
child. 

“I would like to try again. Bell," gasped Lily, as she felt her 
friend's fingers rubbing her overheated cunt. 

Lily lifted her arms, and Bella flung herself into them. They 
hugged tightly. Their lips met in a feverish kiss, and the two 
horny friends clung to each other, murmuring and gasping 
as their hands moved over each other's body. Breathing 
hotly and sucking at each other's mouth, they rubbed tits. 
When Bella's tongue pushed into into her mouth, Lily sucked 
it eagerly. When Bella began to shove a hand under her 
dress, Lily melted and flung her knees wide apart. She 
moaned into her friend's sucking mouth as she felt Bella's 
fingers between her legs once more. Her cunt responded 
with throbbing heat. Bella made a whimpering sound 
against Lily's wet mouth, and rubbed her fingers into the 
deep groove of her friend's panties. 

“So hot, Lily!", Bella whispered huskily, slipping her fingers 
inside the tight panties, toying with the soft pussy-hair. “I 
can't belive we didn't do this for so many years!" 



Trembling, Lily pushed her hand under the denim of her 
friend's skirt, pleasantly surprised to find Bella naked 
underneath. 

“Well," Bella said, “You didn't give me much time to change, 
girlfriend. Besides, Blaise likes me to walk around the house 
this way." 

“Mmmmm, I bet Harry would like me to do that at home 
too," replied Lily. “But I think he'd also like it if I wore sexy 
panties, and gave him a flash every now and then." 

“I remember a pair you had when we were in school. Your 
tight ass looked so sweet in them." Bella rubbed at Lily's 
inflamed clit, bringing moans of pleasure from her. Lily 
cupped her friend's cunt, feeling the wet heat, then working 
a finger in and out slowly, making Bella gasp. 

“Open your legs more," Bella said. 

Lily flung her legs wide, her dress riding high, stretching 
over her slim thighs. Bella pulled Lily's panties aside, and 
eased a finger up Lily's cunt. They finger-fucked each other, 
becoming more and more excited, wiggling and twisting, 
kissing and licking. 

“Let me see your tits," Bella said, working her pussy-wet 
fingers at her friend's dress. She opened the top and purred 
as Lily's firm, round tits's bounced into her hands. 

“Mmmmm, you've always had such beautiful tits. I bet Harry 
could suck them all day." 

“Lately, he has been!", boasted Lily. "... and a lot more!" 

“I'll bet!", breathed Bella. “Is he good, Lils? How big is his 
cock?" 



“Ohhh, Bella, it's huge! It fills me up like nothing I've ever 
felt before! I just come and come when he sticks that fat 
thing inside my pussy!" 

Bella's eyes lit up like fireworks. Being partial to young cock, 
she'd noticed the telltale bulge Harry had in the front of his 
pants all night, and right away sized her nephew up as a 
fuck prospect, but this was better than she'd ever hoped for. 

"We've got to get out of our fucking clothes!", hissed Bella 
hotly. 

They undressed feverishly, their eyes burning as their satiny 
flesh was exposed. When they were naked, Bella lay down 
on the couch and pulled Lily on top of her. The two horny 
friends clung to each other desperately, squeezing each 
other's tits and squirming their drooling cunts together in a 
frenzy of lesbian lust. 

"Oh, Lily! I can't stand it any longer. Let me lick your cunt, 
honey!" 

Lily murmured her agreement and with a cry of hunger, 
turned around until her pussy was directly over her friend's 
face. Bella found herself gazing up into the juiciest, 
sweetest-looking little slit that she had ever seen, and Bella 
had seen a few. This wasn't the first time she'd sucked her 
friend or another witch's twat, but she was sure of one 
thing... her friend from school was the most exciting! She 
lifted her head and extended her tongue, taking a long 
swipe which extended the full length of Lily's gash. 

"Mmmmm, nice and juicy! Just the way I remember it," 
moaned Bella huskily. 

"Spread you legs a bit more, so I can get at you better. Lily 
did as her friend instructed, at the same time lowering her 



head into Bella's sweet-scented crotch. 


Bella spread her own legs and ran her hands up Lily's thighs, 
cupping her compact ass, then pulled her friend's firey cunt 
down onto her mouth. 

“Ohhhhh, Bell, honeyy, yesssss!", Lily cried out, and buried 
her own face into Bella's hot, dripping pussy, clutching her 
friend's writhing ass with trembling hands. 

Bella lapped hungrily at Lily's cunt, licking her knotted clit, 
dragging her tongue expertly over the the juicy slit, 
frequently dipping deep inside to taste her friend's sweet 
pussy-juices. Feeling Lily's hot tongue licking the outside of 
her cunt, Bella arched her hips, eager for deeper contact 
with her friend's wonderful mouth. 

“Inside! Put your tongue inside my cunt! Fuck me with it!'', 
pleaded Bella. 

The more her friend wiggled her stiff tongue up inside her 
gooey twat, the more Lily liked it. So, following her friend's 
advice, she returned the favour. 

The feel of Bella's hot inner thighs pressing against her 
cheeks excited Lily. She inhaled the heady scent of her 
friend's steamy cunt, and quickly found herself sucking and 
licking in a frenzy, twisting her face into the soft, juicy slit 
with as much energy as she sucked her son's cock. 

“Ooooh, yeah! Now you've got it, hon!'', Bella moaned from 
between Lily's thighs. “Lick my cunt, Lils!... Ohhh Ohhh, I've 
wanted to suck your cunt for so long!" 

She gasped when she felt Lily's stiff tongue slip into her 
pussy, sliding in deeply. She bucked up and down, mashing 
her cunt onto Lily's eager face and sucking frantically at the 



dripping slit above her own. Bella felt for Lily's tiny little 
asshole with a fingertip, then pulled her asscheeks apart 
and licked at the pink, puckered opening with the tip of her 
tongue. Lily squealed with pleasure and arched her back. 

"Ohh, Bella! What are you d... doing? Ohhh! It feels so good! 
Lick it again!" 

"Mmmmm, lick mine, Lils!", ordered Bella. "Lick my asshole 
too, honey!" 

Lily complied, remembering how she liked to do that. Soon, 
both adit witches were sucking and licking each other's 
juice-smeared loins from asshole to clit, and the room filled 
with deep moans of pleasure and the loud, wet slurping of 
two hungry mouths. They were soon thrashing and writhing 
around so violently that they rolled off the couch, still 
clinging to each other like mating leeches. Once on the soft 
carpet of the living room floor, the two friends rolled around 
in wanton abandon, with Lily on top of her friend as often as 
she was on the bottom. Her nipples brushed the hot flesh of 
Bella's firm stomach, tingling deliciously. 

Bella's hands moved over her friend's spread ass, her lips 
closing over Lily's furry cuntslit, sucking hard. She nibbled 
at her friend's clit, pushed her tongue as far as it would go 
between her friend's gaping cuntlips, and fucked it wildly, 
getting the same treatment from Lily. They began to tremble 
and shake almost violently. Clutching at each other, both 
witches smashed their mouths as hard as they could into 
each other's cunts, and began to moan at the same time. 
The hot fluids of Bella's cunt coated Lily's lower face. She 
cried out with delight when her friend began grinding into 
her face, eating at her cunt as if in a feeding frenzy, 
moaning loudly. 



With a cry into Bella's cunt, Lily started coming, Her pussy 
grabbing at her friend's tongue, squeezing it as the 
contractions of a powerful orgasm exploded deep in her 
twat. She felt, almost at the same time, Bella's cunt gripping 
her buried tongue, and she rammed it in as deep as she 
could, feeling Bella's cunt spasm around it and against her 
lips. She felt what her son must feel on his cock when she 
came, and understood his pleasure very well. Shivering with 
glowing pleasure, they rolled away from each other, lying on 
their backs, breathing deeply, calming down. Their faces 
glistened wetly with pussy-juices, but neither felt inclined to 
wipe the stuff off. After a long minute, they sat up, and 
stared at each other, then burst into a fit of giggling. 

“Ooooh, Bella. That was fantastic!", Lily said, finally. "How I 
loved that!" 

"You and me both!" 

"Does that make us strange?" 

"It only makes us a couple of hot witches, I'd say," Bella 
said. "You aren't ashamed or anything, are you?" 

"Not at all," replied Lily quickly. "But I like cock you know... I 
mean, I loved eating your cunt, but I love cock more." 

"So do M", Bella chuckled. "Especially Blaise's cock!" 

Lily grinned. "And Harry' cock too, I suppose. I saw the way 
you were looking at him during dinner, Bella." 

"Guilty as charged, Lils! I just can't keep my hands off young 
boys!... especially ones as cute as Blaise and Harry" 

"Didn't it ever bother you that Blaise's your own son, 

Bella?", asked Lily. "I mean, sometimes I get a little ashamed 



that I'm fucking Harry." 

"Yeah, it used to bother me, ages ago, when Blaise and I first 
started screwing. But now, once he gets that big cock of his 
into my cunt I just forget everything and enjoy it. For a 
young kid, he's really got a monster equipment you know, 
Lils." 

"Mmmmm, I know! We saw you in the bathroom 
remember?", laughed Lily. 

"Yeah, I forgot. I guess you got a good look then, huh?" 

"More than enough to whet my appetite, Bella, let me tell 
you! Once I got over the initial shock of finding you like that, 
I had the urge to rip off Harry' clothes and fuck him right 
there on the floor!" 

"You should have!", said Bella. "Blaise and I have done it in 
much stranger places!" 

Lily ran her hand along her friend's thigh, then into her soft 
moist pussy hair. 

"I think Harry wants to fuck you Bell." 

"Mmmmm, all he has to do is ask, Lils!", Bella laughed 
sexily, reaching for her friend's cunt. She bent and kissed 
Lily's nipples, one at a time. 

"You can fuck Harry, Bell... on one condition" husked Lily, 
worming a finger into Bella's cunt. 

"What's that, Lils?" 


"I get to fuck Blaise!" 



Bella grinned lewdly. “I kind of guessed that's what it would 
be. Mmmmmmm, swapping son's, what a great idea! 
Uhhhhhh, Lily you do that so goooooood!" Both witches 
began to breath faster as their busy fingers probed each 
other's slippery slits. They kissed and cuddled and finger- 
fucked each other to orgasm, each thinking about the 
other's son, and the fun to follow. 

When Blaise and Harry returned, they found their mothers 
sitting on the couch, finishing the last of their second bottle 
of wine. The friends had bathed and changed their clothes, 
but at Bella's insistence, both wore no underwear. Blaise 
knew something was up when he noticed the familiar look of 
anticipation his mother got just before they had sex, but he 
said nothing. He looked instead at Lily. 

Somehow his aunt's tits seemed bigger, and rounder, and he 
could see her nipples pressing cheekily against the thin 
material of her blouse. When he saw the wide expanse of 
creamy thigh Lily's short skirt revealed, his young cock 
began to swell in his pants. Harry was similarly captivated 
by his Aunt Bella, and by the time they had seated 
themselves opposite their mothers, both boys were sporting 
rather conspicuous bulges in the front of their tight pants. 

Lily gazed at her son, then at Blaise, her eyes lowering to his 
crotch. Bella watched her friend, smiling at her eagerness. 
She crossed her legs, letting her skirt slide way up her 
thighs. This brought looks from Blaise and Harry who for 
now, were content to just watch, waiting to see what was 
going to happen. Not to be outdone, Lily uncrossed her 
knees and opened her legs until both boys could see right 
up between her lewdly parted thighs. 

“Mom, you're not wearing any panties!'', blurted Harry, 
staring at his mother's naked cunt with hotly gleaming eyes. 



Bella stood up and stepped out of her skirt. She sat down 
again and spread her knees wide apart, her cunt exposed 
wantonly to her son and nephew. 

“Neither am I, honey!”, she said, her voice almost a whisper. 

”Ohhh, Aunt Bella, you're giving me a hard-on,” said Harry, 
squeezing his crotch. 

"I've had a hard-on ever since we came in,” Blaise said. 

"So I noticed,” said Lily, removing her own skirt. 

She tossed it onto the floor and walked seductively over to 
Blaise. The boy stared at his aunt's bulging pussy as she 
approached, watching how the moist, hairy lips rubbed 
together with every step she took. Bella watched from the 
couch, breathing heavily as her friend stopped in front of her 
son. Blaise's face was only inches from his aunt's pussy. 

"Your mother and I have come to a little agreement, Blaise”, 
said Lily. 

"What kind of agreement. Aunt Lily?”, asked the boy, unable 
to take his eyes off his aunt's juicy-looking cuntslit. 

"Well, as it turns out, you've been fucking your mom, and 
Harry has been fucking me. So, your mother and I kind of 
decided to swap for the evening. What do you think of the 
idea, Blaise?” 

Blaise stood up and began to undress. 

"I love it! I've had the hots for you for some time. Aunt 
Lily!... Gee, this is gonna be outta sight!” 



Lily took off her blouse and then helped Blaise take off his 
clothes. Bella looked over at Harry and winked. 

“Well don't just sit there, handsome," she purred. “Come 
over here and let me see if that lump in your pants is as big 
as I think it is!" 

“You mean I really get to fuck you. Aunt Bella?" asked Harry 
incredulously. 

“I should hope so, honey," Bella said, stripping off the rest of 
her clothes. Looking at Harry through lust-slitted eyes she 
rubbed a couple of fingers into her moist slit. “Mmmm, and 
you'd better hurry. My poor pussy is in desperate need of 
some good hard cock, baby!" 

Harry stood up and stripped off his clothes as fast as he 
could, his eyes glued to the juicy, wet gash between his 
aunt's wide-spread thighs. When Bella saw her nephew's 
cock spring free, she sat back on the couch and drew her 
knees up to her tits, spreading her cunt and ass for him. 

“Fuck me, Harry!", Bella said, staring at the boy's huge 
erection. “Please fuck me now, baby!" 

Lily looked over her shoulder as Harry moved towards the 
couch. She was panting with heat, her fingers wrapped 
tightly around Blaise's mammoth tool. 

“Yeah! Fuck her, Harry! Fuck her! I want to see your big cock 
ramming up her hot cunt, baby. Fuck the piss out of her!", 
gasped Lily, flopping down on the couch beside her friend. 
She too raised her knees, until her cunt was a gaping scarlet 
gash glistening wetly between her wide-open thighs. 


“Come on, Blaise, put it in baby! Ram your cock up my 
fucking cunt" 



The boys moved swiftly. The two cunt's offered so wantonly 
made them quiver with excitement, their hard cocks jerking 
up and down. As Harry sank to his knees in front of her, Bella 
grabbed the boy's cock stuffed it eagerly into her hot cunt, 
gasping at the deep penetration. She wrapped her arms 
behind her knees, pushing her ass up and sliding her cunt to 
the base of Harry' cock. 

Blaise knelt on the floor between Lily's open thighs and 
thrust his cock into her gaping pussy with a force that made 
his aunt squeal. He grasped her slender hips, pulling her 
cunt onto his cock as he fucked her, rocking her naked body 
and making her tits jiggle from the force. 

“Ahhhhh! You gorgeous prick! Smash my cunt, Blaise!", Lily 
cried out. "Beat my cunt! Fuck it! Ohhhhhhh, yes, baby, fuck 
it hard!" 

On the couch, Bella was squealing just as loudly as Harry 
slammed his prick into her again and again. 

"Uhhhh, Harry, ram it to me!", she sobbed. "Oh, baby, fuck 
the piss out me lover! Screw the piss out of your aunt's hot 
fuckin' cunt!" 

The wet, fleshy sounds were loud as the two boys fucked 
their aunt's vigorously. Blaise watched his cousin's cock 
stabbing in and out of his mother's cunt, the long, thick 
shaft glistening with wetness, and Harry gazed down at his 
mother as she churned her naked ass, her hairy pussy being 
pounded relentlessly by Blaise's massive cock. Bella and Lily 
writhed in ecstasy, thrashing their naked butts around 
wildly. The boy's fucked faster and faster, and with a cry 
Bella twisted her face until she could pull her friend's tit into 
her mouth, sucking the jiggling orb as hard as she could. 



“Ohhhh, Blaise! You gorgeous young stud!,” squealed Lily, 
holding onto her nephew's shoulders as the boy fucked his 
entire rock-hard length into her pussy. "Ohhh, Bella, this is 
fantastic!” 

"I told you he could fuck, didn't I, hon” 

"Uhhhhhhnnnggghh, what a pair of studs our sons are! I 
could do this forever!... Mmmmmmmm! Uhhh! Uhhhhhh! Oh 
fuckin' Merlin that's good!” 

Blaise looked over at Harry, a sly smile forming on his 
handsome young features. 

"Wanna swap for a while, Harry?” 

"Sure, why not”, said Blaise, a little reluctantly. 

Blaise and Harry suddenly switched places, fucking their 
own mothers. 

"Ummmmmm, fuck me, Blaise!”, Bella told her son. "Fuck 
me like you always do, baby, hard and fast. Make momma 
feel it, honey! Ohhh, Blaise, give it to me!” 

Lily watched Blaise's long, thick cock slam into her friend's 
cunt like a battering ram as the boy pounded his hips 
strongly into Bella's gaping twat, fucking his delirious 
mother with deep, savage thrusts that literally took her 
breath away. She looked up at her son with lust-slitted eyes. 

"Fuck me like that too, Harry!”, she gasped, grabbing the 
muscular cheeks of his small ass. "Fuck momma as hard as 
Blaise is fucking Bella! Really give it to me, baby!” 

Harry grinned down at his horny mother and lifted her legs 
up over his shoulders, at the same time ramming his huge 



prick deep into her upthrust cuntmound. 


"OHHH! OHHHHHHHH! YES! FUCK ME, BABY! SCREW MY 
FUCKIN' ASS OFF BABY!", screamed Lily as she felt her son's 
prick slam into the very back of her cunt. His hard young 
cock seemed longer and thicker than normal, but Lily put 
that down to the upthrust position of her cunt, and the angle 
of entry which allowed her son' cock to penetrate so much 
deeper. "Ohhh, Harry!", she gasped, rotating her hot ass 
more rapidly. "Uuuuh, your cock feels so goddamn big!" 

"It is. Mom!", giggled her son, and bucked his hips at her 
until Lily began to moan uncontrollably, whimpering with 
the sheer pleasure his hotly pumping cock was giving her. 

Bella gazed at her nephew's cock slicing back and forth in 
her friend's frothy cunt. She noticed the abundant juices 
exuding from Lily's ravaged slit, and suddenly had the urge 
to stick her tongue in there beside her nephew's cock and 
suck Lily off while she was being fucked. Her own son was 
fucking her well enough, but she wanted more... she wanted 
to be as lewd and as dirty as possible tonight, the pleasure 
would be beyond belief. 

"Go for it, Harry, go for it!", Bella urged her nephew. "Give 
your mother a good, hard fuck! Then you can swap with 
Blaise again and do the same for me, baby!" 

Harry muttered a reply and leaned across to kiss his aunt's 
sexily parted lips. Bella opened her mouth and kissed him 
back, passionately. 

"Shit! I'm so fuckin' horny, I can't stand it!", gasped Bella 
when Harry finally pulled his lips from hers. "Ohhhh, make 
me come, Blaise! Make mommy come!" 



Blaise was grunting, his mother's cunt squeezing his cock, 
wet and hot and tight. He knew she was real close to 
orgasm, and did everything he could to make her come 
quickly. His own orgasm was a long way off, but the sooner 
he could make his mother cream, the sooner he could get 
his cock back into his aunt's tight, hot little snatch again. 

His mother was available anytime, but fucking his beautiful, 
sexy aunt excited him beyond belief 

"Come!", snarled Blaise, really ramming his mother hard. 
"Come for me you hot, fuckin' horny cunt!" He knew his 
mother loved him to talk dirty to her just before she 
climaxed. It made her go wild. Blaise continued to mutter 
obcenities at his mother as he watched her thrash around 
mindlessly beneath him, making gurgling sounds as if she 
could hardly breathe. "Squirt your stuff all over my big fat 
mother-fuckin' prick, and come, you hot-cunted bitch!" 

Blaise's words had the desired effect on his excited mother, 
and Bella was soon squealing loudly, her head twisting from 
side to side, her heels digging into the small of her son's 
back, urging him to fuck her deeper. Harry fucked his own 
mother with long, smooth strokes, content for the moment to 
just pump his cock into her hot, wet hole at a nice steady 
pace. He stared hungrily at Bella and Blaise, watching them 
fuck with great interest. 

His sexy aunt sure was one hot piece of ass, he thought, and 
for a second he wished it was him on top of the wildly 
bucking woman, plowing his cock into her hot, quivering 
snatch, instead of his cousin. Lily noticed the look on her 
son's face and read it accurately. He was a horny little prick, 
she thought, lusting after his aunt even as he fucked his 
own mother. But Lily found she wasn't jealous at all, it didn't 
really matter who fucked who, just as long as she got all the 
pleasure her over-sexed cunt demanded. 



Blaise kept slamming his cock noisily into his mother's 
spasming cunt, grunting and groaning with the effort, 
mouthing obcenities as he fucked her. As her own son's cock 
slammed rhythmically into hertwat, Lily couldn't help but 
listen to Blaise's words with rising excitement. She wished 
that Harry would talk to her like that sometimes, it was really 
turning her on. 

Beside her, Bella was writhing in ecstasy, and on impulse, 

Lily bent over and sucked one of her friend's jiggling tits into 
her mouth, squeezing the other with her fingers. Harry saw 
what his mother was doing and reached under his aunt's 
heaving ass, slipping a finger deep into her the moist heat of 
the woman's anus. Bella came on the spot, screaming and 
thrashing like a madwoman. 

"AHHHHHHHGGGHHH! I'M CUMMMMING! OH, FUCK ME, 

BILLY! UHHHH, YES, SIS! SUCK MY TITS! FUCK MY ASS, 
DENNIS! OHHHH, GODDDDDDD! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK ME ALL 
OF YOU!" 

Bella's body stiffened as she climaxed like never before, the 
pleasure so intense that she almost blacked out. Her cunt 
gripped her son's cock like a vice, and her tight little rectum 
convulsed around her nephew's twisting finger. Utterly, 
fulfilled Bella pulled her son's mouth down to hers and 
kissed him voraciously, then in turn, she kissed Lily and 
Harry, with equal passion, so happy that they all had given 
her so much pleasure. 

Blaise yanked his cock out of his mother's cunt and fell back 
onto the floor, his still-erect organ at full attention. He gazed 
at his mother, licking his lips at the flood of creamy juices 
leaking from her wide-open slit. 



“Mm mm mm, you look real juicy Mom! Good enough to eat!", 
he grinned, fisting his sticky cock. Bella pulled open the 
puffy, wet lips of her cunt with both hands, exposing a 
veritable smorgasbord of pink, succulent flesh to her horny 
young son. She felt so deliciously, wantonly depraved, it 
hurt! 

“Why don't you come over here and see just how tasty 
momma is today, baby!", purred Bella, rubbing gently 
around the edges of her jutting clit. “I just came, sweetheart 
but I'm so damn horny I want to come again!" 

Blaise scrambled back to the couch and was just about to go 
down on his sexy mother, when he noticed his aunt's eyes 
on his cock. Harry was still fucking her, but Lily was staring 
at Blaise's hard prick like a starving man eyeing off at a T- 
bone steak. 

“Mom, why don't I lie down on the couch and you sit on my 
face.", suggested Blaise. “That way. Aunt Lily can suck my 
cock while I suck your cunt!" 

Bella readily agreed, and stood up so Blaise could lie down 
on the couch. Lily's eyes sparkled with desire as her 
handsome young nephew's cock came within her reach. She 
grabbed the big, fat pole with her left hand and began to 
yank on it, jerking the boy's cock in time with her son's 
pelvic thrusts. 

Bella knelt on the couch, straddling her son's head. She 
faced his feet so she could watch the action, and lowered 
her cunt towards Blaise's open mouth with impatient haste. 
Blaise looked up at his mother's descending twat, his lips 
eager to sample her tasty, seeping gash once more. 


“Eat me, Blaise!", whimpered Bella, mashing her pussy onto 
the boy's upturned face. “Suck out every drop! Ohhhh, I'm 



so fuckin' horny! I need tongue in my pussy!... Yes, baby, 
yes! Lick deep! Tongue-fuck me in the cunt, lover!" 

Blaise grabbed his mother by the ass and rammed his 
tongue deep into her strongly-flavoured cunt. He loved the 
taste of her, and had done so ever since the very first time 
she'd let him suck her pussy, and now they did it regularly, 
in fact, almost every time they fucked. 

Lily still had hold of Blaise's cock, but as much as she 
wanted too, she found it difficult to twist her head down and 
take the big, thick pole into her mouth. Harry was pinning 
her to the couch with his weight, completely engrossed as 
he slammed his cock into her cunt. 

"Harry, honey, how would you like to fuck me from behind 
while I suck Blaise off?", suggested Lily, running her lips 
over her son's broad, muscular chest. 

"Ok, Mom!", replied Harry, pulling his cock out of his 
mother's tight, wet cunt. "Can I fuck you in the ass too? 

"Ohhhh, yes baby! Do anything you want!" 

Harry stood up and watched Bella and Blaise as he waited 
for his mother to get into position. Blaise had hold of his 
mother's asscheeks with both hands, kneading and pulling 
on the tight, creamy globes as his mouth moved back and 
forth in her pink, juice-filled snatch. Her compact little ass 
bounced and squirmed in Blaise's hands as Bella moved her 
hips in tight, downward circles, grinding her cunt into her 
son's sucking mouth with wild abandon. 

Lily knelt between Blaise's thighs with her head in his 
crotch. She nuzzled the boy's stiffly erect cock, running her 
lips and tongue up and down the sticky shaft from tip to 
base, sucking gently at his balls. Her round, naked ass stuck 



up into in the air, pointing invitingly at her son. Licking his 
lips, Harry moved behind his mother and positioned his cock 
between her legs. He bent forward and grasped her dangling 
tits with both hands, the movement causing the big purplish 
head of his cock to drag deliciously through the hot crease 
of his mother's ass and along her slit. Lily took her mouth off 
Blaise's prick for a second and looked back over her 
shoulder at her son, a wanton smile on her beautiful face. 

"Don't play around, Harry! Put that big fat cock back into my 
cunt where it belongs and fuck me good and hard, baby!" 

"You're the boss. Mom!", Harry grinned back at her. 

Removing his hands from his mother's tits, Harry grabbed 
her firmly by the hips, and with a single hard thrust, rammed 
his throbbing erection into her cunt. It disappeared into her 
wet, hairy slit up to the balls. Lily moaned at the sudden 
deep penetration, and, at the same instant, crammed her 
nephew's cock back into her hungry mouth. 

"Ohhh, that's tight pussy!", grunted Harry, fucking his cock 
slowly back and forth in his mother's steamy twat. "Move 
your hot, sexy ass. Mom! Fuck me back!" 

Lily was doing her best. Sucking on Blaise's cock and 
moving her ass back and forth at the same time for her son 
was a little difficult in her cramped position, but after a 
while, Lily got a comfortable rhythm going and finally, had 
both boys moaning and groaning loudly. 

Bella was moaning too. With Blaise's face pressed hard 
against her hairy twat, and his sucking mouth plastered over 
her leaking cunthole, Bella was in seventh heaven. Her son 
was giving her an expert tongue-job, just like he always did, 
probing and wiggling his stiff, lingual organ around inside 
her gaping slit like an epileptic eel. 



“Uhhhhhhgghhh! Blaise! Stick it in, honey! Yesssss! Fuck 
momma with your tongue!, whimpered Bella, tossing her 
head back. 

Harry fucked his mother with increasing vigour as he 
watched the others. The sight of his beautiful, naked aunt 
squirming her juicy, wet cunt around on his cousin's face 
while his mother sucked him off, was extremely stimulating 
to the young boy. His cock thrusts soon had Lily moaning 
loudly around Blaise's glistening fuck-pole. 

Harry moved a hand beneath his mother. Caressing her 
jiggling tits, her smooth, hard belly and her creamy thighs. 
His fingers slipped between her legs and felt for her clit. It 
mashed up against the base of his cock when he lunged 
forwards, so each time he pulled out, Harry rubbed the hard 
little bud gently, giving his mother continuous sexual 
stimulation. Lily almost bit Blaise's cock off as she gasped 
with delight, but the boy was so engrossed in sucking his 
mother's luscious cunt, that he hardly felt it. 

"Eat, Blaise's cock. Mom!", urged Harry. "Make him come in 
your hot fuckin' mouth!" 

As it turned out, Blaise was close to doing just that. The 
excitement of eating out his sexy mother while his equally 
horny aunt sucked his cock, was just too much for the boy. 

He began to writhe and buck his slender hips up off the 
couch, sending his prick deep into Lily's mouth. At the same 
time his lips found his mother's clit and he started sucking, 
as hard as he could. 

"AHHHHHHHHHHGGGHH! OHHHH, GODDDDD, YESSSSSS!", 
hissed Bella, grinding her cunt savagely down onto her son's 
face. "FUCK! I'M COMMMMMMMING!... MOMMA'S COMING 



BILLY! UHHHH, SUCK IT BABY! SUCK MY HOT CUNT! 
OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHH!” 

As she heard her friend's cry of ecstasy, Lily felt the cock in 
her mouth suddenly begin to swell and jerk... Blaise was 
coming as well. Lily sucked harder, squeezing her nephew's 
big, swollen balls with her fingers. She took his cock deep 
into her throat, just like she did with Harry, knowing what a 
turn-on it must be for the young boy. As Blaise suddenly 
climaxed, Lily felt her nephew's thick cream hit the back of 
her throat in a torrent. She she swallowed repeatedly as jet 
after jet of hot, sticky jism filled her mouth. Blaise wrenched 
his mouth of his mother's spasming cunt and screamed with 
pleasure. 

"AHHHHHHHHHHHHHH! FUCK! OH, Ohhh, I'M COMING, AUNT 
HELEN! SUCK IT, BABY! EAT MY STUFF! SWALLOW IT ALL! 
UUUUUUUUUUHHHHHHHHH, Ohhh! FUUUUUUUUCK! 

Lily didn't need to be told twice. She swallowed down every 
drop, relishing the salty, male taste of her nephew's sperm 
as much as she did her son's. She licked the boy's cock 
clean before removing her mouth and letting him sit up. 

Bella flopped down beside her son, exhausted from the 
mind-blowing orgasm he had just given her and watched 
Harry who was still fucking his mother with long, steady 
strokes. 

"Ummm, mmmmm," she said, staring at the swampy 
junction between her nephew's cock and her friend's cunt. 
“Looks like you two could be at it for hours!" Lily looked up 
at her and smiled. 

“Harry can fuck all night if he wants too, Bella", she gasped, 
still holding onto Blaise's rapidly deflating cock, “...and 
believe me after the last few days, I know!" 



Beginning to feel horny again, Bella got up and stood beside 
her nephew, gazing down at the boy's pistoning cock as he 
unselfconsciously continued to fuck his mother from behind. 
His long, thick shaft glistened with his mother's juices and 
Bella stared at it with hungry, lustfilled eyes. 

“The way I feel right now. Sis..." she murmured, dropping a 
hand to her drooling cunt. "... he might have to do just 
that!" 

Harry looked at his aunt and saw the lust in her eyes. His 
gaze travelled down her gorgeous body, taking in her firm, 
jutting breasts, and the creamy smooth rise of her tight little 
belly, coming to rest finally between her thighs. Bella lifted 
her right foot up onto the couch, giving her nephew a good 
look at her cunt, still a glistening, passionate pink from the 
sucking it had just received from Blaise. She smiled as Harry 
began to fuck his mother noticeably faster. 

“See how juicy my pussy is, Harry!'', breathed Bella, lewdly 
spreading the wet, hairy lips of her cunt with both hands. 
“Ohhh, yeah! Look at your aunty's hot, wet cunt, baby! Fuck 
your mother and look at my juicy cunt!" 

Harry stared at his aunt's pussy, his cock swelling even more 
inside his mother's very tight, very hot cunt, as he rammed 
into her even harder. 

“Fuck her, Harry!'', Bella purred, rubbing a finger into her 
open slit. “Oh, baby, fuck her hot, wet cunt. Yeah, fuck your 
mother, Harry! She loves it!" 

His mother did indeed love it! Bella's words had such an 
effect on Harry that his cock felt like it had just grown to 
twice its normal size! 



“Uhhhhhhh!”, gasped Lily, her eyes going wide as she felt 
the wonderfully filling sensation of her son's massive cock 
stretching her cunt. "Ohhhhhhh, Bella! Keep it up! I love 
this! Ummmmm, his cock feels like a goddamn baseball bat 
stuffed up my cunt!" 

Blaise, who was still recovering on the couch, coaxed his soft 
cock with trembling fingers, his eyes gleaming with rising 
desire. Bella bent down and kissed Lily's hot, panting mouth, 
sucking her friend's tongue between her lips. Harry, feeling 
his cock gripped very tightly inside his mother's cunt, 
watched as his aunt and mother sucked each other's tongue. 
Bella was breathing heavily as she watched her handsome 
young nephew fuck his cock into her friend with deep, 
almost savage strokes. She moved up close beside him, 
rubbing her tits against his body. 

"Is she good and tight, Harry?", whispered Bella running her 
hands over the boy's squirming ass. "Is my friend's cunt nice 
and tight for you, baby!" 

"Yes! Oh, fuck yesssss!", hissed Harry. His sweaty thighs 
slammed against his mother's ass with loud slapping noises. 
Harry reached out a hand and groped between Bella's legs. 
"Let me feel your pussy. Aunt Bella!", he husked. 

"Oh, baby! Yes!" groaned Bella, spreading her legs wide 
apart for her lusty nephew. 

Still fucking his mother, Harry cupped his aunt's cuntmound, 
stroking his long fingers the length of her moist, furry slit. 
She moaned and pushed her cunt onto his palm, her hips 
rolling and twisting, the pressure of his hand against her 
mound only teasing her. 


"Finger-fuck it!", she cried, grabbing his hand. "Fuck me 
with your fingers, Harry!" 



With a moan of delight, Harry jammed his fingers into his 
aunt's bubbling cunt, bringing a hot hiss of delight from 
Bella. 

“Ohhhhhhhhh, yessssssssssssssss!" 

“Ohhh, you're wet. Aunt Bella!", gasped Harry, feeling his 
aunt's hot, slippery cuntflesh envelop his fingers. "So fuckin' 
hot and wet!" 

"I sure am, baby!", breathed Bella, hunching onto the boy's 
stiff digits. 

Blaise was still watching as he sat on the couch playing with 
himself. His cock had grown almost to it's former glory, and 
he stared at the wanton scene before him with growing 
excitement, his fist pumping up and down on his long, hard 
shaft. Bella looked down at her son, jerking on his prick. 

"Let me know when you're gonna come again, Blaise!", she 
said. "I wanna take your next load in my mouth, baby!" 

"Ok, Mom!", grinned the boy, lewdly pulling on his cock, "It's 
all yours!" Lily was close to climax. Her son's cock was filling 
her overheated snatch like it never had before. She watched 
Blaise jerk on his big cock and listened to Bella whimper, 
becoming more and more aroused with every passing 
second. 

"Ohhhh, Harry, fuck me baby!", moaned Lily. "I'm gonna 
come!" 

Bella wrapped her arms around her nephew's shoulders and 
hunched against his hand, feeling the boy's fingers fucking 
deliciously into her juicy quim. 



“Fuck her, Harry!", she groaned, "and fuck me with your 
fingers! Oh, yes, darling! Finger-fuck your aunt in the cunt 
and cock-fuck your mother in the cunt and... ohhhhhh, ram 
it to us... both of us!" 

Harry felt his mother's pussy contract around his prick. He 
couldn't concentrate on both cunts at the same time. He 
fucked into his mother's cunt frantically, watching his aunt 
fuck her hairy snatch on his fingers. Then, with a loud cry, 
Harry pulled his fingers out of his aunt's cunt and grabbed 
his mother's twisting, churning, tight ass. He fucked harder, 
grunting with the effort. 

Bella shot her own hand down to her cunt to replace the 
sudden void left by her nephew's fingers, and began to 
finger-fuck herself furiously, spreading her long, slender legs 
as wide as she could. Suddenly she felt hands pulling her 
down onto the couch. It was her son, his teenage cock once 
more fully erect. 

"Come here. Mom!", Blaise growled. "You look like you need 
a good fuck!" 

"Ohhhh, do I ever, sweetheart!", Bella smiled, straddling her 
son's muscular young thighs. "Momma needs a pussy-full of 
my little boy's big cock real bad!" She gasped as the head of 
Blaise's fat prick pushed past the tender outer lips of her 
pussy and buried itself deeply in her wet, firey cuntslit. 

"Ohhhhh, I feel like I'm gonna come too!", Bella squealed, 
the instant her son began to move his cock inside her belly. 
"Make me come, Blaise! Ooooooh, fuck me! Make mother 
come!... Let's all come together!" 


Lily was already there, with Harry not far behind. 



"OHHHHHHHHH! OH, GOD! OHHHHH, GOD! I'M 
CUMMMMMING! FUCK ME, HARRY! FUCK ME, BABY!", she 
screamed. "GIVE IT TO ME HARD, YOU GORGEOUS LITTLE 
FUCKER!" 

Bella twisted her head at her friend's cry of passion, still 
humping wildly up and down on Blaise's deeply imbedded 
cock. 

"Ooooooh, come in her cunt, Harry, honey!", urged Bella. 

"Fill your mother's sweet little pussy with cum! Squirt it to 
her, baby, right up her hot, wet little cunthole!... And after 
you do... I'm gonna lick it all out!" 

Lily quivered with ecstasy, as much with the pleasure of her 
orgasm as with the thought of having her friend's lips on her 
cunt once again... especially if Harry and Blaise would be 
watching. With a grunt, Harry came, spewing a jerky stream 
of hot, thick sperm into Lily's sucking cunt. 

"AHHHGGGHH! MOM! Ohhh!", he yelled, pounding against 
his mother as hard as he could. "UHHHHHH, TAKE IT!... TAKE 
IT ALL IN YOUR HOT, FUCKIN' CUNT, MOM!" 

The boy's cock jerked powerfully inside her, squirting time 
and time again, flooding his mother's cunt with his hot, 
incestuous load. Lily cried out again, her son's ejaculation 
triggering another, stronger orgasm, deep inside her well- 
fucked pussy, her violently contracting cunt-muscles trying 
to squeeze his cock off at the base. 

"Uuuuhhh, Harry!", screamed Lily, writhing in ecstasy. "Keep 
shooting it up my cunt, baby!... Ohhh Ohhh!... Ohhh, that 
feels fuckin' good!" 


Harry continued ramming his mother's gooey cunt, his hilted 
cock gushing ropes of sperm into the very heart of her 



womb, filling Lily's quivering pussy with his hot, incestuous 
seed. 

It was always the same. Her young son's swollen balls held 
so much cum, there was no way her cunt could hold it all. It 
gushed out around his pistoning cock, covering her 
pussylips in a creamy froth, and began to slowly leak down 
the insides of Lily's trembling thighs. 

"Mmmmmmmmm," she said, "your cum's making a mess out 
of me, darling! Such a beautiful mess!" 

Bella watched with hot eyes as her friend reached down and 
smeared Harry' excess cream all over the wriggling cheeks 
of her ass. Blaise's cock was about ready to shoot another 
load up into her tight, slippery cunt-sheath, but Bella was 
more interested in her friend's squirming, juice-smeared 
crotch. The sight of her friend's juicy pussy combined with 
her son's rapid cock movements were all Bella needed to 
push her over the edge once more. 

"Ohhhhhh, Blaise! Let me have it, baby!", she screamed, still 
staring at the thick jism oozing out of Lily's tightly-stretched 
cunthole. 

"Are you ready for my jizz. Mom?", Blaise gasped anxiously. 

"As soon as you can shoot it, stud!", whimpered his mother. 
"Give it to me, lover, as hot and sticky and quick as you 
can!" 

"How about right now. Mom?" whispered Blaise. 

"Perfect!" 


"You got it. Mom!" 



Blaise's sperm shot from the end of his dick like a fountain, 
filling his mother's bucking cunt with thick, creamy jets of 
boy-spunk. 

“Ohhh, am I fucked... so fucked!", groaned Bella. "I must be 
the luckiest mother in the whole fucking world!" 

"I think we both are, Bella!", Lily gasped. She let her son's 
wilting cock slip out of her sopping cunt and collapsed in a 
satisfied heap on the floor, her legs falling shamelessly 
open. Bella slithered off Blaise's lap and landed on the floor 
beside her friend. 

"Mmmmmmm, will you just look at my poor little pussy!", 
cried Bella, her yawning thighs framing the oozing condition 
of her messy cunt. "Have you ever seen anybody who looked 
so fucked?" 

Lily stared at her friend's drooling cunt and smiled. 

"No, Bell, nobody... except forme!" 

Bella had to agree as she gazed hungrily at the state of 
Lily's equally ravaged fuck-hole. Harry and Blaise sat 
panting on the couch, completely drained, both of them 
absolutely exhausted from the sheer effort of fucking their 
horny, insatiable mothers. 

"Looks like our two studs are all fucked out for the moment, 
Lils!" observed Bella, nodding towards the boys. 

"Sure looks like it!", agreed Lily. 

Bella ran her fingers over her friend's sticky thighs and 
scooted closer. 



“Why don't we give them a little show, Lils?", Bella 
whispered, flicking the tip of her hot, wet tongue into her 
friend's ear. Lily shivered with delight, running her hands 
over Bella's jutting tits. 

“What exactly do you have in mind?" 

“Mmmmmmm, do I have to spell it out for you?'', murmured 
Bella, pushing her friend onto her back. “You do want to eat 
my pussy as much as I want to eat yours, don't you, Lily 
flower? 

Lily just moaned and pulled her friend on top of her, twisting 
around until Bella's dripping cunt was directly over her 
upturned face. 

“Yes! Oh, yes! Suck me. Bell!'', she begged. “Let's show our 
son's how we get our jollies when there aren't any stiff 
cock's around. Let's show 'em everything, Bella". 

“Ohhhh, fuck yeahhhhhh!", moaned Bella, rubbing her juice- 
filled slit across her friend's lips. “Lick it, hon! Oooooh! Suck 
Blaise's cum right out of my cunt!" 

Lily flicked out her tongue and took a long swipe through 
Bella's sticky gash, moaning with pleasure at the delightful 
flavour. 

“Mmmmmmm! Ohhh, you taste good. Bell!", Lily gasped, 
swallowing down a big glob of jism and cunt-cream. 

“Uhhhhhhhh, Ohhh! Baby! Lick it all out!", groaned her 
friend. 

Lily's hot tongue made another swipe through Bella's pinkly 
oozing pussylips, causing the horny woman to gasp loudly. 
Bella's legs felt weak and wobbly, as Lily began to eat her 



cunt in earnest. With a low moan, Bella fell forward and 
began to nuzzle at her friend's cuntlips. 

“Spread your legs, Lils. I'm gonna eat your sweet cunt!'', 
panted Bella. 

Pushing Lily's thighs wide apart, Bella dipped her head and 
began licking ardently at her friend's upraised cuntmound. 
Her fingers pulled the wet, pulpy lips apart, and her tongue 
darted in and out, licking and teasing the oily pink flesh that 
oozed out at her. Bella felt Lily's cute little ass tighten and 
quiver as she plunged her tongue into her friend's cunt as 
far as it would go. 

“Ohhhhh, Bella, baby!'', cried Lily between licks of her 
friend's drooling snatch. “Stick it right up there, lover! Fuck 
my cunt with your tongue!" 

Sweet melty feelings were soaring up between her legs. Her 
belly fluttered wildly. She raised her ass up off the floor and 
mashed her pussy hard into Bella's face. Bella was doing 
likewise. The wet, hungry sounds of cunt-sucking soon filled 
the room as the two hotly aroused friends writhed around on 
the floor, licking the cum out of each other's cunt. 

On the couch, Harry and Blaise stared in awe, watching their 
mother's lewd lesbian sixty-nine with rising passion. Both 
boys were rubbing absently at their limp pricks, which soon 
began to stiffen in their fists at the highly stimulating scene 
being played out before them. 

“Ohhh, Blaise! Will ya look at them go!", gasped Harry, his 
bright young eyes wide with lust. 

He knew very well the results of a show like this on his 
manhood. He turned to Blaise and saw that his cousin and 
friend was just as excited. 



“Yeahhhh!”, whispered Blaise. “Ohhh, I've never seen my 
Mom do that before!" 

"Me either!" replied Harry, getting down onto the floor 
beside the witches for a better look. Bella noticed the boy's 
hardon immediately and pulled her mouth off her friend's 
cunt for a moment. 

"Don't just sit there playing with it Harry!", she husked, 
eyeing off her nephew's dick. "Get round behind me and put 
that thing to some good use!" 

"You mean fuck your cunt while Mom is sucking it?", asked 
Harry. 

"No, silly!" said Bella. "There's another hole back there not 
being used!" 

Harry grinned wickedly as he realized what Bella had in 
mind. He scrambled quickly into position behind her, 
placing the tip of his prick between the wide-spread cheeks 
of Bella's deeply tanned ass. His cockhead slid up against 
his aunt's crinkled asshole almost of it's own volition, and as 
soon as he felt it make contact, Harry grabbed her hips and 
lunged forward. 

"Ahhhhhgggghh! Ohhhhhhh, baby!", squealed Bella, as she 
felt her nephew's huge cock slide deep into her hot, buttery 
asshole. "That's niiiiiiice!" 

"Shut-up and suck my mother's cunt, bitch!", growled Harry, 
slamming his young cock hard into Bella's twitching anus. 
"I'll do all the talking from now on! Otherwise I won't fuck 
you, okay?" 

"No! Don't stop!", begged Bella. "Don't you dare take that 
wonderful hard prick out of me! 




'Then suck her, baby! Suck Mom's cunt while I fuck the shit 
out of your hot fuckin' asshole!" 

Bella obeyed, sucking and slobbering on her friend's cunt as 
her excited nephew fucked her squirming butt. His aunt's 
asshole was tight, very tight, and as the slippery gripping 
sheath slipped back and forth on his shaft, Harry knew that 
despite his macho act, he wasn't going to last long, even 
after coming like a fountain in his mother's cunt only 
minutes before. 

"Ohhh! Blaise!", he gasped, trying to take his mind off the 
intense pleasure he was feeling, so he wouldn't come so 
quick. "This is tight! You wanna try it for a while? We can 
take turns!" 

"Yeah! Good idea, Harry!", replied his cousin. "Let's take 
turns ass-fucking my Mom!" 

Blaise knelt on the floor beside Harry and held his hard, 
throbbing cock at the ready, waiting for his cousin to pull 
out. When he did, Bella didn't even have time to register a 
complaint before her son's fat prick slid inside her, filling her 
twitching butt with nine inches of hard cockmeat. 

Blaise fucked his mother with a slow familiar rhythm. He 
knew her passion for ass-fucking, and always indulged her 
whenever they had sex. Unlike Harry, Blaise knew that he 
could fuck his mother's ass for hours, and often did... much 
to Bella's utter delight. Right now, the only thing that was 
likely to push him over the edge too soon was the way his 
aunt's nose occasionally brushed against the underside of 
his cock as he fucked his mother's tight, buttery ass. The 
thought of Lily's pretty face so close to his cock was 
extremely exciting. 



Harry sat on the floor beside them fisting his cock, keeping it 
hard for his turn at Bella's asshole. As he stroked his prick, 
the boy reached out with his other hand and squeezed his 
aunt's dangling tits. He fondled the firm, creamy globes and 
pinched her stiff nipples, causing Bella's moans of pleasure 
to become noticeably louder. 

"Your turn, Harry!", called Blaise, pulling his dick out of his 
mother's asshole with a loud squelch. Harry wasted no time 
in replacing it with his own, and was soon eagerly butt- 
fucking his gorgeous aunt once more, rocking her slim hips 
with hard, savage strokes. 

The two boy's traded places once more, and Blaise fucked 
Bella while Harry pumped his cock and watched his mother. 
Lily was bucking her hips up at her friend's mouth. Her cunt 
was wide open. The bright, succulent gash gaped lewdly, 
oozing torrents of clear musk into Bella's suctioning mouth. 
Harry stared transfixed as he watched his aunt feast on his 
mother's eager snatch. Oily cum-juice soaked Bella's chin, 
her lips, her cheeks. His mother's cunt bush was matted and 
gooey with slime. The wanton sight was like a magnet to the 
young boy, and he crawled round between his mother's legs 
for a better look. 

Blaise asked if he wanted a turn fucking Bella, but Harry just 
waved him away, more interested in his mother's pussy at 
the moment. Blaise just shrugged and continued his 
unhurried maternal assfuck. Harry soon had his face 
between his mother's wide-stretched thighs, alongside 
Bella's. 

"Does my Mom's pussy taste nice. Aunt Bella?", grinned 
Harry. Bella looked up at her nephew with glazed eyes. 

"Here, taste for yourself, honey!" 



She grabbed him by the back of the head and crushed her 
open lips passionately onto his. He kissed her back, 
feverishly, and as Bella slithered her juice-covered tongue 
into his mouth, Harry sucked it hungrily, eager to sample the 
fruits of his mother's loins direct from his aunt's hot mouth. 

They kissed passionately for some time, only becoming 
aware of Lily's urgency when they felt her steamy cunt 
humping up against their cheeks, desperate for attention. 
Harry and Bella reluctantly broke their hot kiss and fastened 
their lips on Lily's neglected cunt together, taking turns to 
lick her juicy slit and suck the glistening, pink pussy-flesh 
deep into their mouths. 

Waves of ecstatic pleasure coursed through the entire length 
of Lily's body as she felt two sets of hungry lips on her cunt. 
The knowledge that they belonged to her son and her friend 
increased her lust a hundredfold. She pulled her mouth from 
Bella's pussy, unable to contain her excitement. 

"Uhhhhhh! Yessss! Suck me, both of you! Unnnnnnggghhh! 
Ohhh, two mouths are not only better than one... they're 
fuckin' fantastic! Ooooooh, Ohhhddd! Eat meeee!" 

Harry and Bella were doing just that. Bella's active and 
skillful tongue fought her nephew's for the lion's share of 
Lily's tasty snatch. The duel ended in compromise, with 
Bella sucking her friend's erect clit while Harry stabbed his 
tongue deep into his mother's gaping fuckhole. When their 
tongues occasionally met, Harry and Bella kissed each other 
hotly, sharing Lily's abundant cunt-juices between them. 

In no time at all, Lily was writhing and moaning like a 
madwitch under the dual assault on her over-heated twat. 

So much so, that she was completely neglecting her friend's 



cunt. All that mattered right now was the incredible feelings 
of pleasure filling her brain. 


Blaise was still ass-fucking his mother, watching the others 
with rising excitement as he pumped steadily back and forth 
in her tight, hot shit-chute. He looked down between his 
mother's thighs at his aunt's open mouth. It was only inches 
from his cock, her full, sensuous lips, delightfully parted in 
ecstasy. He suddenly had a wild idea! Pulling his cock from 
his mother's hot, rectal sheath, the boy inserted it swiftly 
into her equally hot cunthole, giving her a few quick thrusts 
before pulling out again. Leaning forward he slowly eased 
his glistening cock full-length into his aunt's open mouth. 

Lily moaned as she swallowed her nephew's rock-hard prick, 
her lips stretching wide around the long, thick shaft, slick 
with her friend's cunt-juices. She sucked it hungrily, taking 
him as deep as she could into her throat without choking on 
his throbbing young meat. 

Suddenly, Blaise pulled his cock from her mouth and 
plunged it back into his mother's juicy cunt. He began to 
fuck her hard, feeling his climax approaching rapidly. Lily 
licked and sucked his swinging balls as Blaise pounded his 
prick into Bella's sloppy snatch. She licked her friend's cunt- 
juices off his shaft and sucked on Bella's swollen pussy-lips 
as her son fucked her to orgasm. 

Bella had Harry' cock in her mouth and was sucking the boy 
as hard and fast as she could, wanting to get him off before 
she climaxed herself. Harry was sucking his mother's cunt 
like a starved puppy, stabbing his tongue deep up into her 
drooling hole and flicking at her throbbing clit. All four of 
them were so close to orgasm that the room was filled with 
the constant sound of ecstatic moaning. 



Harry came first, grunting into his mother's open cunt as his 
cock jerked and twitched between his aunt's lips, filling her 
mouth with jet after jet of hot, creamy sperm. Bella 
swallowed every drop, even though the boy's ejaculation 
had triggered her own orgasm. Her cunt convulsed around 
Blaise's plowing prick, squeezing her son's shaft so hard he 
yelped in ecstasy and spurted his creamy, incestuous load 
into the recesses of her spasming twat. Harry plastered his 
mouth over his mother's cunt as he came, and sucked on her 
clit hard. At the same time he thrust his tongue into her 
juicy fuckhole and wriggled it around. Lily came on the spot. 
She hunched her pussy at her son's face and wailed in 
ecstasy as her climax exploded wave after wave of intense 
pleasure through her shuddering body. 

They all collapsed in a tangled heap of arms, legs, pussies 
and cocks, their naked bodies shiny with sweat, pussy-juice 
and jism. Blaise's cock slithered out of his mother's cunt and 
Lily watched as his creamy white sperm leaked out of her 
friend's well-fucked little hole. She lifted her head and 
lapped up the tasty mixture, poking her tongue into Bella's 
gaping slit to get more. 

Harry, licked the remains of his mother's cum from between 
her quivering pussy-lips and sat up, his cheeks and chin 
glistening with her juices. 

“Wow! That was fuckin' fantastic!'', he grinned. “I've never 
been sucked off and sucked cunt at the same time before!" 

“You better get used to it, baby," purred Bella, giving his 
limp cock one last loving kiss. “'Cause I have a feeling you 
two are gonna have to keep your mother and I happy for as 
long as you're here." 


“I'll second that!", said Lily licking Blaise's sticky cock. 



“Uhhhhhhh! Me too!”, gasped Blaise as Lily swallowed him 
whole and nuzzled her nose in his pubic hairs. 

In the next few days, the four of them hardly left the house. 
No one wore any clothes and when they weren't eating they 
were fucking like rabbits. Blaise and Harry almost had 
enough stamina between them to satisfy their horny 
mothers. And when they didn't, Lily's stamina potion was up 
to the job. And occasionally when both boys were tuckered 
out at the same time, Lily and Bella would pleasure each 
other with their tongues. The extremely erotic display of 
their mothers engaged in a hot and juicy sixty-nine usually 
got the boys hard again in no time, and they were soon back 
in action, fucking their long, hard cocks into the two 
squealing moms. 

Eventually, though the time came to leave and Blaise and 
Harry each gave their aunts a long, slow good-bye fuck. 

Bella and Blaise promised to come and visit them as soon as 
they could. So, with bags packed and loaded in the car, Lily 
and Harry waved goodbye and headed off on the long drive 
home. 


Chapter 28 - Very Fun Morning 

Fleur Delacour had big tits, and she knew it. She cupped 
them in her hands, hefting them out for Harry's inspection 
as he stood gaping before her, inspencting the merchandise. 

"Well?” she asked sweetly, enjoying his stare. ”1 told you 
they were bigger than Hermione's, didn't I? Is this proof 
enough?” 


Slowly Harry Potter's head bobbed up and down, his face 
slack with excitement. "Merlin, are they ever!” 




The answer came out breathless, making Fleur smile at the 
tortured look on her lover's face. Though excited by the 
prospect of having her oversized titties touched by him 
again, she pretended to hesitate. “Well... I don't know. Are 
you sure your parents won't come back here? If they started 
wondering where we disapeared...'' 

She glanced at the open shack door, almost expecting to see 
his dad's body coming up the battered way behind the 
manor. She had arrived yesterday to spend a week during 
summer brake with his family, and the last thing she wanted 
now was to get caught like this. 

Harry's handsome face scrunched in a wince, and he spoke 
hastily. “Nah, they come back here only when we play 
quidditch... look. I'll make sure no one can see anything." 

With those words he quickly got out his wand and put up 
some privacy and alarm wards. This way they were more 
secure for what was coming next. 

Actually, the shack wasn't the most private place in the 
world even with its door shut. Little more than a makeshift 
shack, its boarded walls gaped to let the country morning 
sunshine stream in, more than enough to let someone peek 
in if they wanted to. And the subdued lazy cackles of the 
brooms as they perched in their places reminded Fleur of an 
audience, all intently looking on as she stood with her shirt 
bunched at her shoulders and her tits jutting out. 

For a moment she was almost sorry she'd set out to prove to 
Harry that her tits were bigger than his bestfriend's. If he 
hadn't pointed out a cow and made a snide remark about 
Hermione's tits, it never would have gotten started. On the 
other hand, she was the one who'd pushed the subject by 
announcing that her tits were every bit as big as his 



bestfriend and lover's and maybe even bigger. One thing 
had led to another, and now she found herself standing in a 
broom shack with her tits sticking out just like that cow's, all 
because she wanted to impress her lover. 

At least she'd accomplished that much. Harry was 
impressed. Glancing furtively toward the manor where he 
hoped his parents were still sleeping or just getting up, he 
fixed the door shut and came back. 

“Okay. Now we've got lots of privacy. Are you going to let me 
feel your tits, or not?" 

“Oh, all right." She shrugged, making them bobble with 
enticement. “Just a little, then. Until I say to stop." 

“Sure." Harry grinned agreeably, knowing that once he got 
hold of those big tits he intended to hang on just as long as 
he wanted. After all, it wasn't every day he got to wrap his 
fingers around a pair like those! “Anything you say, Fleur. 
Anything at all." As he spoke, his hands flew up without 
warning and mashed against her ripe pliant tits, making her 
gasp. 

“Ohhh, that hurts! Not so hard... ahhh, that's better. Much 
better..." 

Harry's fingers slowed their first urgent kneadings, and 
began to rub across her tits in a slow, tender massage. His 
voice came out husky. “Is that all right?" 

“Uhmm, yes..." 

Fleur gave a purr as her fat, tingling nipples spiked out 
against his palms, itching with a sudden incredible 
sensation. 



startled by that abrupt press of hard rubbery nipple flesh, 
he jerked his hands back. “Merlin! What's happening?" 

Staring down in total amazement, Harry saw her nipples puff 
out until they had to be at least an inch long and finger- 
thick, their flared points distended, red with inflamed 
reaction. 

She had to smile, observing the happiness on his face. He 
reached out again, this time more gingerly, and flicked one 
stiffened nipple with a finger. 

Fleur gasped. "Ye - ehhss..." 

Her nipple strummed out quivering. 

Harry frowned. "Does it hurt?" 

His finger flicked across her taut nipple again, then moved 
in a circle over the bumpy plumped surface of its pink 
areola. 

Fleur felt her cunt melt in a flood of steamy juices. "Uhm, 
not when you do it nice and easy like that. In fact, it feels 
nice!" 

Picking up courage once more, he gently placed his palms 
over her large expanded nipples and rubbed them in a 
rotating motion, feeling those huge swollen buds bend and 
spring erect, stifferthan ever. 

Frowning in utter concentration, Harry studied his lover's tits 
as if they were the last tits he would ever see. He watched 
their nipples pop up resiliently under each roll of his hands. 
He also noticed the tremors that shot through Fleur's body. 
Her attractive face took on a strange expression, full lips 
parting in a long, low groan and blue eyes fluttering oddly 



as he twanged and teased her nipples with hesitant, curious 
care. 

“Do you like that, Fleur? Or... I can stop, if you really want 
me to..." 

“Nuh - no, don't stop." 

Breathless and dizzy from the aching excitement that soared 
through her pussy, Fleur shook her head, her long blonde 
curls cascading like a golden aura. Instead she arched her 
shoulders, shoving those big bouncy jugs at him for more 
attention. “Keep doing that. It... it feels nice. Oh, ohhh..." 

His grin spreading wide when a thought came, Harry deftly 
grasped those fatly blossomed nipples between thumb and 
forefinger and gave them a couple of rhythmic squeezes, as 
if actually expecting a stream of hot liquid to gush forth. 
“Aaah!" 

Fleur gasped at those curious nipple-twisting tugs, her 
pussy frothing in a fresh torrent of cream. 

Seeing that she wanted more, Harry tugged again. His 
fingers pulled on her big inflamed nipples with tender 
expertise, taking care not to pull too hard. “Oh man, I could 
milk these babies dry! I'll bet I could get a gallon of milk out 
of 'em and it'd taste sweeter than that cow! Yeah, I'll bet 
you'd taste just like sugar, Fleur. All creamy and warm, like... 
oh shit..." 

Suddenly he couldn't stand it anymore. His head swooped 
down and without another word Harry pursed his lips hard 
onto one giant pink nipple and sucked it into his mouth, 
unable to hold back the urge to taste that sweet sugary tit a 
moment longer. 



“Oh Harry, that - ooohhh!" 


She squealed and arched, automatically mashing her tit to 
his face. Fleur had never before felt a thrill of pleasure like 
the one tearing through her now. But then, she'd never had 
her tits sucked like this for some time. The nipple caught 
between his lips started to tingle like crazy, and the tingling 
abruptly increased as his tongue slid wetly over her bloated 
spike, making it quiver like a plucked string. 

“Yes!" Before she quite realized it, Fleur heard herself crying 
out. “Yes, suck my titty like that! Suck it good and hard! It 
feels so... so nice, soooo nice! Ahhhh..." 

She reached up and clutched his head, fingers tangling in 
his dark tousled hair. Her tit shoved forward, filling his 
mouth and smashing against his face with such ferocity that 
he couldn't breathe. 

However, instead of pulling back he sucked all the harder. 
His hands slipped about Fleur's waist, and found that she 
was shuddering all over in a series of ripples that almost 
scared him if he didn't knew her. 

But her gasping, purring voice urged him on. “Suck... suck 
me, oh suck me good! Harder, Harry, harder! I'm - I'm going 
to - to - oooooh!" 

Her cry rose to a wail, and she spasmed. An earthquake 
seemed to erupt all through her, and by twisting his head 
Harry could see that her blue eyes were glazed and glassy, 
not like. Fleur's eyes at all. 

He did have a very good idea what was happening. But 
since she didn't seem the least interested in releasing her 
death-grip on his head, he kept on sucking. 



Finally the eruptions subsided, and it was at that moment 
that Harry had to jerk back for air. 

“Whuh - whew!” he gasped, flushed and breathing hard. 
”Wow, I never thought I'd almost get smothered to death by 
a tit! Fleur? Hey Fleur, you all right?” 

He took her shoulders and gave her a nudging shake. 

"Huhhh?” 

Fleur focused once more into reality, and the worried look on 
her lover's face. Spiraling down from the nicest surge of 
sensation she'd ever known, she blinked. The haze that had 
clouded her eyes slowly seeped away, and with it came the 
dawn of realization. 

She'd just had an orgasm. A very real honest-to-gosh 
orgasm, not what her husband try's to give her! The crotch 
of her jeans was sopping wet, and her tits throbbed. Her 
heart was pounding, and she felt dizzy all over. A very 
intense orgasm - and it was so wonderful! 

"Hey, Fleur...” 

She smiled, and Harry grinned. 

"Oh Merlin...The way you looked, I thought you were a 
goddess or something!” 

Her smile widened. When she spoke, her voice was a bit 
hoarse. "Well, technically... I am! Haven't - haven't you read 
about veela?” 


Harry went blank. "You mean the nymphs?” 



His total ignorance and serious expression were so ludicrous 
together that she had to bite her lip to keep from laughing 
out loud. “Of course, silly! You should know - you're 
bestfriend's a bookworm... remember?" 

At first he didn't understand. But the glow in Fleur's bright 
blue eyes told him he'd just done something right, whether 
he understood it or not. After an instant's hesitation, Harry 
grinned. 

“Want me to do it again?" 

He looked down at her tits, ready for another taste. 

However, he was in for a new surprise. Fleur nodded, 
reaching for the snap of her jeans. “All right. You'd like that, 
wouldn't you?" 

Stunned, Harry stared as she undid her jeans and began to 
push them down. He swallowed hard, feeling his cock lurch 
in his pants. He expected exactly this! His prick was twisting 
into a confined lump of solid rock as he watched the jeans 
slither crisply over his lover's hips and glide to the old wood 
floor. She stepped out of them, at the same time tugging her 
shirt the rest of the way off too. 

Now she stood before him in just her panties, atremble with 
a mixture of shyness and anticipation as the vivid memory 
of that orgasm urged her on. 

Harry's eyes fastened on her damp silk-clad crotch, and he 
let out a hoarse breath. “Oh shit..." 

He could see the darkened thatch of her cunt hair beneath 
the flimsy white fabric, and his prick began to throb so much 
it hurt. 



“Well, don't just stand there!" Fleur's taunting voice cut 
through his mesmerized stare. “I'm not going to strip naked 
in this old broom shack all by myself, you know! And... and 
besides, if you want to see me come more, you're going to 
have to help me now! That's only fair, isn't it?" 

He looked up at her dumbly. Then his face contorted. 
“Uhhh!" 

“Oh, yeah?" By this time Fleur had noticed the ominous 
bulge in his trousers, and the sudden sexy smile that flitted 
across her face was playful and knowing. “You want to see 
me, don't you? Like this?" 

Hooking her thumbs under the elastic band of her panties, 
she eased them down. The crisp top fringe of her pussy curls 
burst into view, all gold and downy and rich with the 
promise of more to come. 

Harry's throat went tight. Just that hint of pussy hair had his 
balls aching like hell, practically begging for a better look. 
Despite his experience, he knew when he was teased. 

“Oh, shit! Cock-teasing bitch!" 

Angrily he jerked his shirt off and threw it on the hay-littered 
floor. Then he went for his pants, and had them completely 
unfastened before he stoped. 

“You first." 

Fleur smiled. “All right. I don't mind." 

With one deft motion she shoved the panties down her legs, 
and stepped out of them completely. 



Harry ogled the abrupt spectacle of her blonde-furred cunt. 
Its thick triangular carpet glinted in the rays of the morning 
sunlight, and he could even see little flecks of wetness on 
the tufted peak that curled between her thighs, hiding the 
rim of her pussy from view. 

She stood proudly before him, enjoying the look on his face. 
“Now it's your turn. That is... if you want to see everything. 
And I mean absolutely everything!" 

She smiled even wider now, tingling with wicked 
excitement. 

There was no way out of it. Flushed and embarrassed but 
encouraged by the spectacle of his now-nude lover, Harry 
worked his pants down too. 

They inched off, with torturous slowness. The first of his 
cockcurls burst free, thick and dark and richly entwined. Her 
breath sucked in. The base of his cock appeared then, and 
she hissed the breath out again. 

"Ohhhh..." 

It loomed out of his cockfur like a fence post, much huger 
than she'd ever imagined and so thick that it made her 
pussy suddenly erupt in a frothy mixture of fear and 
excitement. 

The pants worked away, and more of his cock appeared. And 
more, and more, as if it intended to go on forever. His prick 
arced like a bow in the lowering confines of his trousers, and 
now she could see that his cock was all veined and pulsing, 
with a life of its own. She'd never seen anything like it 
before in her life, not even in pictures! 



Suddenly Harry jerked the pants down, and his cock sprang 
entirely free. It wagged up, enormous and hard and soaring 
out at her, its little pisstip glistening with a hint of moisture. 
Taken altogether, his cock was unbelievably bigger than her 
husband's. And sometimes it scared her. 

But at the same time, it made her ache. 

"Oh, Harry..." 

Hastily he pushed his pants to his ankles and kicked out of 
them, now as nude as she was. Flushing excitetly, he 
clenched his fists to keep them from trying to cover his 
engorged cock. 

"Well, what do you think?" 

Fleur's cunt was juicing wildly as she took in the big bloated 
cock sack that dangled beneath that monster prick, all 
wrinkled and lightly fuzzed and perfect. She didn't even try 
to hide her awe. "It... it's fantastic! I mean... oh, wow!" She 
watched that enormous prick bobbing majestically before 
her, its length swollen to incredible hugeness and big 
reddened head nodding acknowledgment, as if fully aware 
of the effect it had. 

Slowly Harry's grin of satisfaction tugged at his lips. "It's 
pretty big, huh? At least I always kind of thought so, 
compared to the other guys in school. Do you think it's big, 
Fleur?" 

He sidled forward, still a bit shy at the blatant way his prick 
was throbbing and straining straight out, aimed at her like a 
spear. 

Her answer came out in a husky appreciative whisper. "Oh 
yes, yesss..." 



For a moment longer Fleur simply stood there, taking in that 
monster of a cock and juicing up a torrent that leaked down 
her thighs, drenching them. 

“Well?” Harry spoke up suddenly, catching her attention. ”1 
showed you everything. Now it's your turn. Like you said, 
Fleur.” 

By this time even the slightest trace of restrain had been 
swept away in a flood of hot cream. Fleur obeyed gladly. She 
sank onto the cluttered floor, as she spread her legs wide. 

Her pussy opened up like a flower, its pink petaled lips 
pooching open all dewy and well greased to expose the 
entire creased recess of her hole to him, right down to the 
small erect hood of her taut, fattened clit. 

It was the a pussy he'd seen close-up many times, and Harry 
goggled. His cock thrummed up. His dark green eyes 
fastened on his lover's splayed pussy, taking it in with a 
hungry expression. 

She creamed furiously under his stare, and wiggled. "Now... 
now do you want to see me come, like I promised?” Her 
hands slipped down between herslickened inner thighs. 

His head moved up and down. "Yeah. Show me how girls 
come. I want to see... oh jeez...” 

His voice rattled off as Fleur pulled her cunt lips even wider 
apart, gleefully showing him the snug wet depths of her 
pussy gash in her most blatant display yet. 

Harry looked as if he were going to explode his load of cock 
cream on the spot. His prick wagged frantically, and his eyes 
took on a hazed expression. 



Pussy juice burst from her drenched young cunt in a flood. 
She dipped a finger along the slickened crease between her 
cunt lips, all the way along her pussy gash until it rolled 
across her clit with twanging jolts of delight. 

She gasped. When she spoke, the words came out as a 
surprise, even to her. 

“It... it might be better if you used your cock to make me 
come. If you just put it against my pussy, like... you know, 
almost like we were fucking, I could come really nice then..." 

If anything that offer made Harry's prick ripple with furious 
agreement as he took in his lover's pert open-mouthed 
pussy, all slick with fragrant drool and gaping with eager 
invitation. 

His answer came out a groan. “Yeah, me too. We could both 
come like that... let's try it and see." 

Instantly he was scrambling forward. On his knees, he glided 
between her open thighs into a crouch and pushed his 
hardened cock at the gold-fringed slash of pinkness that 
pouted wide before him. His cockhead slithered into a 
ticklish tangle of soaked fur, pressing against hot, wet, 
pussy flesh. 

Fleur groaned loudly at that hot-poker feel of cock sliding up 
to her pussy. “Oh - ohhhh..." 

On his hands and knees, he grunted. “How's this?" 

His inflamed cocktip pushed against her buttery cunt lips, 
lodging between them. Fleur's mouth flew open and a long 
moan slid out as, for the first time ever, she actually felt her 
cunt mouth being pried open around a real, throbbing prick! 



“Oh yehhhsss..." 


She squirmed ecstatically, feeling her cunt folds expand and 
melt into a snug vise about her lover's rimmed cockhead. 

“Oh, shit!" Harry hissed. 

Her moist, rubbery cunt lips seemed to suck his pricktip in 
like a fat piece of candy, slurping at it for the rich goodness 
that boiled up in his balls. Shit, he practically had his cock 
poked right in a girl's cunt! It felt so good that he twitched 
his hips, easing his cock around in her taut, slickened pussy 
hole. 

“That... that's nice!" Fleur cooed, blasting juices all over his 
meaty prickhead. “Oh that's going to make me come really 
good! Move it around some more, yes that's - aaahhh! What 
- what're you doing? Oh Harry!" 

As if of its own accord, Harry's cock eased deeper into his 
lover's slurpy hot cunt hole, snuggling into her. It stretched 
her cunt wide apart, and she cried out as a sudden burst of 
pain seemed to rip through her. 

“Oh fuck, that is good! Harry, it - it's soo good! Too - 
oooooh!" 

Harry let out a growl. His prick was being sucked right up 
her tight cunt chute, aided by the writhing twists of her hips 
as she tried to sink it deeper. He sank atop her with a 
shudder, and Fleur wailed as her cunt was split wide and 
filled with hard pulsing cock. 

They lay like that a long moment, both panting equally 
excited by the fact that Harry's cock was totally sheathed 
inside her. Both of them had really wanted exactly 



something like this to happen. They were lovers, and lovers 
were supposed to do this kind of stuff! 

But Harry couldn't hold back a throaty groan of sheer 
delight as he lay gasping atop Fleur's voluptuous body, her 
large tits shoving against his flat chest and legs flopping 
apart and pussy squeezing on his meat in a vise-like grip. 

“Oh shit, Fleur, your pussy feels great! So fucking great, I 
just can't... ohhh..." 

“Nuhhhmmm...'' 

Fleur's response came out in a gurgle of pure sensation as 
the worst twangs of first contact faded, being replaced by a 
feeling so nice that she felt her body twitch to experience it 
better. Threads of pleasure continued to snap through her 
stuffed cunt, and they were increasing quickly as she clung 
to Harry's muscular body, getting used again to his weight 
and the feel of his prick buried up her cunt. 

“Ohhh, I can feel it!" she moaned, practically whimpering as 
fresh floods of juice poured over his cock shaft until it was 
oily and slick. “I can feel it all the way up inside me! Wuhh - 
Oooh, Harry, you're fucking me so good!" 

Her words made him laugh. “Yeah," he grunted harshly. 
“Yeah..." 

He couldn't stop himself. His hips started a slow pumping 
motion, working an inch or two of his engorged cock in and 
out of her squeezing hot hole. It was the real thing, all right. 
His prick slid back and forth, picking up speed. Its strokes 
grew longer, faster. It reamed Fleur's pliant cunt flesh apart 
and shoved with increasing friction. She squealed, and her 
ass arched off the broom shack floor as if pulled up by a 
magnet. 



'That... that's nice! Oh gosh, that's so nice! Keep doing it, 
keep moving it around inside me like that! Oh we're fucking, 
we're really fucking now! Owwwoooh..." 

Her long gold hair streamed out amidst the littered straw 
and standing brooms, her lithe teenaged body writhing with 
swelling rapture as her pleasure gave way to blossoming 
explosions of bliss. Her strong slender thighs clamped on 
either side of his waist for leverage, and she began to hunch 
in a rhythm that matched Harry's thrusts as he shoved his 
cock in and out of her pussy. 

"Ohhh shit..." 

"Owwhh... wuhhhhwww..." 

They were fucking, really, truly fucking. Harry pushed his 
meat deep up his lover's pussy, making her wail and surge 
with the growing fury of his lunges. Her fingers slid down 
and clutched his taut asscheeks, nails digging in hard as she 
reeled up to take his harsh thrusts. They both soared to 
orgasm. Only a couple of minutes had passed, but it seemed 
to last forever. 

"I'm gonna cum!" Harry blurted out as his cock snaked up 
her grasping cunt, plunging in and out with frantic need. 

"I'm gonna shoot my load up your pussy, Fleur! Oh shit. I'm 
gonna do it! Yeah, yeah!" 

If it was possible, he lunged even faster. His cockbase 
slammed against Fleur's stiff, fattened clit, sending extra 
sparks shooting all through her. The eruption of orgasm that 
built in her now was like nothing she'd even remotely 
suspected possible. She bucked up on the old creaking floor 
of the shed, giving a small scream as her pussy was jammed 
full again and again. 



“Yesss! Come in me, shoot your cum up inside me Harry! I 
want it - I want it all up my pussy! Faster, faster! Ohhhh 
Harry, nowww! Now - ooowwwoooooohhh!” 

When the eruption came, it lifted her up with the force of an 
earthquake, sheathing her onto his pounding prick as if they 
were fastened together for eternity. She shrieked. 

“Aaaaannnhhh!” 

“Uhhhh!" 

A shuddering spasm surged throughout Harry's tensed body, 
and his cock exploded. A spurt of hot geysering liquid shot 
deep up Fleur's crammed pussy, and was followed by a 
second. And then a third. And a fourth. Blast after blast of 
jism tore into her in long thready arcs, making her own 
climax all the nicer. 

The two lovers hung onto each other, panting and hurting 
and mewling in unison, as they soaked up the most 
complete orgasm of their lives. When his balls were drained, 
Harry slumped with a husky sigh. 

"Aaahhhhh..." 

"Uhhhmmm..." 

Fleur groaned in return as his prick splattered the last little 
droplets of jizz into her flooded pussy. Hot thick syrup 
overflowed and trickled down the crevice of her ass. 

It was the most wonderful feeling she'd ever known. 

“Oh Merlin!" he gasped into her ear, his breath warm. “Oh 
Fleur, that was something else! Oh yeah..." 



Slowly his cock went limp inside her, until it slipped free 
with a wet plop. Harry gave her a loverly and passionate kis 
on the lips, then rolled away still gasping. 

"Ohhhh...” 

Fleur lay there a moment, just luxuriating in the sticky hot 
lather of cockcream seething in her cunt. Then a smile crept 
over her lips. She rose languidly, and reached for her 
crumpled clothes. 

Harry watched her dress, until she stood over him fully clad 
and looking down at his limp used up prick with an self- 
satisfied expression on her face. 

He grinned back. “What's the hurry, Fleur? We haven't been 
gone that long and... I'll bet if we wait a few minutes, we can 
have some more fun...'' 

“Oh, there's lots of time for having fun." There was a lilt in 
her voice, and an extra sway of her hips as Fleur soaked up 
the realization of having gotten a very good fucking with all 
the Weasley clan very close by. “This day is just starting! 
We'll have lots of time for having fun - and that's a promise! 
But I feel like waking up Hermione. That witch's going to 
sleep the whole day away if I don't! See you later, Harry." 

She started off with a light bouncy step, and Harry rose onto 
his hands, calling after her. “Hey! I thought you were going 
to help me with my broom!" 

“Well I changed my mind!" Pausing at the door, she stuck 
out her tongue. Then, with a last little sway of her ass, she 
bounced off. 


Harry grinned after her, frankly not surprised. “Witches!" 



...SS...SS...SS... 


“Hey sleepyhead, wake up! Come on, Hermione - up!" 

Racing into the bedroom she shared with her friend on the 
second floor of the Potter Manor, all flushed and surging with 
energy after her recent experience, Fleur pounced on her 
lover's big double bed and tumbled over the sleeping shape 
snuggled there, shaking Hermione awake. 

“Whuh?" 

A thick mane of glossy dark brown hair cascaded across the 
pillow as she jerked back the single sheet wrapped about 
her lover's shape, and uncovered Hermione Weasley's 
attractive face. 

“Fleur, don't!" 

Hermione tried to pull the sheet back over her head, but 
Fleur wouldn't allow it. “Get up, Hermione! God, I think you 
could sleep forever! Come on. I've got something to tell 
you!" 

Reluctantly Hermione gave up the struggle and blinked 
awake, her large brown eyes focusing up at Fleur's beaming 
face. “Oh, all right. But it had better be good!" 

Grumpily she kicked away the sheet and sat up, yawning 
widely. In a sheer blue nightie that showed off the thrust of 
her tits, Fleur could see why Harry thought his bestfriend's 
tits were big and had grown - because they were. Jutting out 
against the flimsy material without the least little bit of sag, 
they jiggled slightly as she pushed herself groggily into a 
sitting position and rubbed her eyes, blinking. 



“Okay, I'm awake." She frowned a bit, puckering her full lips. 
“Now, what's so important?" 

“Guess what I've been doing?" A gleam flared in Fleur's 
eyes, a playful glitter as she felt the warm seeping ooze of 
Harry's cum leaking from her cunt. 

“FI - eur!" Hermione made a face. She was always a 
sourpuss in the mornings, thanks to Ron's snoring. “How 
would I know? Are you going to tell me, or not?" 

Fleur would've enjoyed tormenting her lover more, but she 
was bursting with the news. It wouldn't hold back, no matter 
how hard she tried. 

“All right. Guess who just showed me his cock?" 

At first the words didn't register. Hermione pushed back her 
long brown hair, hardly listening. Then the statement 
penetrated. Her eyebrows flew up, and she gasped: “Just 
showed you... his what?" 

That was the reaction Fleur wanted. “His cock - you know 
what a cock is, don't you? And if you don't, you sure ought 
to find out from that lover of ours! Wow, is his ever 
something!" 

Hermione reacted as if she'd been punched. Her eyes went 
round and wide with shock, growing rounded and wider as 
the whole episode spilled out. Fleur told her everything, 
down to the smallest detail. She hadn't intended to be so 
explicit, but the words just poured out of her. 

“And then I let him put it in me," she finished casually, as if 
it happened every day. Well, it did happen allmost every day 
sometimes. 



Hermione's face was slack, her mind stunned and, whirling 
with the images the veela had described. When she finally 
managed to speak, it was with a breathless awed gasp. 
"You... what?" 

Fleur shrugged, enjoying Hermione's response. "I let him put 
his cock in me and it was like... well, like a giant firecracker 
going off or something. It felt so great! You ought to try it 
today." 

Finally something besides shock crept across Hermione's 
high-cheeked face. Her expression turned into a look of pure 
excitement at the mere notion of letting that wizard shoot 
his cum in her. "Ugh! Starting the day early!" 

"Oh, yeah! Real-I-I-I early! I mean... wowwww!" She made a 
face of sheer ecstasy, just at the memory. 

For her part, Hermione was adaze. She could imagine very 
well Harry and Fleur doing such a thing, and just would have 
believed it even if her lover hadn't been so convincing. 

Harry and Fleur - fucking! She felt a tingle of excitement stir 
deep within her, emanating from her cunt. The images Fleur 
had conveyed were having their effect. When she spoke 
again, it was in a small voice. 

"Did it feel good? Like the last times?" 

"Oh wow, did it ever!" Fleur's answer was a gasp of vivid 
recollection, as if she once more felt those gushes of hot 
cockcream spurting up her cunt. 

Hermione blushed, tingling with an excitement she couldn't 
quite ignore. "What'd it feel like, Fleur? Was one of those 
like a bomb... or nuclear?" 



“Nuclear...definitely... maybe like that time you told me he 
fucked you in the ass in the bathroom!" 

At that statement Hermione's blush deepened and her soft 
brown eyes dropped. "I... should never have told you about 
that." 

"Well, that sounds like it, all right. Want my help with you 
know what?" 

At any other time of a morning durring summer break, 
Hermione would have burst out a horrified "No!" But after all 
their talk about Harry and fucking and how nice it felt, her 
cunt was all wet and achy in that ominous way, demanding 
attention. She knew how it felt to be horny, all right. She 
was horny right now. 

"Well..." she let the word linger, then shrugged. "Okay. Will 
you help me much?" 

"Only as much as it takes," Fleur said in an authoritative 
tone, wiggled up onto her knees. "The first thing we have to 
do is get rid of these clothes. Take off your nightie, while I 
peel." 

Instantly she jerked off her tee shirt and squirmed out of her 
jeans, for the second time that morning. 

Hermione hesitated, suddenly shy in front of her own lover. 
She watched Fleur's big jutting tits spring free, and was still 
timidly looking on as she dropped her jeans to the floor and 
turned, her blonde cunt fleece shining all downy and moist 
from her earlier activities. 

"Well what're you waiting for, an engraved invitation? Oh 
honestly Hermione, don't be such a big baby! Here, raise 
your arms. I'll do it." 



Abruptly she reached forward, grabbing the hem of 
Hermione's blue nightie. The brunette barely had time to 
throw her arms up in surrender as the crisp material 
slithered up and over and off, drifting away in a crumpled 
heap. 

She sat absolutely nude, shivering a bit as Fleur took in the 
spectacle of her large trembling tits and slender body, the 
veela's blue eyes traveling down across her lithe figure and 
coming to rest on the thick rich thatch of dark brown cunt 
bush that curled at the juncture of her closed thighs, hiding 
her pussy from view. 

“Wow, Harry was right." Fleur gasped, her gaze approving. 
“He said you were really built, and he sure knew what he 
was talking about!" 

“Harry said that?" Hermione was wide-eyed, very pleased 
that her own bestfriend would think about her like that. But 
at the same time, a pleasant ache surged through her cunt 
at the notion. 

“Uh-huh. Now come on, do you want help or not?" Fleur 
waited for the brunette to give a excited nod, then went on. 
“Think about last time together or something like that. Boy, 
wouldn't he just love to look in and see us right now like 
this!" 

With those giggly words she flopped onto her back and gave 
a lazy stretch, pushing her huge pink-tipped titties into the 
air in a blatant display. 

Hermione did the same, and felt a pleasant oozy warmth 
sneak through her at the image of Harry gaping in the 
bedroom window at the two nude witches, his mouth 
hanging open. Wouldn't he just be surprised! 



That thought made her feel sexy and desirable, as if she 
were the kind of witch wizards liked to stare at, which she 
was. And she sure felt all hot and tingly. 

“Do you feel it?" Fleur asked, her own pussy tingling by now. 
“It feels nice, doesn't it?" 

“Uh... hunh." Hermione agreed, trying to keep the huskiness 
from her voice. 

“Good. Now reach up and cup your titties, just as if Harry's 
watching the whole thing. You can feel him looking at your 
tits, and I can guarantee he sure likes tits. It feels so nice 
that they feel all hard and sore in a nice sort of way, and 
when you touch them... aaah..." 

Fleur sighed, rolling her thumbs across the swelling spikes of 
her oversized nipples. They twanged up, and a gush of 
cream leaked from her pussy. She gave them a flick, and 
gasped. Then another. 

“Fleur, I can't!" Hermione suddenly broke the spell, jerking 
her hands away from her own uplifted tits. 

“Whuh - why not?" Fleur's eyes unglazed, and she looked 
over at her lover. 

Fleur rolled onto her side and reached out, capturing one of 
her lover's big soft tits in a cupped palm. 

Hermione gasped. Her gasp turned into a groan when the 
blonde thumbed her quarter-sized nipple, bringing its peak 
to stiff erection. 

“Oh - ohhh, Fleur don't! This is so good, but... Don't - 
ooooh..." 



Her nipple swelled up hard and rubbery and taut, itching 
like crazy under Fleur's thumb. She worked it like a button, 
alternately pressing and twiddling until Hermione's shoulder 
arched up in response. 

"There, see?" her voice was triumphant. "You like to have 
your titties touched too, just like anyone! And I'll bet I can 
get you good and horny, too. Then you'll be ready for some 
fingering! How about it, Hermione?" 

"I... I don't..." Hermione's cunt was creaming wickedly now, 
and the last thing she wanted to do was stop the wonderful 
feelings that shot all through her. Instead, she gave in. "All 
right. Let's - let's do it! I want to!" 

"That's better." Pleased, Fleur felt her pussy churning up a 
froth of juices as she massaged her lover's big tits, 
determined to help Hermione just a little. "I knew you'd 
need some help. Look, it's working already!" 

She watched with delight as Hermione's nipple popped up 
stiff and quivering from its pink textured areola, straining 
under her rippling fingers. Hermione's brown eyes took on a 
glaze and she squeezed her thighs together as hot juicy 
warmth spread through her. 

"See? That feels nice, doesn't it?" 

"Yeh - yesss," she gasped, reaching up to grasp Fleur's hand 
in one of her own. She urged it to knead faster, rubbing 
across her tits in a furious massage. It was all happening so 
fast that her tender cunt was sopping. Her pussy ached, and 
the ache was getting worse. 

"Do it... do it just like Harry did you, Fleur! Do it good!" She 
wiggled, her face ecstatic. 



Fleur smiled. By this time she was fully aroused herself, her 
cunt juicing as well. “All right, since you asked for it. But he 
did more than just rub my titties. He did this, too.” 

Suddenly she leaned over and caught the brunette's rigid 
nipple spike between her lips, giving it a tentative tongue- 
flick. 

“Ahhhhh!" Hermione's eyes flew open, and her cunt 
fluttered. “Ohhh, that - that feels so funny! It... it's making 
me... ooohhh...'' 

She reached up, hardly aware of what she was doing, and 
tangled her fingers in Fleur's long blonde hair. 

“Muhhmm...'' 

They were both taken by surprise. Without warning Fleur 
found her mouth filled with vibrant tit-flesh, her lips 
stretched apart to take almost the whole soft orb of 
Hermione's tit between them. She'd hardly expected 
anything like this to happen, but now she discovered that 
the feel of having another witch's tit thrust into her mouth 
wasn't an unpleasant sensation at all. She began to suck, 
recalling the way Harry had sucked her big tits. 

“Oh - ohhhh, Fleur!" Hermione squealed, arching up. She'd 
felt the pangs of pleasure that shot through her cunt and 
clutched her lover's head tighter. “It feels so nice, so - 
ohhhh..." 

“Muhm..." 

For her part, Fleur couldn't have agreed more. It was 
naughty to be sucking her lover's tit with a house full of 
Weasleys, and she knew it, but that naughtiness only added 
to the ripples of delight that had her pussy sopping. She 



nuzzled deep into Hermione's pillowy tit, sucking and licking 
and flicking in a fury. Then she moved to the other tit and 
gave that one exactly the same treatment, all the while 
squirming with her own arousal. When she finally pulled 
back flushed and gasping, Hermione sank on the bed in a 
daze. 

"Aaahhh..." 

Her long brunette hair swirled across her slackened face and 
fanned out as her slick young tits rose and fell in quick, 
heavy gasps. 

“Now... now that wasn't so bad, was it?" Fleur's voice came 
out husky. 

“No-o-o-h-h-h..." she breathed, shaking her head. 

“And I'll bet you're good and hot too, aren't you? Here, let 
me see." 

Abruptly she scrambled to the end of the bed and pushed 
Hermione's limp, unresisting legs apart, exposing her pussy. 

It flared open in a pink pouting gush of wetness, its delicate 
lips pooching apart to display a soft, velvety inner lining and 
small pert clit button all oily with juices. 

“Fleuuuuuuurrrrr..." 

Dimly realizing that her cunt was gaping wide under her 
lover's stare, Hermione reached embarrassedly down to 
cover it. But the mere touch of her own fingers was like an 
electric jolt that went soaring through her. She cupped her 
sensitive pussy, trailing her fingertips across it in a fondling 
caress. 



“Yes, that's it... Now you're leting your self go Mione, just 
like me. How's it feel?'' 

“It... it's nice," Hermione managed huskily, groaning. “So 
niccce!" 

Then an overwhelming new notion struck, and she went on 
without thinking. 

“But - but it might be even nicer if you did it Fleur, like... 
like you did my titties!" 

Kneeling between her lover's open thighs, Fleur was inclined 
to do just that. The sight of Hermione's fingers entwining in 
all that brown fleecy cunt hair and gliding across her 
greased butterfly-wing pussy lips was an enticement. But 
she hesitated. “Well, I don't know..." 

“Oh, please?" Caught up in a flood of sensation she'd never 
known before, Hermione hurried on. “You've made it so far - 
and I'll do you too, if you want!" 

Though the logic of her argument seemed lacking, its 
promise wasn't. Fleur creamed wickedly at the thought of 
having her cunt fingered by her lover. This time she didn't 
hesitate at all. “Oh, all right then. Maybe that would be a 
better way to do it, after all. Here, let me turn around..." 

She moved across her lover's trembling body until she 
sprawled atop Hermione, her blonde-fuzzed cunt splaying 
open just before the witch's face. 

They each gazed into a lush drenched pussy, both juicing 
and ready for some action. 


Fleur reached down and plunged her fingers into her lover's 
brown cunt fur, pulling her slick, dainty pussy lips apart with 



a slurpy sound. They smacked open into a taut little mouth, 
bursting a fresh flood of cream. 


"Aaahhh..." 

Hermione gasped and automatically clutched Fleur's firm 
hovering asscheeks, clenching supple pliant flesh. 

"Wow, you're really hot now, aren't you? I mean, really hot!" 

Her breath fanned over Hermione's small, juicy cunt and her 
fingers glided across the witch's delicate plumped outer lips 
as if to test their moistness. 

Hermione groaned and twitched in response. "Tha-that's 
nice, oooh it feels good when you touch me there! Do it 
some more... yes, yesss... ahhh!" 

Fleur's fingertips converged on her taut clit button, and slid 
gently across it. She arched, her joy bud strumming. With 
careful ease Fleur kneaded the stiff clefted bump of 
sensitivity with increasing friction, and within moments had 
the other witch panting and bunching up for more. 

"Oh - oh good, that feels so good Fleur! Rub... rub me there, 
rub me good and hard! Yes, yes!" 

Tremors of unbelievable intensity swept through Hermione, 
pulling her firm round ass off the bed as if drawn up by a 
magnet. Without realizing it she moved her hands toward 
the wet blonde-fringed pussy looming above her, fingers 
sliding through its moist, golden curls and groping for the 
slippery cunt flesh beneath. She frantically massaged the 
soaked folds of resilient pussy there as if it were her own 
cunt she was rubbing, kneading into fresh bursts of pure joy. 

"Ahhhh - ahhh, yehhhsss..." 



It was Fleur's turn to groan as her rubbery slick cunt was 
eagerly massaged into a froth of excitement, juicing up a 
lather of need. She worked Hermione's little clit furiously, 
twanging it in her fingers until the lithe brunette was 
squealing and grasping her bloated cunt with greedy 
inexperienced urgency. 

"Oooooh - ooooh. I'm tingling all over Fleur, I... I'm going to 
pee! Oh I'm peeing. I'm pee - eeeeeeee!" 

Suddenly she bucked up, spasming in an explosion of 
orgasm. Her brown eyes went wide and glazed, and she 
hardly noticed when Fleur's undulating cunt loomed above 
her face, thrashing and gyrating with delight, too. 

Breathless, Fleur plunged a finger up her lover's snug cunt. 

Hermione's arms flung around her ass in a clutching hug 
and she screamed, wailing in the bliss of her climax. 

“Aaaaannnnh! Ahhhh - hhhmmmumfff!" 

It all happened at once. Fleur's hunching, wet pussy surged 
over the witch's face and her open mouth plunged against 
moist parted lips in an ecstatic kiss as she surged in sheer 
bliss. Her tongue shot up Fleur's cunt and writhed there in a 
muffled shriek of joy, stabbing between those blonde- 
fringed cuntlips and digging deep. 

"Ohhhh - ohhh, fuck!" 

It was Fleur's eyes that bulged now, as her pussy was 
invaded by a wildly lunging tongue. Her cunt-mouth 
smacked hard on Hermione's face and wiggled there, 
splattering the oblivious witch's chin and cheeks with juicy 
wetness as she shoved her finger in and out of her heaving 
cunt, urging her on. 



Obviously Hermione had no idea what she was doing. Totally 
caught up in the surges of pure rapture shooting through 
her, she clung to Fleur's hips and stabbed her tongue all the 
deeper in an unconscious kiss of gratitude, completely 
unaware that it was another witch's pussy she was kissing. 

By the time realization dimly seeped in, it was too late. 

“Eat me!" Fleur wailed, humping her lover's face with 
shivering surges of pleasure. “Eat my pussy out Hermione. 
Stick your tongue up it good! Oh fuck, that's so fucking 
nice! More, more!" 

Her finger jabbed in and out of Hermione's tight little cunt 
with fast strokes, mashing her palm hard against her clit. 

And if any twinge of shocked disgust crept into Hermione's 
hazed mind, it was quickly pumped out of her by the eager 
intruder that lunged between her cunt lips, smacking in and 
out with wet fucking sounds. 

She couldn't resist. Sighing a stifled moan of frenzied 
sensation, she manored her face into Fleur's fleecy pussy 
and failed her tongue deep, deep into her, tasting the heady 
flavor of another witch's cunt juices. 

“Muhhm - ummppff!" 

Her tongue stabbed up to meet Fleur's hunching pussy, and 
began to flick in and out urgently. It was a fantastic feeling - 
almost as good as having a cock inside her. Fleur purred, 
soaring to a climax of her own. 

“Faster, oh faster! Eat my cunt and fuck me good! Oh 
Hermione, that feels so fucking good I can't stand it! Ohhhh 
- ohhhh, yessss!" 



Her finger increased its pumping to a blur of harsh jabs as 
she slapped her seething pussy hard against the writhing 
witch's mouth, her body shuddering toward orgasm. 

Hermione knew in a vague, disjointed way that she was 
doing something very naughty by eating a witch's pussy! 
But she couldn't have stopped herself now even if she'd 
wanted to. Fleur's finger was fucking in and out of her with 
an intensity that made fresh blasts of oblivion erupt all 
through her and begin a fresh chain of climaxes. Any horror 
at her own naughtiness was swept away in a gush of horny 
juice as she hunched frantically, impaling herself on that 
darting probe and tonguing her lover's pussy in pure 
grateful release. Hot thick syrup literally poured down her 
throat, and she gulped for more. 

"Gggummmppff!" 

“Oh fucking yes, that's it! That's - aaaahhhh!" 

Suddenly it was all too much for Fleur as well. The sensation 
of having that sweet, eager tongue drilling up her cunt hole, 
the feel of orgasm building in her like a lit fuse, the sight of 
her slick finger gouged between Hermione's puffy brown- 
fuzzed pussy lips, all had their effect. 

Whatever else she was, Fleur was not a witch to pass up this 
kind of experience - especially when she was as turned on 
as she was right now. She plucked her finger from 
Hermione's sopping cunt hole and buried her attractive face 
deep into that downy rich carpet of inflamed cunt flesh. 

Hermione gave a muffled wail as a pink hungry tongue shot 
deep into Fleur's seething cunt, returning her favor. 

The two witches clung together, sobbing and thrashing and 
worming their tongues into each other's cunt as naturally as 



if they'd been doing it forever. 


They rolled and surged on the big bed in a flurry of long 
slender legs and cascading gold and brunette hair, mouths 
fastened on drenched pussies and pink moist tongues 
drinking up flood after flood of hot sticky juice. Taut, 
rounded asses bunched in simultaneous fury, and soft lips 
pressed to even softer pussy lips as they drove each other to 
completion, both caught up in this new delightful thrill. 

It was Hermione who climaxed first, pumping and slurping 
up her lover's cunt froth in a heaving burst of satiation. 

Instantly Fleur followed suit and clutched the other witch's 
twisting asscheeks to hold her lathered cunt in place as she 
dove her tongue into it, moaning out a long throaty breath. 

Hermione sobbed, reeling in an oblivion she'd never known 
before. Ripples of rapture tore through her, again and again 
as if they would never end. 

But finally the ripples subsided, leaving both witches 
drained and gasping. For a long time they simply lay like 
that, legs lolling and pussies fanned by each other's pants of 
breath. 

Then, laughing hoarsely, the blonde scooted around to hug 
her lover, her high-cheeked face aglow with a broad, slick 
smile. 

“Huhhh - how was that, Hermione? I'll... I'll bet you didn't 
expect that to happen!" She cuddled to the limp glassy¬ 
eyed brunette, their tits crushing together. 

Slowly, Hermione's eyes focused. She opened her mouth, 
and sighed. "Ooooohhh... oooh Fleur, it... felt nice... sooooo 
nice! Was... was that... like fucking..." 



Fleur giggled. “Almost, I guess. But fucking's even nicer! 

Can you imagine that? I'll bet you'd like a good fucking now, 
wouldn't you?'' 

Her mind still in a whirl of sensation, Hermione simply 
couldn't believe there was something nicer than what she'd 
just felt. Images of Harry spun before her. Harry and Fleur, 
fucking. Harry putting his cock in Fleur's pussy. Harry, 
putting his cock... his cock... 

“I might.'' Her answer was small and hushed, a mixture of 
excitement and anticipation. 

Fleur understood and spoke quickly. “The first chance you 
get." 

She gave her lover a tender kiss on the lips and their wet 
faces came together, tongues flicking into each other's 
mouth. 

At that moment, Diddi, Harry's house elf, popped in. “Pardn 
me Missy Grangy, Missy Flower, but Missy Lily Flower 
wanted me to wake you to get you down to breakfast..." 

...SS...SS...SS... 

“Hey, watch it!" 

Harry veered the broom with a sharp twist, braking to a stop 
as Fleur popped out of the barn and stood before him, 
waving blithely. 

“You want to get run over or something? Mer - lin!" 

With that scoffing admonishment he climbed off the broom 
and pulled his tee shirt from his black jeans pocket where 
he'd stuffed it, wiping it across his sweaty face like a rag. 



It was late morning and the sun was blistering. Sweat 
poured over his bare, tanned chest and soaked his pants, 
adding to his irritation. 

But Fleur took it all without a qualm and smiled back, her 
voice lilting. “I was just waiting for you, that's all! I thought 
you might be tired after all that flying and want to relax! 
Want to relax some more, Harry?" 

She pushed her tee-shirted tits out in a blatant arch, 
showing him just the kind of relaxation she meant. 

Harry's irritation instantly drained away and for a moment 
he even forgot how worn out he was. "Well..." he glanced 
back at the manor, a bit uncertain. 

"Oh, you don't have to worry." Tingling with excitement, 
Fleur beamed. "I'll bet we could relax really nice in the barn, 
and no one would notice us at all." 

She added a sway of her full hips to that wager, and Harry's 
eyes followed it with growing interest. 

He'd been thinking about this morning's incident all day, 
going over and over it in his mind until his cock was so 
swollen and aching that he'd had to concentrate on other 
things. 

Now, the offer of repeating that episode had his cock 
blossoming in his wet jeans all over again. It didn't take long 
to form an answer. 

"Okay, let's go. I guess I could use some more relaxing, at 
that." 


He grinned wide, his mouth already watering in anticipation. 



“I thought you might.” Fleur flashed a smile of triumph. "And 
for that matter, so could I! Let's go.” 

She led the way, slipping into the barn ahead of him. 

The Potter's barn was certainly an improvement over their 
broom shack. Much bigger so that their cows and horses that 
were taken care by two house elves could be accomodated, 
built from bricks and wood, the stalls were under and a hay 
loft above that. It was cool and dim after the hot day he'd 
spent on the broom, and instantly Harry felt more in the 
mood for another session with his horny lover. 

Fleur darted ahead of him and instantly clambered up the 
ladder that led to the loft, calling over her shoulder. "Come 
on, lazy! If you don't speed up, I'm going to start without 
you!” 

"And just see how far you get!” Harry retorted with a 
chuckle, watching her firm jutting ass wiggle up the ladder 
and disappear in a flutter of thrown hay. 

But he followed quickly, his prick already pulsing in his 
crotch with a painful insistent throb. By the time he reached 
the cozy hay-carpeted niche, she was already shedding her 
shirt. Fleur hadn't bothered wearing a bra, and her tits 
jounced free. 

A fresh wave of heat swept over him at the sight of those 
luxurious bouncy tits, but this was a much more pleasant 
kind of heat than that which had his clothes sopping. 

"You're really asking for it today, aren't ya? Oh Merlin...” 

Deftly unsnapping her jeans, Fleur smiled back. "I don't 
have to ask for it, Harry Potter! You're going to give it to me 
anyway, whether you want to or not - just wait and see!” 



She fell back in the hay and arched, pushing her jeans down 
and off. Her blonde curled pussy tuft hovered in the air 
before him, and Harry's throat constricted. 

"Ohhhh, shit!" 

He tore his plastered shirt off and flung it down, then kicked 
off his sneakers and fumbled at his own jeans. That was 
when a motion caught the corner of his eye, and his head 
jerked to the darkened corner of the loft. He came face to 
face with his bestfriend, Hermione, who stood there 
goggling. 

"Merlin - Mione!" He froze, clutching his unsnapped jeans, 
caught in the act of shoving them down. 

Hermione stood staring down at the fringe of cockcurls 
popping into view beneath her bestfriend's smooth stomach, 
at the juncture of his unzipped jeans. Her brown eyes were 
wide and round, her mouth open with an intake of breath. 

"Merlin! Hermione, you too..." Stunned, he was at a loss for 
words. His mouth worked soundlessly. 

"What's the matter, Harry?" Fleur said teasingly as she 
wiggled her jeans off and tossed them aside, now sitting 
nude in the middle of the hay pile. "Hermione just wants to 
watch us... for now!" 

Harry stared from one witch to the other, speechless. 

Slowly Hermione's head nodded up and down. "I only want 
to watch you and Fleur do it, Harry. You... you don't mind, do 
you?" For an instant he was too horny to answer. Then his 
face went red, and a flush crept across his shoulders. 



“Oh, I don't mind!" Blushing hotly, he realized his cock was 
practically showing. “I'm just curios why you want to do only 
that!" 

“Oh, don't be a baby!" This time it was Fleur's turn to be 
irritated as her pussy itched for satisfaction. “Next turn is 
hers! Now she just wants to see us, that's all. Do you want to 
show her, or not?" 

She raised one knee and let it swing out leisurely, splaying 
her moist, dewy cunt before him with uninhibited 
temptation. Fleur was getting impatient. Her pussy was 
juicing, aching to be filled with prick again. She reached 
down and massaged it, feeling cuntcream spurt onto her 
fingers. 

“Well? Are you going to just - ahhh... stand there? I... 
uhhmmm... I told you I'd start without you! Oooooh..." She 
fingered her now-drenched cunt with open delight, 
obviously not the least bit bothered by anyone's presence. 

“Okay, you two asked for it. I'm gonna give you a fucking 
you'll never forget!" He jerked his jeans down and kicked 
out of them. 

Hermione gasped loudly as her bestfriend's cock swung up 
bare and stiff, bobbing into sight with a sheer hugeness that 
made her tremble. It was enormous! Big and thick and 
veined and blooming into a fat round head that looked as 
big as her clenched fist. “Well, are you satisfied now?" 

His own fists clenched as well, Harry let her look. And 
surprisingly, despite his horniness, he felt a nudge of pride 
at the expression on his bestfriend's face. 

“What's the matter, Hermione? You act as if you never saw 
my cock before!" 



Lips twitching in what was almost a grin he shifted subtly, 
making his cock rock up and down in long swinging arcs. 

Hermione ogled at that. Her wide, wild eyes traveled along 
his immense cocklength, reaching its thickly furred base and 
taking in the hefty sag of his large wrinkled ball-sac. His 
nuts looked as large as chickens' eggs to her, jiggling 
slightly. 

With that leering tone and a jaunty stride that made his 
stiffened prick wave with pendulous wagging grace, he 
stalked forward until he stood over Fleur's prone body, 
staring down at her well-greased cunt. 

She smiled up, tingling with wicked pleasure. Her fingers 
shifted, pulled open the inflamed lips of her pussy to show 
off the moist pink depths of her hole just aching to be filled. 

“Well, what're you waiting for? Are you going to get it all 
into me like you promised, or not?" 

If there'd been any hesitation left in him, it vanished as he 
gazed down on that sweet snug cunt-hole that had given 
him a very good fucking only this morning. 

Harry chuckled and knelt. “I'm going to, all right! I'm gonna 
show Hermione a fucking she'll never forget - and you too, 
witch!" 

With that harsh grunt he pushed between her wide-spread 
legs, spearing his reddened cock knob straight for that open, 
inviting pussy. It shoved between her dripping cuntlips, and 
she squealed. 

“Ohhhhh, yesss! Get it in me, Harry! Give me a fucking I'll 
never forget! More, more!" 



He heaved, his bare asscheeks going taut. 

Fleur purred ecstatically. 

Hermione stood blankly, fascinated, watching it all. She saw 
her bestfriend's meaty cocktip pry Fleur's blonde-fleeced 
cuntlips apart, saw it slowly sink between them until its 
mushroomed hugeness had vanished. Harry's cocklength 
jutted out, pulsing and rippling and so huge that it looked 
ready to shove itself all the way up into Fleur's tummy. His 
balls hung in the air at her ass, lightly fuzzed and dangling 
all big and bloated as if they contained a gallon of 
cockcream. 

She felt her pussy ache and melt, just watching. Then, 
slowly, his cock began to slide up Fleur's cunt. 

"Ohhhh, oh fuck that feels good! You've got such a big 
fucking cock, I can't stand it! Give it to me, give it - to - 
meeeee!" 

She writhed under him as inch after inch of monstrous 
veined cock vanished up hercunthole, magically 
disappearing from sight. 

Obviously it was too big for Fleur's pussy. 

“Oh Merlin..." He groaned, sliding the last inch into her with 
a shove. 

For an instant they both lay on the pillowy pile of hay, 
gasping and clinging together as they soaked up the feel of 
Harry's prick throbbing up the sheath of his lover's cunt. 

Staring down at them and hardly daring to blink or breathe, 
Hermione felt something deep inside her flutter. It was as if 



it were her pussy stuffed with Harry's cock, her delicate little 
cuntlips snapped around his thickened slab. 

Her pussy seethed. Without thinking she reached down and 
pressed a fist to her crotch, grinding it hard against the crisp 
material of her skirt and feeling her panties go wet with 
excitement. 

“Uhhhm, so nice," Fleur panted, rolling her hips to work his 
prick around inside her. "Sooooo fucking nice..." 

Her dazed blue eyes drifted over to Hermione, who stood 
with mouth agape and fist pressing into crotch. 

Harry noticed the effect they were having, too. He grinned. 
Merlin, maybe a little showing off wasn't so bad after all! It 
added a new thrill of excitement. With that thought he 
pulled his prick free, slid it out, slick and filmed with juices 
until only its head hung in the snug vise of Fleur's 
cuntmouth, displaying it proudly before his bestfriend's rapt 
gaze. 

"You want it, witch? Come on, Fleur, tell Hermione how bad 
you want it! Let's hear you beg for my cock, before I give it 
to you!" 

"Oooooh, you - bastard!" Fleur was smiling too, her eyes 
glinting as she arched to hold his cockhead inside her, 
fearing that it might slip out altogether. "Get it in me, fuck 
me good! I want your cock bad, oh fuck - so bad! Fuck me 
Harry, fuck me!" 

Satisfied by that wail, he rammed his shaft base-deep in her 
cunt once again. 

Fleur shuddered under that lunge, her huge tits rolling and 
her nipples peaking like a pair of bulging eyes. Their bodies 



plunged together with a wet slurping sound, and Harry 
hissed. 

“Oh shit - yeah, that's good..." 

He wasn't showing off anymore. He began to hunch, with 
slow leisurely strokes. His prick slid effortlessly in and out of 
Fleur's cunt, and splatters of cream spewed over his jiggling 
balls. 

Hermione let a hypnotized little groan of her own slip out as 
she watched her bestfriend's monster of a cock glide 
between Fleur's pussylips. Her unfucked cunt for three days 
twanged with a pleasant ache, growing hotter and wetter 
with Harry's every thrust, as if she was the one writhing 
beneath his sweaty body right now instead of the veela. Her 
fist moved in a grinding circular rhythm at her crotch as 
pussycream plastered her panties and drenched her thighs. 

Harry's hunching increased and his cock slurped in and out 
of Fleur's cunthole with hard, fast strokes. 

“Yessss!" she cried delightedly, humping up to take each 
lunge. “Fuck it to me, just like this morning! Fuck me and 
cum in me, shoot me full of cream! Harder Harry, harder! 
Owooooh!" 

She thrashed in the bed of hay with her legs drawn wide 
open and her hands clinging to his ass, pulling him deeper 
into her with each stab of cockmeat. Thoughts of Hermione 
drifted away as she concentrated completely on the massive 
prick plunging into her cunt, reaming it out for the second 
time that day. 

“Unh! Oh shit, oh fuck..." Harry gasped, shoving his prick in 
and out of the tight squeeze of her cunt muscles. 



They were both caught up now. Neither of them was aware 
of Hermione swaying on her feet only a few yards away, the 
front of her summer skirt blossoming with a large spot of 
dampness as she undulated against her fist and watched 
every motion with a captivated stare. 

Her bestfriend's face took on a wrenched expression. He 
hunched faster. His cock appeared and vanished with quick 
rhythmic thrusts, giving her short glimpses of Fleur's pink 
split-open pussy wrapped around it, her blonde fur matted 
and tangling with his dark curls with mesmerizing intimacy. 

The look on Fleur's face was sheer ecstasy as she soared to 
orgasm, flinging her legs about his waist. 

“Aaaannnh! I'm coming Harry, I'm coming! Faster, oh fuck 
give it to me faster! Give me your jizz! Uuuuuuh! Guhhhh - 
gimme your jizz baby, gimme your - gimme! Gimme - 
eeeeee!" 

Suddenly she spasmed with that high scream, her body 
arching and her ass bucking wildly on the damp hay 
beneath her. 

Hermione saw it all. She saw Fleur's expression go slack, her 
body lunging up with a fury all its own. She saw Harry's 
muscular frame slam down, heard his loud throaty groan as 
he careened atop the lurching blonde. 

They were coming. Hermione saw it happen and imagined 
the sudden eruption of cockcream spurting up her virgin 
pussy as Fleur flailed like a witch transported to heaven. 

Their bodies meshed in twitching frenzy. Harry shuddered 
again and again. Globs of thick white syrup oozed out of 
Fleur's cock-filled pussyhole, threading its pinkness with 



trails of rich, lathery fluid that Hermione instinctively knew 
was cum. 

Gasping, she abruptly wished that it was her own pussy 
being flooded with cum instead of the veela's. Her fist 
ground in hard, and her cunt itched like crazy. 

For what seemed hours Fleur and Harry hovered like that, 
moaning and entwining and glistening with sweat. Finally, in 
slow motion, they slumped. 

“Aaaahhhh...” 

“Ohhhhh, shit!” 

Fleur undulated liquidly, sloshing brim-full with hotjism. 
Harry twitched atop her, gasping. 

"Ohhhh, that... that was good, so fucking good...” 

Then, unexpectedly, she laughed. Her next words caught 
both Harry and Hermione by surprise, bursting out in a 
gleeful voice. 

"Now... now fuck Hermione! I want to see you fuck her!” 

Harry's head twisted. He and Hermione stared across the loft 
at each other, both grinning. For an instant they froze like 
that. It was Hermione who moved first, she reached up and 
began to undo her blouse. 

"This... this is so crazy!” Still weak and drained but unable 
to tear his eyes from her trembling fingers, Harry let out a 
breath. "Mom and Dad are right in the house, and they could 
catch us any moment! If they even suspected something like 
this was going on, they'd shit bricks! Oh fuck!” 



He gulped, his heart thumping with a strange excitement as 
the buttons of Hermione's cotton blouse popped free one by 
one. Shifting position to watch better, he let his emptied 
cock slip from Fleur's cunt with a plop. She gasped. 

Hermione's blouse flapped open and she shrugged it off. The 
white cups of her bra burst into sight, her rich creamy tit 
flesh taking him by surprise. Merlin, his bestfriend really did 
have big tits after all! 

She reached behind her and unsnapped the bra's catch, 
then pulled it off altogether. Harry hissed. "Oh Merlin..." 

Her tits hobbled free, their pert, round nipples spiking 
straight out into little hard peaks that just begged for 
attention. She murmured a soft question, her cheeks rosy 
with excitement. 

"Do you like my titties, Harry?" 

With those words she cupped her tits in her hands, hefting 
them out for his inspection. 

Though not quite as large as Fleur's, they made his throat go 
dry with sudden tightness. "Wooow..." 

His wide stare and groaned response made Hermione smile, 
creaming harder than ever. She moved forward, thrusting 
her tits at him. 

"Would you like to kiss them a little?" She stood before him, 
her taut-nippled tits hovering above his face and a flicker of 
pleasure darting at her lips. 

Harry opened his mouth. So much had happened already 
today that the spectacle of his bestfriend standing over him 
with her tits in her hands and that tempting offer drifting 



through the loft was just all too much. He gasped, 
spellbound. 

“Oh shit, I can't believe this!" His voice came out in a 
throaty growl, cracked and hoarse. Slowly he drew up on his 
knees, his eyes gleaming. “You're asking for it, love. Just 
push those tits at me one more time and I'm gonna - ohhh, 
shit!" 

Creaming wickedly, Hermione took her bestfriend's dare. 
Rising on his knees, his face came just even with her taut 
pink-tipped tits. With a husky giggle she thrust them at him. 
“Then just do what you want and see if I care! Do it Harry - 
ohhh, ohhh!" 

Her jutting tits slapped at his cheeks, her big, distended 
nipples sliding across his mouth with a shy urgency that 
demanded attention. 

Harry was so shocked by that unexpected action that his 
mouth dropped, and one fat thrusting nipple slipped in. 

“Mummfff..." 

His lips instantly clamped around his bestfriend's soft plump 
bud, and before he knew it he was sucking it greedily, 
mouthing her lush, quivering nipple and wallowing into 
those pillowy young tits with hungry smacking noises. 

“Muhhm - uhhm..." 

“Oooooh - ooooh, that's... nicccce!" 

Hermione wilted in a sudden blast of heat and clutched her 
bestfriend's head, mashing her tits to his face. Creamy 
delight burst through her pussy in electric jolts of pleasure, 
even nicer than when it had been Fleur sucking on her 



titties. She reeled limply, mewling with a rush of very 
unbestfriendly cunt-juices as he sucked and licked her 
nipple to an aching frenzy, gulping at it for more. 

“Oh yeah, that's nice, that's really nice..." Fleur murmured 
her approval, her blue eyes aglow. 

The last thing Harry had expected when he went to fly this 
morning after breakfast was to find himself kneeling in the 
barn stark naked between Fleur's legs with his mouth 
fastened on one of Hermione's pert jugs, sucking for dear 
life. The whole situation was out of hand, and there wasn't a 
thing he could do to stop it. 

Instead, as if watching from a distance, he felt his fingers 
creep around Hermione's waist and fumble at the catch of 
her skirt, unsnapping and pulling the crisp wet-spotted 
material down as if she were any ordinary witch, and not his 
bestfriend at all. The skirt slipped to the hay-padded floor, 
and now she was only in panties. 

“Ohhhh, oh Harry that feels good, so good... ahhhhhhh..." 

Hermione shuddered as his fingertips grasped the elastic 
waistband of her panties and began to peel them away. The 
flimsy material slithered down, baring her pliant young ass 
and allowing the first matted brunette pussycurls to burst 
free. 

“Fffuuuhhmm...'' 

His muffled voice was a groan of arousal as he jerked the 
wisp of fabric off. Its crotch pulled wetly away, and then it 
was gliding to her knees and down around her ankles. The 
tit in his mouth pushed deeper with smothering need, and 
he sucked harder. 



Daintily, she stepped out of the panties entirely and clung to 
her bestfriend in a tingling surge of uninhibited pleasure, 
grinding her wet pussy fleece to his bare flat chest. 

If there had been any slightest hesitation left in Hermione by 
this time, it was torn out of her in ripples of sheer ecstasy as 
she rubbed against the wizard's naked body, groaning with 
the wet need that drenched her slender thighs and urged 
her on. 

Abruptly Harry pulled back, gasping and breathless. His limp 
cock was nudging and swelling with fresh arousal, and he 
stared at her sopping cunt hovering before him. 

“Puhhhh... Hermione..." 

His lips moved across her trim tummy, his tongue flicking 
and licking its way across firm tender flesh and dipping into 
the tight little crease of her navel, and then sliding 
downward. 

Shivering under that rough-spot probe and the sight of her 
bestfriend eagerly licking his way to hertwat, Hermione 
moaned. 

"Ohhhhh, oh yes! Lick me... lick me good all over Harry, lick 
me all up! It - it feels so good, don't stop! Don't... stop... 
aaahhh..." 

His tongue plowed into her thickly curled fur and she eased 
her legs apart. It dipped along her cunt crevice and delicate 
flared lips, and a blast of juices poured over it. 

"Wooohhhh..." 

Harry drank them down and plunged up for more. Scuttling 
between her open legs he craned his head and manored into 



all that pussy hair, stabbing his tongue against her pooched 
cuntlips and worming its tip between them. 

Hermione squealed and before he knew it he was eating her 
out. 

“Yes, yesss! Oh Harry, eat me up! Eat me good! Good! Goo - 
ooooh!" 

She squirmed, grinding her pussy to his mouth with 
automatic humping gyrations as he shot his tongue up her 
tight, greasy hole, tasting its juiciness and digging deeper 
for more. 

“Yehhhsss, that's very good..." 

Neither of them heard Fleur's purr as she reached down to 
fondle her cum-bloated cunt, feeling its seethe all over 
again at the sight of Harry crouched between his 
bestfriend's legs lapping her cream and tonguing her hot 
pussy as if he'd completely forgotten just whose cunt it was. 

“Muhhhmmm... uuhhmmm...'' 

His lips smacked against Hermione's soaked pussylips, and 
she bunched with delirious spasms, clutching his dark hair 
and squatting over him with harsh little undulations that 
made her asscheeks quiver. 

Harry couldn't breathe. His mouth and nose were covered by 
wet hunching pussy, his tongue snaking up her cunthole. 

But he kept right on ramming up his bestfriend's depths 
until suddenly she wrenched and cried out in bliss, 
climaxing frantically. 


“Owwwooowwh h!'' 



Hermione's tits flopped. She bounced wildly on her 
bestfriend's face as his tongue brought her to orgasmic 
heights, reaming every blast of climax right out of her. 

She'd sure has come hard! Shuddering and sobbing, she 
humped furiously. Then, when the initial peaks of rapture 
dwindled to a hazy focus on reality once more, she 
collapsed. 

"Ohhhhh, Harry!" 

Her lithe young body sank against him, her furry cunt sliding 
across his chest and her tits hobbling once again past his 
face as she groped and entwined her slender fingers around 
his wet blossoming cock. 

"Now... now fuck me! Fuck me like you did Fleur, fuck me 
good and hard and come in me so I can feel your jism 
shooting, I want it to shoot all up inside me!" 

Crooning urgently, she began to pull on his prick, working it 
to full hardness. Her hand gave a series of harsh pumping 
jerks that rode the whole length of his prick as she spread 
her legs wide and lay back, positioning her well-oiled cunt 
just beneath his soaring reddened cockshaft. 

"Oh Merlin, Mione!" 

Harry's voice was a grunt of conflicting emotions as he 
stared down at her splayed pussy, all pink and wet and 
opening its perky butterfly wings to display the snug little 
cunthole that had only moments ago been filled by his 
tongue. 


"Do it... do it... hurry!" 



She wiggled, her tone almost a gentle sigh of unleashed 
need as her ass arched from the carpet of hay. Her pussy 
seemed to wink open and shut, begging for his cockmeat 
with its silent cry. It looked so small and petite beneath his 
looming engorged cock that he wasn't sure he could get his 
prick in her even if he wanted to. But that face didn't stop 
his cock from throbbing. It jerked to full stiffness in her 
eager grip, aching to be stuffed in that tight, precious hole. 

Beside him, Fleur gasped. "Go on Harry, give it to her! Fuck 
her real good... for me." 

The hot veela lay sprawled out, propped up on an elbow so 
she could see everything. Her legs were spread wide and she 
was kneading her plumped clit with mischievous delight at 
the torment in his expression. Fleur was enjoying every 
moment - like always. 

"Yesss, fuck me real good! Please Harry, fuck it into me! 
Pleeeease!" 

Surrounded by beautiful naked witches and seething 
pussies, betrayed by the swollen ache of his own cock, Harry 
couldn't have resisted if he'd tried. 

And he didn't try at all. With a long low grunt he sank 
between Hermione's legs, diving for her open pussy. His 
inflamed cockhead pushed into the flare of her cunt mouth, 
and he thrust. 

"Guuuuhhh!" 

This time Hermione's cry was something out of this world. 
Her pussylips were wrenched apart, stretched to their limits 
and beyond. Her bestfriend's cockhead surged forward, its 
massive bulb tearing her open. Cunt juices poured over his 



prick and young cunt muscles clenched in an effort to 
squeeze the monstrous intruder out. Her eyes bulged. 

But it sank further, and she screamed. 

“Ohhhh, you're splitting me in two! It hurts so good Harry oh 
it hurt so good I can't stand it! Do - ohhhhh!" 

His bloated cockknob pushed inside her and her ripped- 
open cuntlips snapped around its helmeted head. She 
writhed, suddenly wanting nothing but to wiggle more in of 
that monster that shoved her snug cunt apart. 

And it kept coming. Inch after lurching inch, squeezing its 
way up her tortured cunthole as Harry grunted and heaved 
atop her, unable to stop now that he'd started. 

Flailing and flopping and glassy-eyed, Hermione felt him 
tense and push again. Then he collapsed on top of her, 
gasping, his cock driven up her cunt to its base. 

"Unngghhhh..." 

Hermione's head lolled. She was bloated with cock, filled to 
the brim and more. It seemed to pulse all the way up 
through her, deep and alive and twitching inside her. Then, 
slowly, the pleasure began to be extatic. 

"Oh fuck, you're tight! Merlin, I thought I was never gonna 
get it in you! Oh shit Mione..." Harry groaned, trembling 
from exertion. 

A fresh torrent of cream gushed over his cock, drenching his 
fuzzy balls. 

"It... it feels so good!" she gurgled hoarsely, twitching. Her 
rubbery cunt lips sucked tight around his thick, meaty shaft. 



and she hissed. “It... feels... soooo fucking nice... 
aaaahhhhh..." 

And it did, too. Her hard small clit rubbed against his 
cockhair, and twangs of joy strummed all through her. She 
moaned, digging her fingernails into his back. 

“Fuhhh - fuck me! Fuck me now, do it good! Fuck - meeee!" 

Puffing for breath, Harry rose up on his hands for leverage 
and eased an inch or so of his cock out, then slid it back into 
her. 

Hermione wailed, twisting up in response. 

He did it again. 

“Oooowwwhh!" 

And again. 

Blasts of pleasure erupted in her with every pump. The 
pleasure increaing to exponential levels very fast, and for 
the n-th time in the last months Hermione was fucking a 
real, honest-to-gosh prick! 

She arched off the hay, eager for more. “Fuck me, fuck me 
hard! Good, ohhhh fucking good!" 

Beside them, Fleur watched it happen. She watched Harry's 
cock pick up speed, sliding in and out between his 
bestfriend's stretched pussy lips with increasing fervor. She 
watched Hermione hunch to meet it, her tits rolling 
drunkenly and her thighs clenching with each upward surge. 

However, watching wasn't nearly enough. Fleur had two 
fingers cased up her lathered cunt, slipping them back and 



forth with a rhythm that matched her lovers gyrations. She 
lay there, taking the whole scene in and finger-fucking 
herself with uninhibited abandon. 

“Nuhhhm, Harry, oh Harry do it, do it! Fuck, fuck!” 

Pleasure surged as her clenched cunt muscles relaxed 
around her bestfriend's prick and started to suck with steady 
friction, no longer trying to push him out but to hold him in. 

Groaning his delight, he pumped faster. His cock shoved in 
and out her tightly clenched cunt hole, balls slapping 
against her ass. He feasted on the spectacle of his 
bestfriend's ecstatic expression as she arched in return. Her 
hands drifted down to his taut ass and clamped on each 
cheek, pulling him to her harder. Bristly cockfuzz mingled 
with soft downy cunt hair, and within moments he was 
sloshing his prick back and forth in that sweet glove-like 
pussy as if he and Hermione had fucked every day of their 
lives. Well, they did almost every few days the last couple of 
months. 

"Take it, Mione! Take my cock - yeah! Oh yeah. I'm gonna 
cum! I'm gonna shoot all my jizz up your pussy, Mione! Suck 
on it, cunt! Suck for my jizz!” 

Gleeful with horny need, he pumped harder. 

Fleur's moans rose with her lover's as she hunched on her 
sopping fingers, humping up delightedly. With her free hand 
she plucked and tweaked her erect nipples, soaking up 
every bit of pleasure as her gasping lovers fucked toward 
mutual climax. 


"Unnggh - uuhh - gguhhh!” 



Hermione's cries exploded from her in panting moans as his 
prick rammed in and out, drilling her cunt with a fury. Bursts 
of pleasure like nothing she'd ever known ripped through 
her. She was coming, soaring up to an orgasm she'd never 
even dreamed possible. Her round, ripe ass plunged off the 
hay more vigorously than ever before, and suddenly she 
thrashed in an unbelievable sensation that erupted from her 
pussy like fireworks. 

When she came, it was with a shriek of pure ecstasy. 
“Gggaaannnhhh!" 

She pounced up, totally sheathing his cock inside her. That 
was all it took. Harry groaned loudly and slammed down. 
"Uuuuhhhfff..." 

Cum spurted up Hermione's cunt hole in great rolling globs, 
washing through her in thick sticky spouts of hot climax. His 
prick seemed to ripple inside her again and again. Jism 
gushed up her twitching pussy and she took it all, writhing 
and mewling like a kitten. 

It seemed to go on forever. They clung to each other, 
humping and gasping and heaving, until every twinge of 
satisfaction was soaked out of them. 

Not to be outdone, Fleur came as well. She lunged up to her 
hand, stuffing her fingers in hard and fast until her own 
pussy was spasming with climax. 

The three came furiously, all at once. Gasps and groans 
filled the hayloft, until each of them sank drained and sated, 
breathless from exertion. 

Hermione purred, hardly aware of her surroundings as she 
concentrated on the silky feel of jizz oozing in her cunt. Atop 



her, chest heaving, Harry managed a weak, tired grin. 


“Oh shit Hermione, that was really great! That... aaaah..." 
and he dropped down to kiss her, their tongues meeting like 
long lost lovers... 


Chapter 29 - It's what ever or what ever? 

None of the teens talked much at supper. In fact they all 
seemed unusually quiet. Lily found herself frowning with 
concern as they picked at their food, hardly tasting a thing. 
James was talking, lightly keeping the conversation going as 
he munched a mouthful of steak. “This year ought to be our 
best yet!" 

Harry didn't seem very interested. He toyed with his mashed 
potatoes, not meeting his father's gaze. “Yeah. Great, Dad." 

Frankly, Lily was getting worried. Fleur and Hermione had 
been visiting almost two days now, and at first the kids had 
seemed to hit it off extremely well. Hermione had stayed at 
the manor so many times during the last couple of summers, 
that she practically was one of the family. Fleur was a new 
thing. She was nineteen going on twenty or something like 
that and a veela and one of James' partner's daughter from 
France. Lily didn't understand what had drawn her to Harry 
and Hermione who were just sixteen. She knew they've meet 
in school and started to be very good friends. They seemed 
so different, but so... she didn't know, but there was 
something there just out of her reach of understanding. And 
starting from this afternoon, they'd been so subdued and 
unlike themselves the rest of the day that she was 
beginning to fear that something has happened between 
them. 




She spoke up abruptly. “Well, enough talk about business. 
This is the children's summer vacation from school too, you 
know. They ought to be having at least a little fun while it 
lasts! What've you been up to, dears? Are you showing Fleur 
all around?" 

"Oh, sure," Hermione answered with a little shrug, glancing 
over at Fleur. "We're having a really nice time, Mrs Potter. It's 
been fun." 

A look passed between the two girls, and Harry only stared 
down at his food all the harder. 

Something was going on - that they weren't telling her 
about. Lily could sense it, though they were trying fiercely 
not to give the fact away. It bothered her throughout supper 
and the rest of the evening, though she didn't make another 
attempt to get the truth out of them. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Later, as they slipped into bed, she mentioned her worries to 
James. "Darling, do you think it was a good idea to have 
Fleur and Hermione here for a couple of weeks? I mean, it 
seemed that they were getting along with Harry so well at 
first, giving him someone to spend his time, but now... have 
you noticed a difference in them?" 

"Oh come on Lily, give 'em a break. They're just feeling each 
other out, you know, the way kids do. They'll be fine. And 
the only difference I've noticed is this." 

Climbing into bed beside her, James slid forward with a grin 
on his face. His stiffened cock pressed against her bare 
thigh, and despite herself Lily had to laugh. 



“And just what's so different about that? It feels just the 
same to me as it does almost every night!" 

As usual, James knew just what it took to get her mind off 
worries. His strong fingers dipped between her thighs, 
plowing through thick red curls to test the moistness they 
found seeping between her already-slickened cuntlips. 

He grunted his approval. “The difference is that I've got a 
hard-on that just won't quit, and all you've got to worry 
about is how to make it soft. Where do you want it, babe? 
Here? Or here?" 

A mischievous finger pushed its wet length up her sopping 
pussy, and another squirmed down to the small puckered 
rim of her ass and wiggled to its knuckle up that taut 
channel. 

Pussy juice burst into his palm, and Lily's answer was a 
throaty giggle. “Both. Merlin, I want it up both my holes, and 
in my mouth too! Damn you, you're getting me so hot I want 
it everywhere at once! How do you intend to solve that 
problem, lover?" 

She shivered up, bunching on his hand and working both 
fingers inside her. 

This time it was James's turn to laugh, delighted. “Well, that 
does call for an interesting solution. I'll admit. But I've got 
some ideas on the subject. You'll see..." 

He did, too. Moments later he'd twisted around on the bed 
and was diving into her soaked cunt, his tongue stabbing 
wetly into her. The finger in her asshole wedged itself even 
deeper, and his magnificent engorged prick speared up at 
her face, bobbing urgently for attention. 



This afternoon's all-too-brief session hadn't done a thing to 
satisfy their appetites. Lily hastily pulled his cock to her full 
lips and slipped them snugly around its rippled surface, 
sucking greedily as it slithered down her throat. His tongue 
flicked in and out of her pussy with long loving strokes, 
lapping its wet slippery length and playing across her large 
fattened clit as well. The finger up her ass wiggled until it 
was as far up that small damp hole as it could go. 

All other thoughts drifted away as she concentrated on 
sucking her husband's meaty cock and humping his face, 
her juices now churning in a froth that slickened his chin 
and drooled along her ass crevice, allowing his finger to 
push in and out with a jabbing rhythm that perfectly 
matched his tongue-stabs. 

It didn't take long before they were both groaning and 
twisting in oblivious sensation, all problems forgotten as Lily 
bobbed her head on her husband's cock and gyrated onto 
his mouth, muffling his appreciative murmurs as her pussy 
slapped at his lips, her ass bunching on his hand at the 
same time. 

Lily loved sucking James's cock. She loved the feel of its 
massive hugeness sliding along the slick warm vise of her 
throat, threatening to fill it completely and then pulling back 
to allow her tongue to dart across his cocktip, tasting the 
first little dribbles of jism that leaked from it. If there was 
one thing she enjoyed as much as feeling the hot, slick 
presence of cum in her pussy, it was feeling it on her tongue 
as well. She gulped and swallowed, drinking his cock like a 
big long straw. 

His tongue shoved up her cunt hole, a finger plunging in 
and out of her ass with growing intensity. James nuzzled 
deep into his wife's thick bush of fiery cunt fur, his lips 



pressed against her wet pussy mouth in an incredible 
intimate kiss. 

They thrashed in simultaneous frenzy, building to climax 
amidst hasty sucking sounds as their bodies entwined with 
the expertise of a long-married couple, each of them soaking 
up every bit of pleasure before the final crescendo. 

In what seemed mere moments Lily was whimpering and 
purring ecstatically, pussy grinding to his face and clit 
pumping up hard against his teeth. His finger was pistoning 
in and out of her ass to add extra jolts of pleasure as she 
soared up and sucked at his gliding prick with a fury. A long 
groan slid from her throat. 

The explosion of orgasm built up within her to incredible 
proportions. Her cunt was twitching and creaming onto her 
husband's face in a fountain of juices, until she couldn't hold 
back another second. 

And just at the moment she erupted, James came too. 
“Muuuhhhmmmfff!" 

Lily gave a stifled wail of release, writhing deliciously as 
James shuddered in her arms. His big swollen cock jerked 
between her lips, and an arc of sweet cum poured down her 
throat in thick, pearly splatters. 

She drank it all up, head bobbing and ass thrusting. His 
tongue lunged up inside her and twisted around in the 
clenched vise of her pussy hole, finger reaming her out hard 
and fast as they both tossed on the bed in mutual 
culmination. 

Their climax went on and on, in a chain of eruptions that 
made the bed squeak. It wasn't until James pulled from 



between her thighs gasping for breath and his cock slumped 
from her lips, now emptied and lolling, that their blissful 
gyrations ended. 

“Aaannnhhh...” 

Lily sank onto the bed in a heap, groaning softly. Dazed and 
delirious in a cloud of satisfaction, she was hardly aware that 
James had shifted around until he took her in his arms, 
breathing heavily. 

“Ahhhh, now that's what I call the end of a very pleasant 
day," he muttered, snuggling against her. "And that's what 
you ought to be worrying about, instead of the kids. Just 
concentrate on keeping your husband happy, and things 
around here are going to be just fine." 

He chuckled, sighing blissfully. 

She smiled. "In that case I've got no problems at all because 
you're easy to please! Now, if only everything else could be 
solved like that... uhhmm..." 

They clung to each other like a pair of happy teenagers, just 
enjoying a few more moments. But even in her haze of 
fulfillment, Lily hadn't forgotten her worries. And they came 
back, nagging at her like an itch. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Long after James had drifted off to sleep she lay there, 
restless and thoughtful. Finally, after it seemed she had lain 
wide-awake for hours, Lily carefully rose and slipped from 
the bedroom, moving away from her husband's soft, 
comforting snore. 



The second floor hallway was dim, lit only by moonlight. 
Nude, she walked to the door of Hermione's room, intending 
only to peek in and see that the girls were all right. It was a 
silly, motherly thing to do, but if it would help her sleep... 

Her hand turned the knob, and gently eased the door open. 
That was when she heard the voices, and froze. “Uhmm, that 
feels nice! Ohhh now you're really doing it Harry, yesss 
that's real good! Now do Mione too, so she can have some 
fun!" 

"Like this?" Harry's voice filtered into the hall, followed by 
his bestfriend's squeal. 

"Ooooohhh..." 

Stunned, Lily recognized those sounds all too well. She'd 
been making very similar sounds herself not long ago, with 
James's tongue and prick urging her on. 

But to hear them coming from Hermione's room - Hermione, 
and Fleur... and Harry! 

The awful realization sank home. A flush crept over Lily, 
growing fiercer with each of Hermione's gasps. 

"Oooh - ooh that's nice, yes do me some more! Ohhhh..." 

The children seemed to be getting along just fine, after all! 

Lily stood there, trembling in a confusion of emotions. Her 
first impulse was to burst in on them and confront whatever 
shocking scene she would find. 

But on the other hand, she might be jumping to conclusions. 
Just because those ominous groans sounded shocking 



enough in themselves, that didn't have to mean anything 
wicked was really going on, did it? After all... oh Merlin! 

Hoping against hope that her imagination was wrong, Lily 
carefully eased the door open and peeked in. Her breath 
hissed out in choked horror. Moonlight filled the room, 
cascading across Hermione's big double bed. They were all 
three nude, the two girls on their sides with Harry between 
them on his back, his hands moving rhythmically between 
their spread-open legs and mouth groping at the firm big tits 
that thrust at him from both sides, pushing forward for 
attention. 

She took it all in at a glance, as the girls both wiggled. 
“Faster... do it faster! Yehhss..." 

“Ooooh! Oooh yes, yes ahhhh..." 

Just as carefully Lily shut the door, drawing in a breath. 

It was true. It was really happening. Her Harry, and innocent 
Hermione... oh Merlin, no! 

Unable to merely stand by another second, she reached up 
and knocked with a trembling fist. 

“Harry? Harry, would you come out now and let the girls 
rest? You can all visit tomorrow, but right now they need 
their sleep. Harry?" 

At her first rap on the door all activity froze. Her voice came 
out surprisingly smooth and unconcerned, as if she were 
simply interrupting a late-night chat instead of the terrible 
thing she'd seen. 



For a long moment she thought Harry wasn't going to 
answer, not daring to admit he was in with the girls. 


Then, after a long silent pause, his voice came back 
hoarsely. “Uh, okay Mom. Just... just a minute." 

Lily stood there, seething over what she'd seen, as the door 
cracked open and he slipped out. 

Harry hadn't taken any pajamas with him, and was totally 
nude. A hand covered his crotch, trying desperately to hide 
the full throbbing shaft of his bare cock. 

"We... uh, we were just talking about some stuff, you know, 
like..." 

"Yes." Her voice cut him off, throaty with emotion. "Yes, I 
know just what you were doing. Come with me, young 
wizard." 

Frankly, Lily had no idea how to handle this situation. She 
and him had an understanding after their trip. Only when 
James was gone on a business trip. Nothing more. But now... 
she'd come upon this so suddenly and unexpectedly that 
her thoughts were awhirl. She should have known that her 
horny son was such like his father. What the fuck! James was 
fucking everything he could get his hands on when he was 
Harry's age, including her! Stalling for time, she led the way 
to her son's room, not looking back. 

Harry followed sheepishly, swallowing hard. 

It wasn't until they were in his bedroom, with the light 
flicked on and the door safely shut behind them, that she 
turned on him full force. 



“Harry James Potter, I'm ashamed of you! What's the idea of 
sneaking into your bestfriend's room at this time of night 
without a stitch on, doing Merlin knows what? Just what do 
you think you're up to, may I ask?'' 

“Uhh, well...'' 

Harry's jaw worked, his cheeks growing rosy. There was no 
hiding his stiffened prick, or the fact that his mom obviously 
knew what he'd been up to. His excuse came out lame and 
unconvincing. 

“We were just... I mean, it's not like we were really doing 
something or anything like that! It's just that - Fleur was 
showing us some things..." 

“Fleur?" His mother pounced on that. “You mean Fleur is to 
blame for what you were doing? She's the one I should be 
having this talk with? Are you certain, Harry?" 

Harry's eyes dropped. For the first time he noticed that his 
mom was nude as well, her enormous tits jiggling before him 
and thick red cunt fleece glinting in the light of the bedroom 
as if her pussy were on fire. 

A sudden burst of unexpected awareness made his prick 
strum out all the harder, bobbing and jerking under his hand 
with a life of its own. 

Suddenly Lily was aware of her son's hard-on too. She saw 
his furtive glance across her body, and a ripple of something 
other than anger shot through her. 

Merlin, she was getting horny! 

Taken aback by that abrupt realization, she hurried on 
quickly. “Answer me, young man! Was this all Fleur's fault - 



or were you to blame too?” 


"Well, it... it was kind of everybody...” 

His tone wasn't convincing, and instinctively Lily knew that 
the real blame lay on Fleur. That, plus the growing tingle 
deep in her cunt, made her tone soften. 

"All right then, I believe you. But Harry, I don't ever want 
you to do that again, no matter who's to blame. Do you 
understand me?” 

Unable to tear his eyes from his mother's voluptuous body, 
he nodded. "Yeah. I promise. Mom. I won't. It's just that... 
well, sometimes I can't seem to help myself! I get all tensed 
up and funny feeling, like - like right now! I just can't help 
it!” 


To prove his point he let the hand over his cock drop. 

It sprang up to full attention, thick and rigid and straining 
out with a hugeness that took Lily's breath away. She sure 
knew what enormous prick her son had and now it was 
thrusting out at her like a fence post wagging in a breeze. 
Her pussy melted with little sparks of pleasure, and she went 
on in a softened husky tone. 

"I know, darling. I know what you mean. It... it's this, isn't 
it?” 


Without warning she swooped out a hand and caught his 
hard prick, capturing it in a firm, deft grasp. 

Harry's eyes bulged. His meaty young prick pulsed in her 
palm, and without even thinking she gave it a squeeze. 



“It's natural for a boy your age to get excited. And when he 
does, this is what happens." 


Her fingers curled around her son's big swollen cock, 
squeezing again to feel it thrum with veined throbbing life. 
Her pussy oozed with warm itching delight, and she couldn't 
seem to make herself release it. Instead she held on tighter, 
concentrating furiously on the motherly lecture she was 
trying to voice. 

"I know it makes a healthy young man do things he wouldn't 
normally do, but darling... Hermione? I promised her mother 
I would look after her... and Fleur? Both of them? This is for, 
for when you're married... not now..." 

Lily's voice drifted off as she began to squeeze that sweet 
massive prick rhythmically, unable to control herself. 

Harry was twitching, his eyes glazed and hips rolling in small 
appreciative jerks. He opened his mouth, and barely 
managed to keep from groaning. "Yeah but... but what am I 
supposed to do in the meantime. Mom? I might not get 
married for years! You mean it's gotta just stay like this all 
the time? Oh Merlin..." 

He gasped, not so much at the thought of having a hard-on 
for years to come as at the steady squeezing of his mother's 
hand, combined with the lush feminine body that hovered 
before him. 

Her pussy was churning up a froth. She didn't seem to have 
any self-control left at all, with that thickened cock fluttering 
against her palm. When she spoke the words seemed to 
tumble out all by themselves, as if she were merely the 
audience. 



“No darling, it doesn't have to stay like that all the time. 
There are things you can do to help, and... and I'll show you 
one of them right now, since that's what you need. Like 
this..." 

Her fist began to pump, riding back and forth over her son's 
big hard prick with long, loving strokes. 

“Mom..." 

Harry's face wrenched with pleasure, and without realizing it 
he arched in her hand, pushing his cock into that tight 
tugging vise in a natural bunching motion. His hands 
slipped up to cling at her waist for support, and that 
innocent touch against her bare skin sent a blaze of fire 
soaring through Lily's cunt with unbelievable fury. 

In fact, the whole situation was pretty unbelievable. Here 
she stood, absolutely nude in front of her son and showing 
him how to beat off - as if any boy his age needed lessons 
on that! 

But the juicy seething in her cunt had grown to a hungry 
ache, making her fist pump faster. She was breathing hard, 
gazing raptly down at the smooth knobbed cockhead that 
jutted from her fingers, its little piss slit glistening with a 
tantalizing glob of cum. 

It was all she could do to keep from licking her lips, aching 
to taste her son's jizz. She was behaving just as wickedly as 
when she was their age! 

And the worst part was that she couldn't make herself stop. 
Her fingers clutched at that vibrant young cock, jerking on it 
in a fast rhythm that perfectly matched the rushes of steamy 
need sweeping through her. 



Harry arched, his eyes widening and his down-fuzzed balls 
hobbling as his mom jerked him off. 

“Uhh, ohhh shit...” 

Normally he would never have used a word like 'shit' in front 
of her, but by this time they were both beyond the normal 
boundaries of a respectable mother-son relationship. 

"This... this is one way to relax when you're all tensed, 
darling.” Lily's voice came out much too husky, and she 
went on in a rush. "It feels good, doesn't it? And it's much 
better than doing awful things with your them, isn't it?” 

"Yeah, oh yeah...” He gasped, twitching. 

Lily gasped as well. Her pussy loomed just inches from his 
red engorged cocktip. Unmotherly gushes of cream 
drenched it, and she had to fight back an impulse to 
undulate forward, rubbing her thick cunt fur against that 
lush inflamed prick. She would have loved nothing better 
than to feel it sliding through her dewy cunt bush, its 
hugeness pushing into her hair and between her thighs and 
lodging against her pussy, forcing its way up into her and 
fucking - oh Merlin fucking in and out! She wanted to fuck 
her son, and she wanted it bad! 

Instead she pumped harder. When she spoke, her tone was 
hoarse. 

"Don't hold back, baby. I want... I want to make you feel 
better, so you won't have to listen to Fleur and her ideas 
anymore. Just... just let it come, darling. Let it come, oh 
honey, let it all come...” 

They were both panting now. Harry twisted and moaned, his 
fingers digging into the soft pliant flesh of her waist in a 



kneading grip. His prick punched in and out of her fist with 
fast pistoning strokes, and his response was a cracked 
squeak. 

“Oh Mom, I'm gonna - I'm gonna shoot! Faster, faster! Good, 
that's really good! Oh fucking shit, that's great! I'm gonna - 
uuunnnhhh!'' 

With that loud groan he spasmed. His cock lurched in her 
hand, and the first geyser of thick white cum spurted. 

It arced in a long fountaining glob, making a syrupy trail in 
the red thatch of pussy curls that twitched before his prick. 
The first hot splatters struck her cunt, and Lily let out a gasp 
as she pumped frantically, eager for more. 

“Ohhh, ohh fuck Mommm...'' 

The second spurt shot across her thighs in sticky ooze, and 
the third flooded across her plunging fingers. 

Harry bucked, shuddering as she wrung every blast of jizz 
from his prick. He saw his cum threading across his mother's 
pussy thatch and rolling wetly down her thighs, and that 
only made his climax all the sweeter. 

“Yeah! Yeah, ohhhh..." She kept pumping until he slumped, 
his prick emptied. 

Then, reluctantly, she let it plop from her fingers. Forcing 
back a groan of her own, she tried to sound calm. 

“There. That's... that's one way to relax. And from now on, 
instead of getting them to do the honors, I want you to come 
to me. Do - do you understand, darling?" 



“Yeah.” He nodded, his head bobbing weakly. “Yeah Mom, I 
will. I promise! I will!” 

“Very well. Now go to bed, and get some rest. After relaxing 
like that, you could use some sleep.” 

She waited until he'd fallen into his bed in a heap, sighing 
gratefully. Then she flicked out the light and paused. 

“Good night, dear. Sleep tight.” 

“Night, Mom.” Harry's voice was soft and tired. 

She slipped out quietly, shutting the door behind her. 

The moment Lily was in the darkened hall, she instantly 
dove her fingers into the hot trickles of jism that seeped 
across her cunt and thighs. 

“Ohh... oh Merlin baby, baby...” 

She leaned against the wall, cooing with pure delight as she 
rubbed her son's cum into her sopping cunt, feeling its rich 
velvety thickness plastering across her pussy in a sweet 
musky film. 

Before she quite knew it, Lily had two fingers stuffed up her 
cunt and was shoving them in and out with wild gyrations, 
finger-fucking herself to a lather. 

“Yesss... yes honey, fuck me! Fuck... fuck... oh fucking sweet 
baby yehhhhssss!” 

She tremored in eruptions of bliss, plunging her cum- 
drenched fingers into her pussy as if they were Harry's big 
young prick. And as she careened to orgasm, Lily knew 



things were not the same for a few weeks now between her 
and Harry. 

She knew very damn well... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

“Keep a watch out, Hermione. Do you see Mom coming?" 
"Hunh unh." 

Hermione's brown eyes surveyed the crowded parking lot as 
Harry struggled beside her in the front seat of his mother's 
big black 4x4, working his jeans down to his knees. His 
engorged cock flipped into the air, wagging and straining. 

He let out a sigh. 

"Okay. Now it's your turn. I'll keep an eye out. Just hurry up, 
that's all." 

Hermione nodded and pulled her skirt up about her waist, 
grasping the edge of her panties. In one deft motion she 
arched and peeled them off, pulling their crotch stickily 
away from her tender heated cunt. 

Harry couldn't help staring down as her dewy pussy mound 
burst into view, all matted and curled and tickling at her wet 
inner thighs. 

It had been a long dull morning shopping with his mom, 
driving from one shopping center to another as she picked 
up items here and there and spent hours on end just 
browsing. Finally, worn out on this whole excursion, they'd 
begged to stay in the car and wait instead of following Lily 
from store to store. 



And almost as soon as she'd disappeared from sight, they'd 
looked at each other with mutual agreement. 


Hermione slid the crisp moist material down her slender 
hips, then off. Now her pussy was bare beneath the skirt, all 
warm and oozy with anticipation. She reached over and 
grasped her bestfriend's bobbing prick, and he grunted. 

“Ahh, yeah. Now do it, Mione. Climb up on me - hurry! If I 
don't get my prick in you right now I'm gonna shoot all over 
the place! Come on!" 

Still holding onto his swollen cockshaft, Hermione obeyed 
with a smile. She wiggled onto her knees and straddled his 
lap, facing the window so she could see out in case his 
mother appeared unexpectedly. 

Then, easing his cockhead against her pooched, dewy cunt 
lips, she lowered herself onto it. 

"Oooohhh..." 

A long happy groan rose from her throat as her cunt mouth 
stretched wide around her bestfriend's cockmeat, sinking 
down on it with a spew of hot, steamy juices. 

"Oh yeah, that's right, ohhh shit." Harry groaned too. His 
prick sank up into her, throbbing and lurching in her snug 
cunt. 

"Uhhhmmm..." 

She settled on his lap with an ecstatic flutter, her skirt 
fanning out to cover their actions. 

People and cars were everywhere, some of them passing by 
so near that Harry could have reached out the passenger 



window and touched them. That fact only added to the thrill 
as he grasped hers hips, urging her on. 


“Merlin, that feels good! Now fuck it, Hermione. Fuck it good, 
like that... ahhh..." 

Not that Hermione needed urging by this time, by any 
means. She began to ease up and down on her knees, 
undulating to feel his cock jerk and slosh inside her. 

“Ohhhh... ooooh..." 

Her head lolled, long brown hair tickling at his face. Her 
tight wet pussy made slick sucking sounds around his 
aching prick as she rocked rhythmically, riding it like a 
bronco. 

He gave an approving grunt, reaching under her skirt to feel 
all that soft thick cunthair split apart by his cock, fingertips 
exploring around until they located the taut stretched 
button of her clit. He rubbed it furiously. 

“That's real good, Mione. Pump the jizz right out of me, so I 
can shoot it up your cunt hole! Faster... faster!" 

“Uuunnnggh..." 

Hermione obliged gladly, her clit shooting off sparks under 
his twiddling fingers. She humped up and down harder, until 
her pussy glided along the entire length of his massive 
veined pecker. The seat springs squeaked frantically as she 
bounced to climax on her bestfriend's cock, slamming down 
with furious delight. 

“Ohhh - oh fuck. I'm coming Harry! I'm coming on your 
cock! Now... now... now - ooowwwhhh - mmumppff!" 



Her wail was cut off as Harry slapped a hand over her mouth. 
At the same time he lurched and his cock spasmed. 

Cum fountained up Hermione's taut pussy, and she 
careened on it in wiggling ecstasy as its hot floods pumped 
her to completion, gasping and moaning into her 
bestfriend's clamped palm. 

“Muhhhm... ummppfff!” 

'Aaahhh..." 

He groaned, releasing his grip as the jism was sucked from 
his balls. Hermione wavered atop him, her pussy filled with 
thick hot gushes. 

“Oh shit, Hermione, that... that was something else! Ohhh, 
fuck!" 

He sank back, drained and happy. 

Hermione slumped too and her cunt squeezed on his pecker 
until it finally slid free with a limp wet plop. 

Splatters of cum seeped from her bloated hole, and she 
collapsed on the front seat in a sated heap, skirt bunching 
about her hips to display the slick crease of her pussy 
drooling his jizz, its brown fuzz dewy with big white globs. 

Harry grinned. But then his grin froze when he glanced up 
and saw a familiar package-laden figure heading toward 
them, only a few cars away. 

“Oh shit - it's Mom!" 

Frantically he jerked his jeans up and snapped them 
together, then pulled his dazed bestfriend upright and 



shoved her panties under the seat. 


Hermione slipped back to reality as the driver's door 
opened, and Mrs Potter climbed in. 

"Well, did you have a nice wait? I didn't mean to be so long 
but it - uhhh, well, it... doesn't matter. Take these, Harry." 

Lily's smooth conversation broke into a stammer as the 
tangy reek of sex filled the car, and she pushed the 
packages in Harry's lap in an effort to hide her shock. 

But it was all too plain to see what had happened, even if 
she hadn't smelled it. Harry's flushed face, and Hermione's 
discreet glowing expression gave it all away. 

They had been fucking. And right out in public. Right in the 
middle of her shopping trip! Lily was too stunned to react. 
Instead she started the car and headed home, not knowing 
what else to do. 

All the way back, none of them spoke. If they noticed her 
abruptly quiet behavior, neither Harry or Hermione seemed 
to realize that they'd been caught. Instead they sat 
obediently, both looking as innocent as two children ought 
to look. 

But Lily knew better. After the initial shock wore off, turmoil 
set in. She honestly didn't know quite how to react, or what 
to do about it. Now that they'd discovered sex, how was she 
supposed to stop them from wanting to learn more? 

But even in her turmoil, she knew exactly who was 
responsible for doing this to her children. She'd seen it last 
night, with her own eyes. Fleur. That... little... bitch! 



As she drove, her fury grew. Not at Harry or Hermione, 
because she knew her kids. She knew how innocent they 
were compared to so many others their age, and how easily 
their teenaged emotions could be unleashed at any moment 
with a little direction. And it was growing painfully obvious 
that Fleur had been doing plenty of directing. 

By the time she pulled into the gravel drive by the house. 

Lily was fuming. Something had to be done about this 
situation right now, before it got any worse. Somehow, she 
had to undo the damage the veela had done. 

As the kids got out of the car and started inside, she spoke 
up without taking time to think. 

“Harry, would you wait a second? I have another chore I 
forgot about, and it's going to take a man's help. Do you 
mind?'' 

“Uh... okay Mom.'' Giving in with a shrug, he climbed back 
into car beside her. “What do you need?" 

“You'll see. Just wait." Unable to think up any fancy lies, she 
stopped his questions shortly and pulled once more out of 
the drive, not exactly certain where she was going. 

After a few minutes of guiding the car down back roads away 
from the manor, Lily saw a familiar-looking dirt lane and 
abruptly pulled in. 

“Hey, Mom?" Harry frowned, perplexed. “This road doesn't 
go anywhere. What's up?" 

Not answering, she found a shady spot and brought the car 
to a halt. Then, when she'd killed the engine, she turned to 
face him. “That's exactly what I was going to ask, young 
man. What's up with you and Hermione that the two of you 



feel called upon to fuck each other right in the middle of a 
busy parking lot? You did it, didn't you? You fucked her - 
after promising me you wouldn't!" 

Harry's mouth dropped open, and his eyes bulged. 

"And don't bother trying to lie, because I already know the 
truth!" Lily was infuriated, her cheeks flushing hotly. She 
was getting herself worked up, and couldn't seem to stop it. 
"Answer me, young man! You fucked Hermione, didn't you? 
Didn't you?" 

Suddenly she clutched Harry's arm in an iron grip, making 
him wince. 

"It... it was sort of an accident. Ouch Mom, that hurts!" He 
tried to pull away, his face pale. 

"Accident!" Lily's voice rose almost to a cry, and she 
shivered with anger. "Accident? You mean you slipped, and 
your cock just fell right into her? Is that the kind of accident 
you're trying to make me believe, Harry James Potter? Fleur 
caused this, didn't she? Don't try to hide it. She's the one 
who got you two started! She got you all horny and was 
showing you how to fuck last night when I walked in! And 
now you've done it, after promising me you wouldn't! Isn't 
that how it was? Isn't it?" 

In her fury she gave him a shake, and Harry's answer rattled 
out. "Well... sort of, I suppose..." 

"Sort of!" Lily vaguely realized that she was getting carried 
away, but couldn't stop herself. "You sort of fucked 
Hermione, and no doubt you've sort of fucked that veela 
Fleur as well! Merlin, you just won't be satisfied until you've 
fucked every witch in the world!" 



She stopped, suddenly aware of the subdued ache that had 
grown in her cunt from the first moment she'd whiffed that 
raw tantalizing aroma of sex. Her pussy was frothing, 
drenched and hungry. 

She needed fucking right this instant, and she needed it 
bad. She'd practically blurted it out in so many words, 
though her son was too scared to notice. 

His face pleading, Harry took her momentary silence to 
break in. “Honest Mom, we didn't mean anything by it! We 
were just... just having some fun, that's all. Learning stuff, 
like, like the kind of stuff you thought me! That's all it was, I 
swear!" 

His argument was far from convincing, but Lily knew that in 
his own naive mind he meant it. 

She took a deep breath, then answered in a chill tone. “I see. 
You started fucking them because I didn't give you 
something while your father was home, is that it? Well, I'm 
going to give you now. Oh yes I am, since that seems to be 
just what you want. Strip out of those clothes young man, 
because you're about to get a fucking you'll never forget." 

If Harry had been taken by surprise before, he was thunder¬ 
struck now. “What?" 

“You heard me perfectly well, and we both know it! Get 
those clothes off this instant, before I strip you myself!" 

The threat in her voice was so ominous that his fingers 
quickly leaped to his shirt, popping its buttons one by one. 

After a moment's hesitation, Lily did the same. Her hands 
were trembling with a whirlpool of emotions as she undid 



her blouse, letting it drape open. With quick, cool efficiency 
she pulled it off, then undid her bra as well. 

Harry stared, aghast, as the white cups fell free and his 
mother's big tits sprang up, jiggling and bobbing, their 
huge, swirled areolas like two wide, bulging eyes. 

It all happened in a daze, as if he were dreaming it. His shirt 
peeled off, and he unsnapped his jeans. For the second time 
that morning he wiggled them down, baring his wilted prick 
and sagging balls, then kicked his feet out of them entirely. 

At the same time his mom did exactly the same with her 
slacks. She arched and jerked and pushed all at once, and 
they peeled back. Her glossy red cunt fur popped out all 
spongy and glistening in the sunlight, giving him an even 
better look than he'd had last night. 

She worked the slacks to the floor of the car, then turned to 
face him with a cool green-eyed stare. “If I'm going to fuck 
my son. I'll need some room. We'll do it in the back, where at 
least we can be comfortable." 

Forcing herself not to stare down at her son's soft, enticing 
prick, she swiftly twisted around and climbed over the seat 
onto the mat that spread across the expansive back end of 
the 4x4. 

For an instant her taut round ass jutted by his face, and 
Harry actually saw his mom's pert little ass winking moistly 
at him. Then, with a flash of long legs, she was over the seat 
and out of sight. Her voice drifted back, a cross between a 
threatening purr and a pleading whimper. 

“Come here, Harry. This fucking's long overdue, and it's time 
we fuck again! Come here this instant, young man!" 



He gasped, his head whirling with so many different 
emotions at once that they dizzied him. “Merlin's balls!" 

Then he scrambled obediently over the seat, not daring to 
disobey her again. 

Lily's legs were spread out wide, and the first thing he saw 
was his mom's cunt gaping before him, its lips all pooched 
out and drooling hot juices right in his path. 

It happened that quickly. Her son sprawled over the car seat, 
gaping at her open pussy, and Lily reacted without thinking. 
She grabbed his thick hair with both hands and pulled his 
head down. 

“This is what you want - look at it! Look at my pussy, Harry! 
Get a good look. I want you to get your fill!" 

With those chilling words she arched, forcing his head down 
in the same motion. 

Suddenly Harry's lips were mashed against wet, slippery 
cunt flesh. The juices smeared his face, its fat creased mouth 
smacking at his chin. That abrupt act made him hiss, and his 
mouth opened. 

“Mppff - Mom - Muhh - hummppf!" 

His tongue jabbed out automatically, and flicked across his 
mother's pussy. Hot juice poured over it and she clutched his 
head with a groan. 

“Oh Merlin, yesss! Eat me, damn it! Eat me out, you horny 
little bastard! I'll teach you just what pussies are for - eat it! 
Ohhh, oh fucking yes!" 



Though taken by surprise, he responded naturally. With that 
first taste of cunt cream tingling on his mouth, Harry lapped 
out again. His tongue slapped all the way up and down his 
mom's greasy cunt, plowing between her flared cunt lip 
folds and swooping up the cream that poured out of her. 

That eager slapping probe tore across her oiled clit, and she 
soared up in a spasm as pure jolts of pleasure surged 
through her. 

Lily wasn't behaving very motherly at all by now, and in a 
vague, guilty way she knew it. But things had gone too far 
beyond simple motherhood by this time, urged on by her 
own anger. And the first jabbing strokes of Harry's tongue 
had her wrenching up in delicious waves of delight, swept 
along in a tide of bliss that had her hunching urgently and 
twisting her fingers in his hair, grinding his mouth to her 
cunt even harder. "Yes! Get your tongue up my pussy, Harry, 
eat me out good! That's it, lick up my juices and gobble 
them all down, because I've got lots more where that came 
from! Ohhh baby, ream me out! Ohhh, Merlinnnn!" 

She let out a delighted wail as he followed instructions to 
the letter, lapping her moist tender cunt folds and then 
diving his tongue between. 

Despite all his experiences with Hermione and Fleur, Harry 
hadn't been prepared to find himself eating his own 
mother's pussy. But he was doing it now, and from his mom's 
shuddering reactions he seemed to be doing it just right. His 
tongue raced out of her musky cunt hole to flick the fat bud 
of her clit and dip along her entire pussy gash, then raced 
back into her again. Plunging in and out like a cock, fucking 
his mother with fast jabbing strokes that had her twisting 
and mewling in the back of the station wagon, he plastered 
his face to her cunt with greedy slurpy sounds. 



He nuzzled into all that wet pliant pussy flesh with a fury 
now, totally caught up. His eager probe plunged deep into 
Lily's thrashing cunt, and she hunched up to meet it. 

"Yehhs, do it like that! Give it to me, nice and fast! Tongue 
my pussy all the way, you fucking little bastard! Yes, 
yessss!" 

Just the sight of her son crouched between her thighs 
gnawing at her heated cunt was enough to send her 
wrenching up in the first bursts of orgasm. His tongue darted 
between her cuntlips with frantic need, lunging into her with 
fast wiggling stabs. She hunched even harder, exploding in 
a sudden burst of climax that wrenched her up with a 
vengeance. "Yesss! I'm coming, eat me good! Good damn it, 
good, go - ooooohhh! Aaaannnnh!" 

Her ass bucked and her pussy smashed against Harry's face 
as he slurped his tongue in and out of her in rapid-fire jabs, 
reaming her to orgasm. 

Lily reeled, pouring a flood of cunt juice over her son's 
mouth. She came in rippling surges of uninhibited release, 
until every fire-cracker of bliss had burst inside her. Then 
she pulled his head roughly up, jerking him toward her. 

"You... you sweet mother-sucking baby, that was a good 
start! But I've got a better punishment than that in mind. 

Get up here and give me just what you gave Hermione! If 
you've got the balls to fuck her, then you can damned well 
do it to your mother! Get it in me this instant Harry - now, 
nowww!" 

Jerking him to her with a painful twist of his hair, she 
swooped down with one hand and clutched his throbbing 
prick. 



"Oh Merlin... 


Harry scrambled atop her gladly, his cock now so stiff and 
sore that it felt as if it might explode right in her hand at any 
moment. He sprawled between her wide-spread thighs and 
his prickhead dove hard against the wet, hot flesh of his 
mom's sopping pussy. 

She guided his cock deftly between her flared cunt lips, and 
let out a squawk as it slid into place and slithered up her 
cunt hole. 

"Unnnh! Oh fucking yes, that's how I want it! Fuck me, just 
like you did Hermione! Dick my cunt!" 

He crashed atop her, and his cock sank to its base up her 
pussy. Instantly their mouths crushed together, and Lily 
groaned between her son's lips as she licked off the warm 
film of her own cunt cream up and stabbed her tongue down 
his throat. 

Harry's cock began to piston in and out of her with machine¬ 
like strokes, his balls tickling the crevice of her ass with 
every thrust. She hunched up to meet him, her pussy lips 
snapping with rubber resilience about his veined cockshaft. 
With all the fury of an insatiable mother she fucked herself 
onto her son's meaty prick, abruptly pushing his head down 
to one of her big, taut-nippled tits. 

"Suck my tits, you bastard! Suck me and fuck me just like 
Hermione! I'll give you all the fucking you can take, if that's 
what you want! Do it! Do - ooooh! Yes, yessss oh fucking 
baby, give it to me nice and hard!" 

Harry sucked greedily on the huge bloated nipple that 
shoved into his mouth, catching it in his teeth and chewing 
as well. Her pussy slid up and down his greased prick with 



such intensity that he didn't have to pump at all, but he did 
just the same. Suddenly it was fun to make his mom scream 
after the way she'd just treated him. It was fun to bite down 
on her big nipple a little extra, to piston his cock in her 
pussy with a strength that smashed her ass against the mat. 

She wailed and sobbed, humping all the harder. He sucked 
on her tit until its rubbery hardness was crammed deep in 
his throat. He fucked his cock, the thing that his mom 
wanted, just the way she wanted it. 

"Oh Merlin, Merlin that's fucking sweet! Stick it in me lover, 
stick it in me good! Fuck me just like that horny slut veela of 
yours, so I can feel your cum in my pussy! Ohhh, oh Merlin 
honey, you're making your mother come! I'm going to come, 
sweet baby give it to me faster! Faster! Guhhh - gunnnhhh - 
gaaaaahbhhhh!" 

Bouncing with a ferocity that bobbed the whole back end of 
the car, Lily soared to climax. It was like nothing she'd ever 
known before. Perhaps because it was her son's precious 
young cock that was making her come, she came in a 
spiraling bliss that seemed to explode up and up forever, 
drilling her totally onto his pounding prick. 

"Aaannnggghhh!" she screamed, twisting and bunching in 
sheer unbelievable waves of utter bliss. 

That was all Harry could take. He slammed down onto his 
mother's heaving, voluptuous body, and let his load of jism 
erupt inside her. 

Caught at the very peak of her orgasm, Lily shrieked as her 
son's hot cum spurted into her pussy, unloading blast after 
searing blast. She took it all, and hunched for more. Her legs 
wrapped around his youthful, pumping ass, and she writhed 
in unleashed luxury. 



“Aaannh - aaaahh - ahhhhh, yehhhhssss...” 

Purring in utter abandon, she sank back on the floor 
twitching with release, as Harry's cock continued to splatter 
the last of its dregs deep inside her. At last he collapsed, 
panting. 

"Oh Mom, oh shit..." 

"Uhhhm..." Lily clung to his sweaty body, her cum-filled 
pussy refusing to release her son's slumping prick. "Ohhh, 
baby... good, so fucking good..." 

Harry couldn't have agreed more. He nestled against his 
mom's gasping body and heard her giggle. 

"Now... now isn't that better than fucking Hermione? Or 
even that veela bitch, for that matter?" 

He had to nod, his hands stealing over his mother's huge, 
pliant tits. "Yeah Mom, it was... oh fuck, it was fantastic!" 

Lily laughed softly. With his cock snuggled warmly in her 
cunt, she couldn't feel even a twinge of guilt. "And if I ever 
catch you sniffing around the girls again, we're going to 
have this little conversation again! Do you understand?" 

For the first time, Harry really did understand. Hell, his mom 
was every bit as hot as Fleur! Maybe even hotter! "Yeah, I 
understand. Whatever you say. Mom." 

"Ummm, good. And if you need any reminders, just come to 
me first. That's what mothers are for, baby..." 

What this mother's for, anyway, she thought. And the 
thought made her smile... 



Chapter 30 - Poor Harry 


“Can I trust you?” Lily asked as she sat sipping on her coffee 
while Harry sat across from her chomping on some eggs and 
bacon his house elf cooked for him. 

“I promised, didn't I?" 

“Yes, I know, but the three of you here alone for the day with 
all this time together and nothing to do. I know how 
tempting that's going to be," she told him, glancing down at 
her watch. 

“I promised. Mom, besides, Fleur has already gone to 
Hogwarts to get some books or something like that... she 
wont be back until tomorrow... '' Harry half lied, trying to put 
on his best innocent face. 

“Anyway, I don't have any other choice. I'll just have to trust 
you to do the right thing because I have to leave," she told 
him as she pushed up onto her high-heeled pumps. 

“I'll be a good, liddle boy. Mommy," Harry grinned standing 
up with her. 

“You'd better be," she warned. 

“Don't be a poop," Harry told her as he stepped over and 
wrapped his arm around her waist. “Come on and I'll walk 
you to the fireplace." 

Walking along together from the kitchen, hips rubbing, their 
arms interlaced behind each other's backs, they made their 
way to the living room where the fireplace was. Taking a 
quick glance around the living room, Lily took Harry's head 
between her hands and pulled his lips against hers. The kiss 



was hard and demanding but short lived as she let go of his 
head and quickly stepped back away from him. 

“Now you be good," she whispered, running her hands down 
her skirt to straighten it. 

“I will," Harry answered her, leaning over and getting the 
floo powder pot. 

“Be good or else..." Lily told him as she took some floo 
powder from the pot he was holding and entering the 
fireplace. 

Harry leaned in and gave one of her breasts a gentle grope 
before he stood back up. 

“Bye-bye..." Harry grinned, stepping back away from the 
fireplace as his mother started to throw the powder. 

“Bye..." she told him, throwing the floo powder and saying 
her destination. 

Standing in front of the fireplace only in his pajama bottoms, 
Harry waved as his mother slowly. Waiting until the flames 
were back to normal, Harry turned and went trudging back 
in the kitchen to finish his breakfast. 

Hermione and Fleur were pretty scared after Harry told them 
about the warning his mother gave him, minus the way she 
gave it. So, they decided to cool it off for a while. Any 
rendezvous might be a dangerous thing since his mother 
knew about them and had extracted the promise from him. 
But now that his mother was gone, and he and Hermione 
were alone, he was looking forward to a day of fun and 
games with his naughty best friend. . . 



“Mrs Potter already gone?” he heard Hermione ask as she 
padded into the kitchen on her bare feet. 

“Yeah, off to work," Harry told her as she walked by him on 
her way to the cabinet. 

“So we've got the day . . . and the house all to ourselves," 
Hermione softly laughed as she pushed off her tiny toes and 
reached up into the cabinet to retrieve herself a bowl. As she 
reached up, the ruffled bottom hem of her little baby doll 
gown was tugged halfway up the curve of her cute, little ass 
and Harry could see that there wasn't a hint of panties. 

“Going commando today, huh?" Harry grinned as Hermione 
dropped back down onto the soles of her feet. 

“I thought that you might like it," she laughed plodding 
back over to the table and sitting down across from him. 
“You'd probably have them off me in five minutes anyway." 

“I would," Harry told her as he felt her foot brush against his 
thigh. 

“Can I have some of your eggs?" Hermione softly giggled as 
she rubbed her toes against his cock. 

“Help yourself," he grinned, pushing the plate across the 
table to her. “Anything else you want?" 

“Cr me for dessert?" she purred, tipping up his plate and 
taking half. 

“I think I could arrange that," Harry told her as he reached 
his hands under the table and caught hold of her foot, “If 
you can spare a piece of your sweet, little pussy pie for your 
bestfriend." 



Gently squeezing and massaging her foot, Harry could see 
the mischievous twinkle in Hermione's big, brown eyes. 

“Why take a little piece when you can have the whole thing, 
pardon the pun," she laughed, scrunching her toes against 
his hands. 

“Sounds like fun," he snorted, massaging harder. 

The only sound in the room was the sound of Hermione 
chomping on her food as she and Harry sat across the table 
looking at each other like a pair of love-sick love birds. 

Then right out of the blue, Hermione fired a question at him. 

“Did you ever think about fucking your Mom?" Hermione 
asked him with a playful grin on her pretty lips. 

“Huh? Mom?" Harry snorted as a guilty blush spread out 
over his cheeks. “You mean...fuck my Mom?" 

“Yeah...fuck your Mom! Why not? You're fucking me, aren't 
you? And who knows how many others that I don't know..." 
she snickered, pulling her foot back out of his clutching 
hands. 

“Uh, yeah, uh, yeah, I have...have you ever thought about 
you and your Mom?" Harry turned the question back at her 
as the blush on his cheeks began to lighten and fade. 

“You mean, my Mom, my Mom and I doing a girl on girl 
thing?" Hermione mumbled. “No, uh, not really. It never 
crossed my mind." 


“You want to do it?" Harry grinned. 



“Huh? You mean it? Me and my Mom?" Hermione grinned as 
Harry could almost hear the gears begin to turn in her 
mischievouse head. “I don't know, uh, maybe..." 

"Yeah, why not?" Harry went on. 

"Uh, how do you propose to do it? It's hardly the thing one 
would ask their Mother." 

"Well, I'm afraid that I have a little secret I need to share 
with you," he grinned, seeing that he had her attention. 

"What? What secret?" Hermione eagerly asked. 

"It's about my Mom," Harry teased, pausing to draw out the 
suspense. 

"What about your Mom?" Hermione demanded. "Your Mom 
and... your Mom and another woman?" 

"Not another woman. It's about my Mom . . ." Harry said, 
pausing again for effect. "And me..." he finally whispered. 

"Huh? You? You and your Mom? Oh...Merlin! I can't believe 
it! Really?" Hermione gushed out. 

"Yep...Me and my Mom...we did it..." Harry declared with a 
gloating smile on his grinning lips. 

"That is totally crunk..." Hermione giggled. 

"Yeah, it is, but that's not all of it," Harry laughed. 

"What? What else?" 

"You want to know why she did it?" Harry chuckled. 

"Why?" 



“You're going to split your sides laughing when I tell you." 


“What? Why?" Hermione eagerly asked grinning from ear to 
ear in anticipation as she pushed her plate out of the way 
and leaned over the table. “Why? Come on tell me why..." 

“Don't say I didn't warn you," Harry haughtily proclaimed. 

“Damn, it, quit stalling and tell me why..." Hermione 
demanded. 

“She told me that she would let me do her if...if I quit 
banging you and Fleur..." Harry cackled. “Ain't that a 
fucking hoot?" 

“What?" Hermione exclaimed as her chin dropped and her 
eyes flared wide open. “She knows? She knows about us?" 
she gasped in stunned shock. 

“Hell, yes," Harry grinned, reaching across the table with 
both hands and groping at her big tits through the thin baby 
doll gown. 

“She didn't say anything to me," Hermione groaned letting 
Harry fondle her big, full breasts through her gown. 

“She made me promise not to fuck you or tell you about us," 
Harry told her, pinching her jutting nipples between his 
fingers and thumbs and roughly twisting them. 

“It certainly doesn't look like you're going to keep your 
promise," Hermione laughed, leaning back and pulling her 
breasts out of Harry's clutching hands. 

“You want me to keep it?" Harry asked her, leaning back in 
his chair and crossing his arms behind his head. 



“No . . Hermione grinned, pushing up onto her feet and 
suggestively running the tip of her tongue around her pink 
lips. “Do you want to keep it?" 

“What do you think?" Harry asked with a lecherous grin as 
he watched Hermione reach down and take hold of the hem 
of her baby doll gown. 

“I didn't think so," Hermione laughed quickly pulling her 
gown up off over her head. 

“You're so beautiful," Harry appreciatively mumbled as he 
ran his eyes over her beautiful, naked body. 

“So, tell me," Hermione murmured, slowly stepping around 
the table with a seductive roll of her hips. “Whose pussy do 
you like the best? your Mom's ... or mine?" Hermione 
whispered, reaching down and shoving her hand into the 
front of Harry's pajama bottoms to grab hold of his rock-hard 
cock. 

“I can't decide," Harry grinned, reaching around behind her 
and grabbing hold of one of her soft, round ass cheeks. 
“Maybe if I had some more of your sweet, little pussy, it 
would help me decide . . ." 

“I'd love to help you make up your mind," Hermione purred, 
roughly pulling on his cock and tugging him up onto his 
bare feet. 

“Let's go up to your parents' room and you can help me 
make my mind up," Harry grinned, wrapping his arm around 
Hermione's narrow waist and tugging her toward the stairs. 

Walking along, Hermione kept her fist wrapped around 
Harry's cock as their hips intimately rubbed together. 



“Did you really mean that thing about, about me and my 
Mom or... your Mom and me?" Hermione asked him as she 
gave his cock a rough squeeze. 

“Uh, sure ... if you want to?" 

“How did you plan on going about it?" 

“Well, if I know my Mom, she will sneak back here in about 
an hour or so to check on us. And then you use the 
invisibility cloak and catch us in the act. And you could take 
it from there. What do you think?" 

“It might work." 

“Why wouldn't it? It worked with Fleur and look how we are 
now?" 

“I don't know . . . it's all so crazy. Us talking about your Mom 
like she was some kind of, of, you know, like she was some 
kind of slut or something," Hermione mumbled. 

“I know that it's hard to believe, but she can be pretty slutty 
. . . if she wants to," Harry smiled as they walked into his 
parents' bedroom. 

“It's still hard to believe. She's still, well, uh, you know, uh, 
Mrs Potter, your Mom," Hermione told him, letting go of his 
cock and pulling her hand back out of his pajamas. 

“Look in her nightstand," Harry grinned, shoving his thumbs 
under the waistband of his pajama bottom, bending down 
and pushing them down his legs. 

“What's in it?" Hermione grinned, stepping over to it, 
bending down and reaching out to the little knob on the 
front of the drawer. 



stepping out of his pajamas, Harry watched Hermione's big, 
full tits bob and dance as Hermione slowly pulled the drawer 
open and looked inside. 

“Wow, she has lots of toys," Hermione exclaimed as she 
stared at the assortment of dildos, vibrators, and various 
other things in the drawer. “I would never have guessed . . .“ 

“Do you have any toys in your room?" Harry grinned 
watching as Hermione pulled out a big, black dildo and lifted 
it up to her nose. 

“I might," Hermione told him, sniffing the dildo then sticking 
out her little, pink tongue and licking the tip of the big, 
rubber cock. “This one give you any ideas?" 

“Yeah," Harry snorted, reaching down and grabbing hold of 
his cock as he slowly stepped across to where Hermione 
stood watching him. “You want me to fuck you with this 
nasty, old thing?" he asked Hermione as he took the dildo 
from her and pushed it between her legs. 

“Yeah, I would like for you to fuck me with the it..." Hermione 
told him, stepping back, sitting down on the edge of the bed 
and scooting back on it. 

Lying in the middle of the bed with her legs thrown apart, 
Hermione grabbed a pillow and shoved it under her head so 
she could watch Harry fuck her with the big, black dildo. 

“That damned thing is even bigger than you are," Hermione 
laughed as she watched Harry climb up on the bed with the 
dildo clutched in his hand. 

“Yeah, it is. Think it'll fit?" Harry grinned as he crawled up 
between Hermione's outstretched legs. 



“Only one way to find out," Hermione told him watching him 
put the tip of the dildo in his mouth to coat it with his spit. 

Spreading the pink lips of her pussy apart with his fingers, 
Harry fitted the rounded tip of the rubber cock down into the 
oozing slit at the bottom of Hermione's pussy. The stark 
contrast between the cherry blossom pink of her pussy and 
the ebony black of the dildo made it seem all that much 
more perverse and depraved as he began to slowly push it 
down into Hermione's tight cunt. 

Harry watched on with perverse fascination as the big, round 
tip of the dildo spread the opening of Hermione's cunt and 
slowly slipped inside her. 

“How long...how long do you think it is?" Hermione 
breathlessly asked as she watched the evil, black giant 
slowly disappearing down in between her clinging cunt lips. 

“Nine...ten inches at least," Harry grinned, pausing and 
easing the dildo back a couple of inches. When he did, he 
saw that the part of the black cylinder that had been inside 
Hermione's cunt was glistening wetly with a coating of 
Hermione's hot juices. “You think you can take it all?" 

“Try it...see if I can," Hermione murmured as she watched 
him ease the juice-slickened dildo deeper into the tight 
clutch of her pussy. 

Then when he had all but a couple of inches buried down 
inside her pussy, he stopped. 

“Want me to keep going? There's still a couple of inches 
left..." Harry told her. 


“Yeah, I want to see what it feels like," Hermione told him. 



Grasping the base of the dildo with the tips of his fingers, 
Harry slowly pushed and watched more and more of the 
cock slide into Hermione's tight, little cunt. Finally, the only 
thing protruding out of Hermione's pussy was the flat, round 
base of the black dildo. Placing two fingers in the center of 
the base, Harry pushed and watched Hermione's pink pussy- 
lips close down around the base to completely hide it from 
view. 

"It's all in," Harry grinned as he ran his fingertips over her 
pussy-lips. 

"Thank goodness...it feels like it's going to come out my 
mouth any second now," Hermione groaned, pushing up. 

"Let me see," she giggled as she stared down between her 
legs. "It is," she laughed, reaching down and incredulously 
running her fingers over her pussy-lips as they wetly clung 
together. "I took all ten inches . . ." 

"Yeah, I didn't think you could do it," Harry told her as he 
stared down at Hermione's pussy knowing that there was 
ten inches of black latex hidden up inside her belly. 

"But I did, didn't I?" Hermione giggled, lying back down. 

Then Harry saw the muscles in her belly tighten as the lips 
of her pussy slowly opened and the base of the dildo slowly 
reemerged out from between them. 

"Yeah," Harry laughed as he watched the big, black tube of 
rubber slowly ooze out of the fleshy wound between 
Hermione's legs. As it did, he could see that it was glistening 
wetly in the early morning sunlight streaming in through the 
open window of his parents' bedroom. 

Fascinated by the lurid display, Harry continued to gawk as 
more and more of the long, black cock materialized until. 



with a soft, wet slurp, the evil monstrosity squirted out of her 
pussy and flopped down onto the bed between Hermione's 
legs. 

“You want me to put it back in?" Harry asked her as he saw 
that her pussy was still gaping wide open. 

“No...I want some of the real thing," Hermione murmured, 
lifting her arms and reaching for him. “Some of yours..." 

“Some of this?" Harry grinned, pushing up onto his knees 
and grabbing hold of his jutting cock. 

“Yes..." Hermione gurgled as she wrapped her hot hand 
around his cock and pulled it down toward the gaping 
wound between her legs. “Yes, some of this . . ." 

Leaning over Hermione, Harry let her guide his cock down 
and fit it in the goo-filled hole that the big, black cock had 
just vacated. Then, with a soft grunt, Harry lunged forward 
and drove his big, hard cock down into Hermione's clutching 
emptiness. 

“Yes...Oh, Merlin, Yessssss..." Hermione hissed out as she 
kicked her legs up and wrapped them around Harry's waist. 
Reaching down under her legs, Hermione curled her hands 
around Harry's thighs and pulled him against her, forcing his 
cock even deeper into the warm, moist depths of her cunt. 

“Yes, my Love..." Hermione murmured, bowing her back and 
thrusting herself against him. Then, with their bodies locked 
together at the groin, they began to fuck. 

Slow and gentle at first, their bodies moved in synchronized 
harmony as Harry lazily worked his cock in and out of 
Hermione's sweet cunt. Her accommodating pussy, which 
only moments before had been stretched almost to its limit 



to accept the huge, black dildo was now snugly grasping 
hold of Harry's slowly pistoning cock as it plunged in and out 
of the tightly clasped channel. 

Hermione's arms were wrapped around Harry's neck, holding 
onto him as she squeezed her thighs around his waist, and 
gently tapped his bounding ass with her soft, round heels. 
With his toes dug down into the mattress to gain leverage, 
Harry slowly pumped into her as his hands clutched and 
clawed at her flattened breasts. 

Eyes closed, head thrown back against the pillow, Hermione 
was making soft cooing sounds to join with Harry's soft 
grunts and the rhythmic slap of their juice-covered groins 
smacking together as they fucked. And in the background, 
there was the accompaniment of the low creak of the 
bedsprings in this parents' bed as the rhythm and pace of 
their fucking slowly began to accelerate. 

As Harry's sweaty ass moved back and forth faster and 
faster, the bed began to shake and groan as it declared its 
objection to the abuse it was receiving at the hands of the 
fornicating teenagers. As he humped into Hermione, Harry 
could feel her heels digging into his ass, kicking him, 
goading him to fuck her even harder. 

Harry stood still for them. There was no yesterday, no 
tomorrow. There was only now and only them. Nothing else 
mattered except their own gluttonous gratification as they 
rushed toward the fiery upheaval that would bring them that 
single, all-absorbing moment of passion and pleasure. 

Then, as they both teetered on the edge, their lips met in a 
declaration of their love for each other. Tongues twisting, 
twirling around each other, they kissed long and hard as 



Harry's strokes came harder, deeper, and faster until they 
could no longer hold it back. 

"Commmmminnngggg . . Hermione gasped out into 
Harry's mouth as a tidal wave of pleasure crashed down on 
her, smothering her with its soul-wrenching power. 

Digging her heels down into Harry's ass as hard as she 
could, she brought him to a halt as her cunt clamped down 
around his cock. Milking, sucking, pulling on his cock with 
her clutching pussy, Hermione's whole body began to shake 
and shiver as she strained up against Harry's sweaty body. 

It was too much for Harry to hold back any longer as he let 
go and felt his cock explode down inside the clutching, 
clinging depths of Hermione's cunt. Thick, hot gushes of 
cum began to spurt out of the head of his buried cock. 

Within moments Hermione's pussy was filled to overflowing 
and the creamy goo began to seep out around Harry's cock. 
As it did, it dripped down onto his balls as they rested 
against Hermione's upturned ass. Nothing could ever 
compare to the rush of pleasure that was filling his brain. 
This was THE moment. The moment he had been created for. 
The moment of total and complete gratification of the 
senses. It made him want to cry, to laugh, to exult the 
praises of the world to anyone who would listen. The 
exquisite rush of pleasure finally began to slowly wane only 
to be replaced by a sweet afterglow of satiated happiness as 
Harry and Hermione lay quietly gasping for breath while 
they tried to regain their senses. 

“That was awesome . . .'' Hermione was finally able to 
whisper. 

“Better than that," Harry grinned down at her then leaned 
down and gave her a soft, lingering kiss on the lips . . . 



...SS...SS...SS... 


Lily didn't floo home until a little after noon on that day. 
Moving quietly, she slipped of her heels and padded across 
the living room in her stockinged feet. Holding her shoes in 
her hand, she crept up the stairs to the second floor and 
slowly tiptoed down the hall to Harry's room. Being as quiet 
as a mouse, she opened his door and peeked inside. Happily, 
in the dull glow of daylight, she couldn't see anything there. 
Maybe he had kept his promise after all, she cheerfully 
thought as she eased his door closed and stepped back 
away from it. A quick check of the room used by Hermione 
and Fleur revealed the same results as Lily slipped down to 
her bedroom and undressed. 

After a quick shower, she came back in her room naked, 
wondering what the day would bring for her. James was gone 
until tomorrow on another business trip, so after taking of 
early from work, she didn't know what to do. She sat on the 
edge of her bed, and as she did, she felt the heavy tug of 
her breasts on her chest. Smiling, she lifted her hands up 
and cupped them under the full peaks of soft, pliant breast- 
flesh. Tweaking the big, rubbery nipples sticking out of the 
darkened tips of her breasts, she wondered if she would 
have a chance to spend some time alone with Harry. 

Thinking about Harry in that way, she could feel herself 
already growing warm and wet down between her legs as 
her nipples began to tingle and throb. She would just have 
to find a way to get him alone, she told herself as she let go 
of her breasts and pushed up off the bed. 

Stepping over to her vanity, she started to pick up her hair 
brush, but after looking at her reflection in the mirror, she 
smiled and tousled her hair even more. Going for that "Hey 



look...I just got out of the shower” look, she hurried over to 
the door and pulled her robe down off its hook. 

Feeling a growing sense of excitement, she pulled the robe 
over her naked body and stepped out of her room. Lily 
hurried toward the kitchen as the voices became louder. 
Feeling more than a little foolish for thinking what she had 
been thinking about her son and his two girl friends, Lily saw 
that Harry and Hermione were sitting at the kitchen table 
eating cereal. 

”Hi, Mom,” Harry smiled at her as she stepped into the 
kitchen. 

”Hi, Mrs Potter,” Hermione innocently chimed in right behind 
Harry. 

”Hi,” Lily mumbled, ashamed of what she had been thinking 
about them. 

"You got home early,” Harry offered. 

"Yeah... slow day in the Department of Mysteries,” Lily told 
him as she poured herself a cup of coffee. "What you've 
been up to?” 

"We were doing our Potions homework,” Hermione 
explained. 

"Starting early in the morning with some brain food? Good 
thinking...” Lily said, stepping over and standing beside the 
table as she sipped on her hot coffee. "So what do you two 
have planned for the rest of the day?” 

"Uh, I'm going to go flying. I really need some time in the 
air,” Harry offered. 



“I'm retreating to the Potter library... I found this very good 
book there that was begging for me to read it and," 
Hermione lied to Mrs Potter. 

“Well, I've got some paperwork to catch up on," she said, 
directing her answer toward Harry. “So maybe when I get 
through, you and I can spend some time together. Maybe 
around two or something." 

“Cool," Harry grinned, his eyes twinkling with anticipation. 

“Well, I'll see you later," Lily smiled, turning and heading for 
her office. 

Harry and Hermione both watched as Lily disappeared out 
through the kitchen door. 

“Two?" Harry whispered, giving Hermione a conspiratory 
wink as she rubbed her toes against his cock through his 
pants. 

“Two. I'll be there with the invisibility cloak on," she 
laughed. 

“I hope you won't be wearing much else," Harry laughed, 
pushing up to his feet, turning to look over his shoulder as 
he reached down and stuck his hand into the fly of pants. 
“I'll save some of this for you," he muttered and he drug his 
big, half-hard cock out of his pants. 

“I can hardly wait," Hermione giggled, reaching over and 
running her fingertips down the thick barrel of his cock. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

As Lily sat at her desk working, she saw the door open and 
Harry stick his head in. 



“I'll be back in a while," he grinned, winking at her. 


"I'll be waiting," she told him, blowing a kiss at him as he 
closed the door. 

Glancing down at her wrist watch, Lily stacked her 
paperwork in a neat pile in the middle of her desk and 
pushed up to her feet. Stepping around her desk, she made 
her way out to the bar and made herself a stiff drink. 
Standing at the bar sipping on her drink, Lily untied the belt 
of her robe and spread the robe open. Thinking over what 
she knew would soon be happening when Harry returned 
home, she found the tip of her clit with a finger and began 
to roughly rub it. The anticipation of what was about to 
transpire between her and her son had her clit so sensitive 
and susceptible she could barely stand to touch it as it stuck 
its head out of its fleshy sheath. 

Finally, she couldn't stand anymore as she tipped back her 
head and tossed the rest of her drink down. Have to get 
dressed she told herself as she glanced at her watch and 
quickly made herself a second drink. Carrying her drink with 
her, Lily went jiggling and hobbling up the stairs to her 
bedroom. Setting her drink on her vanity, Lily stepped over 
to her chest of drawers. A shiver of perverse excitement 
tickled up her spine making goose bumps spring out up and 
down her arms as she reached out and slowly pulled open 
her naughty's drawer. 

The drawer hadn't been opened in over two months she told 
herself as she looked down at all the frilly, lacy, orderly 
stacks of lingerie. Reaching into the drawer, she slowly ran 
her fingertips over the neatly stacked pile of sheer, silky 
nylons. Most of the nylons were of the vintage variety as 
James had a preference for that kind. Picking up one of the 
sheer, black stockings, she unfolded it and let it dangle 



down from her fingers. There was a seam down the back of 
the nylon running from the darkened band of nylon around 
the top of the hose down all the way down to the reinforced 
heel. 

Picking up the mate of the hose, she tossed them onto her 
rumpled, unmade bed and moved over to the stack of lacy 
garter belts. Sorting through the belts, she picked out a 
black one with a ruffled edge of lace running around its top. 
Pitching the garter belt on the bed beside her hose, she 
turned her attention to the stack of frilly brassieres. A lacy, 
black platform bra caught her eye and she pulled it out from 
under the other brassieres. 

Smiling to herself, she shrugged her robe off and let it flutter 
to the floor. Feeling the tug of her breasts on her chest, she 
reached down, swept up the robe and tossed it on the bed. 
She sat down at her dressing vanity and picked up her hair 
brush. After brushing her redish hair, she carefully gave her 
lips a fresh coat of lip gloss. A little eye shadow, a touch up 
of her makeup, some mascara, a few dabs of perfume and 
she was ready to dress for her assignation with Harry. 

Sitting down on the edge of the bed, she picked up one of 
the sheer, black nylons and wadded it up into a ball. 
Stretching out the reinforced opening of the stocking with 
her thumbs, she lifted up her leg, arched her foot and eased 
her pointed toes into the opening. Relishing the feeling of 
the silky smoothness of the nylon on her skin, she slowly let 
the stocking unravel as she pulled it up her leg. The sheer 
black nylon hugged her leg, clinging to every sweeping 
curve and hollow of her long, shapely leg as she tugged it 
up around her thigh. Holding out her leg, she twisted and 
turned it while she pinched and plucked at the stocking to 
straighten it. 



Finally satisfied with it, she slowly repeated the process with 
the other nylon on her other leg. Finished with the nylons, 
she picked up the lacy, little black garter belt, stood up and 
wrapped it around her waist. She could feel the tips of the 
long garters brushing the skin just above the tops of her 
hose as she fastened the belt. Then she reached down and 
one at a time stretched the garters down to secure the little 
rubber knobs on the garter to the top of the hose with the 
little, silver retainers. 

A few more quick picks and plucks and she was done with 
her garter belt and hose. 

Glancing at her watch, she quickly slipped into her brassiere 
and picked up her robe. Slipping her robe on over her 
lingerie, Lily hurried over to her closet and stepped into a 
pair of black, four-inch stiletto heels. 

Finishing off her drink, she gave her makeup one final 
inspection and then she was off toward her son's room to 
wait for his arrival. 

Standing at the window of his room, she saw him land his 
broom on the manor entrance. He's here, her mind raced. 
Finally! Another flock of goose bumps sprang up on her arms 
as she hurriedly clacked over to his bedroom door. 

Pulling open the door, Lily watched her son quickly making 
his way up the stairs with a big, eager smile on his lips. 
Stepping aside so that he could come in, Lily gave the door 
a shove to close it and turned to take Harry in her arms. 
Pulling him into her arms, she gave him a hard, demanding 
kiss on the lips before quickly stepping back away from him. 

“Pee-you...somebody needs a shower," she giggled holding 
him at arm's length. 



“Yeah. It's kinda warm outside," Harry grinned as she let go 
of his arms and stepped back towards the door. 

“Well, it's hot in here, too, but you need to take a shower. So 
hurry and take one. I'll be waiting for you up in my 
bedroom." 

“Yes, Ma'am..." Harry exclaimed as he headed for the stairs. 

Lily watched her son as he eagerly got out of his room and 
runed for the bathroom. 

Smiling happily, Lily headed down the stairs as she heard 
the shower up in the bathroom come on. 

Clumping down the hallway on her stiletto heels, Lily smiled 
to herself as she could feel her thighs wetly rubbing 
together with each step. She could also feel her sensitive 
nipples tingling as they thrust themselves out against her 
robe. 

Stepping over to the nightstand sitting by her bed, Lily 
leaned down and set the drinks on it. Standing back up, she 
tugged on the belt around her waist and when the belt 
parted, she spread open her gown. Stretching out her arms 
out to the back, she let the gown go slithering down them, 
catching it just before it was about to drop to the floor. Then, 
with her breasts jiggling and quivering as they rested in 
their little satin cups, she walked over and hung her gown 
on the back of the door. 

Hurrying back over to her floor-length mirror, she turned 
away from it and looked over her shoulder to check the 
seams in her nylons. Reaching down around her legs, she 
gave the stockings a few quick plucks and when the seams 
were running straight down the backs of her curvaceous 



legs, she stood back up and turned back around to face the 
mirror. 

As she studied her reflection in the mirror, she slipped her 
fingers under the long, black garters stretching down to her 
nylons. Then with a playful grin playing across her lips, she 
pulled the garters out and let them snap back against her 
skin. Finally after a few quick tugs on her garter belt to 
straighten it, she gave her red hair a few fluffs and went 
strutting back over to the bed. Standing beside her bed with 
her heart going pitter-patter with expectant excitement, she 
took another sip on her drink before setting it back down 
and leaning down over the bed. 

Feeling her breasts dangling down under her, tugging at her 
chest, Lily crawled up on the bed and rolled over onto her 
back. Fluffing up one of the pillows, she shoved it against 
the headboard and leaned back against it. 

Leaning back against the pillow, Lily picked up her drink and 
ran her other hand down to the wet, weeping gash of pink 
between her long, outstretched legs. Finding the tip of her 
swollen clit with a finger, she slowly rubbed it back and forth 
across the sensitive, throbbing nub as she sipped on her 
drink and watched the door. 

Waiting impatiently, she felt a catch in her breath as the 
door finally came swinging open and Harry suddenly 
appeared in the doorway. My Baby! My Baby has come back 
to his Mommy, she breathlessly told herself as her eyes 
dropped down to the twitching, erect penis curving up out of 
her son's curl-covered groin. It was beautiful! A full nine 
inches of virile potency arcing up from his belly, its back 
bent by its swollen rigidity, it waved in the air proudly 
proclaiming her son's manhood. 



She felt her heart skip a beat as she watched her son's eyes 
widen, his eyebrows arching up as he slowly ran his eyes up 
and down her scantily-clad body. 

“Wow, Mom," Harry exclaimed. “You...you look great...good 
enough to eat." 

“There's nothing to stop you," Lily murmured as she 
watched him start to step toward her bed. 

As he stepped toward her, she could see that his cock was so 
hard and rigid, it barely bobbed as it jutted up with its big, 
purple head pointing up toward the ceiling. 

Leaning over, Lily set her drink on the nightstand and 
scrunched down the bed until her head was resting on the 
pillow as Harry stood by the bed looking down at her with 
love-filled eyes. 

“You're so beautiful. Mother," Harry murmured. “I love you so 
much." 

“Oh, Honey, Mommy loves you, too. Very, very much," Lily 
whispered back as Harry lifted his knee up onto the bed and 
slowly crawled up onto it and moved up between her 
widespread legs. 

Gazing down at the fleshy rift between his mother's legs, 
Harry saw that it was shimmering wetly in the afternoon 
sunlight. The thick lips bordering the fleshy cleft, usually a 
soft pink, were now a dark, ruddy puce color, obviously 
gorged with blood as they clung together to hide the 
forbidden secrecy that lay hidden between them. Feeling a 
shiver of excitement tickle up his spine, Harry ran his fingers 
along the inside of her thighs, over the slippery smoothness 
of her nylons and off onto the smooth, silky smooth skin 
above their lacy tops. Moving higher up her thighs, he 



moved ever closer to the forbidden delicacy that lay 
between her legs awaiting his touch. 

As his fingers finally brushed across the velvety folds of 
flesh, Harry inhaled deeply through his nose. The ripe 
fragrance of his mother's sex spoke of her excitement, her 
arousal as he tenderly peeled back the gorged lips with his 
thumbs to expose the very core of her femininity. As he 
spread the flushed lips wider apart, it widened the juice- 
slathered opening of her pussy and allowed even more of 
the sweet nectar flowing out of it to seep out. 

Looking up over his mother's flat tummy, in between her 
gravity-flattened breasts, Harry could see that his mother 
had her eyes closed as her head rested on the pillow. Then 
he saw her lips move. 

“Touch me . . . touch me with your lips," she whispered as 
her fingers curled down in his hair and pushed down on his 
head. “Lick Mommy's clit. . . please . . .'' 

Flicking out his tongue, Harry leaned down and slowly licked 
around the pink pearl of flesh jutting out above the juice- 
slathered lips below it. 

“Touch it...Please...touch it..." she begged, moving her hips 
and pushing on his head while she tried to find his slowly 
lapping tongue with her clit. 

But even as she begged, Harry continued to tease and taunt 
her by keeping his tongue away from the jutting nub as he 
circled his tongue round and round it keeping it only a hair's 
breadth away from it. 

“I can't take it anymore, Harry! Please, for Merlin's sake, 
touch it. Lick Mommy's clit, please, oh, please..." she cried 



out, rolling her hips around and humping herself against 
him. 

“Like this..." Harry growled as he slashed his tongue across 
her clit. 

“Yes...Oh, Merlin, yes...like that...like that..." he heard his 
mother cry out as her sharp fingernails dug down into his 
scalp and roughly pushed his head down. 

Flicking his tongue back and forth across the pink pearl as 
fast as he could, he savagely attacked her clit as his mother 
groveled under his frantic assault. 

“Oh...Yes... Yes... Harry... Yes... I ike that...Yesssss..." Lily hissed 
as her back bowed down against the bed and she thrust 
herself up against her son's big, rough tongue while it 
slashed back and forth across her throbbing clit. 

Harry had only touched her seconds ago, but she could feel 
herself already lifting toward the peak. Lifting toward the 
rush of pleasure that would fill her mind and body with its 
intoxicating sweetness. The sheer decadence and perversity 
of it all was fueling her headlong rush toward the finish. 
Nothing could stop her now as she felt sanity slipping 
through her fingers. She had to have that addicting rush as 
it came welling up from the spasming depths of her 
convulsing womb. 

“Coming...coming...comingggggg..." she gasped out as her 
legs stiffened and she strained up against her son's wildly 
licking, lapping tongue. Fiery bursts of pleasure fired off 
inside her reeling brain filling it with the incandescent colors 
of her orgasm. The ground fell away and she found herself 
falling as her body bucked and recoiled from the intensity of 
the electric current tearing through her spasming cunt. Her 
eyes rolled back, her back arched so tightly it threatened to 



snap, and the muscles inside her cunt clutched at the 
emptiness that filled it. Rolling waves of fiery heat raged 
through her body and pussy, consuming her mind in its 
consuming fury. As it did, thick, hot gushes of nectar flowed 
from her sex to coat her son's chin with its sticky heat. 

Then, just as she thought the ecstatic ride was over, a 
second, even more intense orgasm shook her body. As her 
body began to twitch and jerk again, sheet of reds, yellows, 
oranges filled her shocked, reeling brain. This was a first for 
her. Two orgasms! One right after the other. And the second 
one coming so fast, her stunned brain had no time to 
recover from the first cataclysmic upheaval before she found 
herself once again plunging through waves of pulsing, 
clinging pleasure. She felt like she was going to pass out as 
the all-consuming flames of her orgasm licked higher and 
higher. “Oh...Merlin...Oh...Merlin..." Lily cried out making 
Harry wonder if he had done something wrong. 

He had thought that his mother's orgasm was just about 
over, but now the way she was twisting and writhing about, 
she looked like she was in pain. 

Then his mother's hands fell to his shoulders and began to 
claw and scratch. 

“Put it in me! Put your cock in me...hurry...hurry...before it 
ends..." she cried out as she franticly clutched at him. 

Shoving up onto his hands and knees, Harry leaned down 
over his mother and let her frantic fingers guide his jutting 
cock down to the juice-smeared opening of her cunt as it 
continued to open and close with the rhythm of the spasms 
working through it. 

“Fuck..." Harry gasped out as he lunged forward and buried 
all nine inches of his rock-hard manhood down inside the 



clutching, clasping tightness of his mother's pussy. 


"Oh...Yes...Yes...Yessss..."Lily hissed out as her son's cock 
drove down inside her to fill her aching emptiness with hot, 
throbbing meat. 

As his mother's cunt continued to spasm and convulse 
around his cock, Harry drew back and plunged it back down 
inside the clinging warmth. 

"Fuck me! Fuck your Mommy!" Lily cried out as she kicked 
her legs up in the air and drove the sharp, pointy tips of her 
stiletto heel into his ass. 

"Mommy..." Harry choked out as his ass began to fly back 
and forth at a frantic pace. 

The sick sounds of their fucking filled the room as they 
fucked like mindless animals intent only on their own 
gratification. The smack of their wet, juice-smeared groins 
accompanied the creaking groans of the bed springs and the 
soft, grunting animal sounds coming from their mouths. 

All thoughts of Hermione had been driven from his mind by 
his mother's insistent need as he fucked her with deep, 
driving thrusts. 

"Oh...M...Merlin..." they both heard Hermione gasp from the 
doorway. 

Hermione stood in the doorway of Mrs Potter's bedroom 
staring at her and Harry. Her eyes were locked on Harry's 
sweaty ass as it bounced up and down. She could see that 
Mrs Potter's legs were lifted into the air, bent at the knees 
and driving her stiletto heels into Harry's ass as it bounded 
up and down above her. Although the actual scene of the 
crime was hidden from her view by Harry's big, hairy balls as 



they flopped back and forth slapping up against his 
mother's upturned ass, Hermione could picture his big cock 
sliding in and out of Mrs Potter's cunt. 

"Oh...M...Merlin..." Hermione gasped. She had expected to 
catch Mrs Potter and Harry in the act, but seeing them 
together like this was like taking a bucket of cold water to 
the face. 

"What the...Hermi...Fuck..." Lily sputtered, pushing at Harry 
and trying to get him off her. 

Hermione stood gawking at Mrs Potter and Harry as his ass 
came to a grinding halt. Then she saw Mrs Potter's legs drop 
back down onto the bed. As they did, Harry slowly backed 
his cock back out of the drooling hole between them. 

Once his cock had cleared the opening of his mother's juice- 
smeared cunt, Harry crawled over his mother's leg and 
flopped down on his back beside her. As he did, his big, hard 
cock slashed the air and flung a big gob of pussy-juice half 
way across the room. 

"What...what are you doing here? You...you weren't 
supposed to be out of the library until, until four or five..." 
Lily groaned, jerking the pillow out from under her head and 
shoving it hand down between her legs to cover the gaping 
gash between them. Then she self-consciously draped her 
arms across her flattened breasts. 

"Book sucked," Hermione smiled, lifting her hands up and 
plucking open the top button on her blouse. 

"What? What are you doing?" Lily gasped as she watched 
Hermione's flingers slowly work down the front of her blouse 
leaving behind a trail of unbuttoned buttons in their wake. 



“I'm getting undressed, Mrs Potter," Hermione said, smiling 
as she peeled her blouse back over her shoulders and let it 
go whispering to the floor. 

"Why?" Lily stupidly asked as she watched Hermione reach 
around behind her back and unsnap her brassiere. 

"You don't think I'm going to let you and Harry have all the 
fun, do you?" Hermione laughed as she let her brassiere go 
sliding down her arms and drop to the floor. 

"Hermione, don't...don't do anything stupid..." Lily begged, 
wishing there was a hole she could climb into and hide. 

Watching Hermione, Harry winked and continued to watch 
Hermione finish undressing. As Hermione's big breasts 
quivered and shook with every tiny movement she made, 
Harry reached over and tugged his mother's arm off her 
breasts. 

"Stop her, Harry...tell her to stop...please..." Lily whined as 
she felt her son's fingers find one of her big, swollen nipples. 
"Don't do that..." 

"I can't. Mother," Harry grinned, looking over at Hermione 
just as she stepped out of her short skirt. And as he did, he 
saw that she wasn't wearing any panties. 

This is insane, Lily told herself as her eyes dropped down to 
Hermione's bald, cleanly-shaven pussy. She shaved it! Why 
would she do that? Did she do it for Harry? Then Lily 
remembered that she had shaved her own pussy for James 
one time, but he had told her that he preferred it au natural, 
so she had let her hair grow back. But maybe Harry liked 
shaved pussy, she sickly thought. 



I'm going crazy. Here I am naked. Lying in my bed with my 
son and wondering about whether he would like my pussy 
shaved or not, while his bestfrend or girlfriend? is about to 
get in bed with us and do who knows what. 

Hermione has such beautiful breasts Lily found herself 
thinking as she watched Hermione's full, proud breasts 
gently jiggling and hobbling as Hermione slowly stepped 
toward the bed. 

“Hermione...please...Honey, don't..." Lily whined as 
Hermione stopped at the edge of the bed and stood looking 
down at her. 

“Why, Mrs Potter?" Hermione asked. Then she saw Hermione 
cup her breasts. “Wouldn't you like to touch my breasts, Mrs 
Potter?" 

“Oh, Hermione, Honey, please..." Lily whimpered as 
Hermione let go of her breasts and lifted her knee up onto 
the bed. Then Hermione slowly crawled up onto the bed. As 
she did, Lily watched her's beautiful breasts dangling down 
below her, jiggling and bumping against one another as 
Hermione crawled up beside her. 

“Let me see, Mrs Potter," Hermione whispered as she 
reached over to the pillow that Lily had shoved down 
between her legs to cover herself from Hermione's 
inquisitive eyes. “Let me see where Harry came from," 
Hermione murmured, gently tugging on the pillow and 
pulling it out from between Mrs Potter's legs. 

Pitching the pillow onto the bed, Hermione crawled over Mrs 
Potter's legs as Lily stared down at her in stunned silence. 


Lying on her belly between Mrs Potter's outstretched legs, 
Hermione gently pushed them further apart and leaned 



down over the wet gash of pink flesh that lay open and 
slowly oozing out a stream of its juice. 

“Hermione...please...” Lily murmured as she watched 
Hermione's little pink tongue ease out from between 
Hermione's full lips. Then she felt Hermione's tongue slowly 
circle around her swollen, throbbing clit. 

Oh, Merlin, she's...she's going to touch it, Lily's reeling brain 
frantically thought. Hermione is going to touch my clit! This 
is insane, she feverishly thought as the tip of Hermione's 
little, pink tongue continued to slowly tease round and 
round the swollen nub. 

Touch it...for Merlin's sake, touch it, Lily silently screamed at 
Hermione. Please, please, touch it! 

"Touch it...Hermione...lick it...please touch it...Lick it...lick 
my clit...” Lily begged, her arms dropping off her quivering 
breasts and her hands digging down into Hermione's long, 
dark hair. "Touch me. Honey...touch my clit!” 

"Like this, Mrs Potter?” Hermione whispered, roughly flicking 
her tongue across the inflamed nub peeking up out of its 
fleshy sheath. 

"Oh, Merlin, yes...” Lily moaned as a shiver of electric 
excitement sparkled through her hyper-charged clit. As 
Hermione eagerly attacked her clit, Lily could feel her son's 
fingers pinching and plucking at her big, knobby nipples 
sending even more electricity sparking down to her 
throbbing clit. 

As his fingers tweaked and twisted his mother's big, rubbery 
nipples, Harry leaned down and pressed his lips against 
hers. 



“Unnnnnhhhhhh . . Lily murmured out into her son's 
mouth as his tongue found hers inside her mouth. 

Listening to wet, sloppy sounds of Hermione's lips and 
tongue lapping at herclit, Lily returned her son's passionate, 
open-mouthed kiss with an unbridled passion of her own. As 
their twisting, twirling tongues warred inside her mouth, Lily 
could feel herself rushing toward another upheaval. Lily 
could feel Hermione's hot, little tongue raking back and 
forth across the tip of her tender, throbbing clit, stoking the 
fires inside her womb as they grew dangerously close to the 
melting point. 

Lily could feel her muscles, still aching from the 
monumental, earlier orgasms, tensing, straining as she 
rushed closer and closer to the point of no return. Her body 
was begging for release as the fiery kiss went on and on 
while Hermione's frantic, unrelenting attack on her clit grew 
more and more determined. 

“Oh...oh...oh...oh..." Lily whimpered out into Harry's mouth 
as her legs stiffened and began to quiver. “Oh...Merlin... 
Merlin...Merlin..." she gasped out onto Harry's coiling tongue 
as her whole body was engulfed in the hell fire welling up 
from her convulsing womb. 

“Llnnnnnn...unnnnn...unnnnn..." Lily groaned as wave after 
wave of pure, sweet pleasure washed over her quivering, 
twitching body. She felt like she was going to pass out as the 
pleasure was so intense and excruciating, it was bordering 
on pain. Lily thankfully felt her son's lips finally lift off hers 
as she gasped for air and swallowed, hoping she wouldn't 
drown in her own spit and slobber. 

The spasms continued to undulate through her achingly 
empty pussy as it clutched and constricted down around the 



emptiness. But it was all too much for Lily's reeling brain to 
cope with and she suddenly found herself aimlessly 
wandering in the thick, warm darkness that surrounded her. 

Lily didn't know how long she had been out as she felt 
herself slowly floating toward the murky light above her. The 
overcast gradually grew brighter and brighter until at last 
she broke the surface and her eyes fluttered open. As they 
did, Lily suddenly found herself lying on her belly facing 
Hermione's pink pussy. 

"She's awake," she heard Hermione whisper. The sound of 
Hermione's voice sounded strangely distorted and hazy like 
she was in a barrel as Lily's senses slowly began to awaken 
and respond to her surroundings. 

"Touch it, Mrs Potter...lick my clit..." Hermione murmured, 
scrunching lower on the bed and pressing her pussy against 
Mrs Potter's dark, red lips. Slipping her arms under the backs 
of Hermione's legs, Lily pulled her against her as she flicked 
out her tongue and found the little nub jutting up out of the 
fleshy hood just above Hermione's oozing pussy. 

"Ummmmmmm . . ." Hermione softly whimpered as she 
ground herself back against Mrs Potter's probing tongue. 

Then Lily felt hands on her hips, clutching at her as they 
gently lifted her butt up into the air. 

Clutching his mother's hips, Harry slowly lifted her beautiful, 
round buttocks up into the air. A shiver of perverse 
excitement tickled up his spine as he stared down at the 
smooth, alabaster skin of the two perfect, round globes of 
quivering ass-flesh. There wasn't a single blemish marring 
the smooth roundness as he slowly, adoringly ran his 
fingertips over it. Leaning down, Harry gently rained down 



soft, fluttering, butterfly kisses all over the soft pliancy of 
her beautiful ass. 

As Harry's lips kissed their way round and round on her ass 
cheeks, Lily was twirling her tongue all round and over 
Hermione's jutting clit. Gently nibbling, she sucked on the 
little pearl and then moved down her lips down to 
Hermione's gorged pussy lips. Pinching the folds of pink 
flesh between her lips, Lily pulled on them and gently 
nipped them with her sharp teeth evoking another soft 
murmur from Hermione. 

Then as she moved her lips back up to Hermione's clit, Lily 
felt Harry's thumbs dig down into the cheeks of her ass and 
gently spread them apart. A cool breeze brushed across the 
sensitive pucker of her vulnerable, exposed asshole only to 
be replaced by a warm brush of breath as Harry gently blew 
on it. 

What was he doing, Lily anxiously wondered? 

Leaning lower, Harry flicked out his long, pink tongue. 

Moving his thumbs lower, he gently spread open the oozing, 
pink gash of flesh that lay just below the tiny circle of fluted 
flesh peeking out of the crack of her ass. Starting at her clit, 
Harry slowly licked up the juice-filled furrow between his 
mother's fat, gorged pussy-lips. Stopping at the stretched- 
out opening of her pussy, he thrust his stiffened tongue 
down into it as deep as he could. As he did, he could feel the 
tip of his nose rubbing against the little, rubbery ring of 
ribbed flesh above it. 

Easing his tongue back out of her drooling cunt, Harry slowly 
licked up over the tiny span of smooth skin between her 
pussy and the pout of her asshole. 



He could hear his mother slurping away at Hermione's pussy 
as he slowly licked his way up the crack of her ass and on to 
her back. Softly kissing, he continued on up the dimpled 
middle of her back to the nape of her neck. Nibbling his way 
up her slender neck, Harry slowly rubbed his big, hard cock 
up and down in the crack of her ass liberally coating it with 
the slippery goo oozing out of his big, purple cockhead. 

“I love you. Mother,” Harry whispered in his mother's ear as 
he ran his hands down under her and gently clutched at her 
dangling breasts and then began to slowly kiss his way back 
down to her ass. 

"Ummmmmmmm . . .” Lily murmured, pushing back against 
his retreating cock as it slid down out of the crack of her ass. 

Did Harry want to fuck her in the ass, Lily frantically 
wondered? Like father, like son? James had been into anal 
and had finally convinced her to try it once day. She had 
been hesitant at first, but James had been persistent and 
she had finally given it. At first it had been painful, but when 
she finally learned how to relax the muscles around her 
anus, she had found that she even liked it. And even more of 
a surprise was the fact she had even learned she could have 
orgasms that way. 

Then she felt Harry's tongue find her asshole once again. As 
he gently probed and poked at the tight, little orifice with 
his tongue Lily relaxed the ring of muscles circling her anus 
and felt Harry's long, thick tongue force its way down inside 
the tight clutch of her ass. 

"Mmmmmmmm . . .” Lily gurgled out into Hermione's pussy 
as she teased and tickled Hermione's clit at the same time 
she pushed back and ground her ass cheeks against Harry's 
stubbly cheeks. 



Harry was ecstatic as he probed, poked, and fucked his 
mother's tight asshole with his stiffened tongue. 

Lifting her mouth off Hermione's juicy, spit-covered pussy, 
Lily turned her head slightly in Harry's direction. 

“Put it in me...there...put your cock in me back there..." Lily 
whispered, thrusting herself back against her son's 
inquisitive tongue. 

Not believing what he had heard, Harry slowly pulled his 
tongue back out of his mother's clutching asshole. 

“Huh? What did you say? You...you want me to...to fuck you 
there?" Harry incredulously asked as a jolt of jagged 
excitement ripped through his cock making it twitch and 
jump. 

“Yesssss...fuck me there...fuck your mother in the ass . . ." 
Lily groaned just before dropping her lips back down onto 
Hermione's clit. 

“Are you sure?" Harry mumbled, staring down at the fluted 
circle of darkened flesh as it slowly clenched open and shut. 

“Mmmmmm-huuuuuuuh..." Lily murmured out around 
Hermione's clit. 

Merlin, I love the way she smells, Harry giddily thought. The 
hot, musky smell of her sex made him feel all crazy and hot 
inside. And she wanted him to fuck her in the ass! Pausing 
fora second, he rimmed the little ring of fluted flesh with his 
tongue and then continued up, slowly licking his way up 
between her soft, fleshy ass cheeks until the crack ended 
and he found his lips touching the hollowed small of her 
back. 



Pushing up onto his knees behind his mother's upturned ass, 
Harry wrapped his hand around his cock and lifted his cock 
up to place the tip of its pointy head on the center of the 
fluted opening. 

“The drawer...lube in the drawer..." she mumbled, flinching 
away from him. 

“Oh..." Harry muttered, feeling more than a little foolish that 
he hadn't been considerate enough to think of that himself. 

Leaning over to the nightstand, Harry pulled the drawer 
open and pulled out a little white tube that had a blue label. 
“Anal Eze desensitizing cream, to enhance the pleasure of 
anal penetration", he read off the label. 

Smiling to himself, he realized that his mother was no novice 
to anal. Twisting off the cap, Harry squeezed out a big dollop 
on the tips of his fingers and laid the tube down on the bed 
beside his mother's calf. Spreading the cheeks of his 
mother's beautiful ass with the fingers and thumb of one 
hand, he gently rubbed the slippery cream all over and 
around the tight, little pucker of her asshole. As the fluted 
circle of darkened flesh glimmered softly in the afternoon 
sunlight, Harry picked up the tube and squeezed out 
another gob of the goo onto the tips of his fore and middle 
fingers. 

Pitching the tube down, he spread her ass cheeks again and 
placed the tip of his middle finger on the center of her 
asshole. Slowly, gently, he pushed his lubed finger down 
into the tight clutch of his mother's asshole. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhhh . . ." Lily groaned out onto Hermione's clit 
as she felt her son's long, thick finger penetrate the sanctity 
of her asshole. 



Wiggling his finger around inside his mother's ass, Harry 
coated the opening with the slippery cream before 
extending out his forefinger as pushing it inside her asshole, 
too. 

“Now...put it in now..." Lily whimpered before returning her 
flicking, licking, lapping tongue to Hermione's clit. 

Picking up the tube again, Harry quickly squeezed out a 
bead of the cream down the shaft of his cock and onto it big, 
purple head before replacing the lid and tossing the tube on 
the bed. Twisting his hand up and down over the shaft and 
head of his cock, he spread the slippery goo all over it. 

Holding onto his cock with one hand, he spread the cheeks 
of her ass once again with the fingers of his other hand. As 
he did, he could see that the afternoon sunlight was 
reflecting back off the little pink pucker and the skin around 
it. Leaning toward his mother, Harry gently seated the 
tapered tip of his big, plum-colored cockhead in the center 
of the fluted opening peeking back at him. 

Looking on with fevered anticipation, Harry pushed and 
watched the head of his cock slowly stretch the tight little 
band of darkened flesh. As the head spread the opening, it 
slowly disappeared down inside the tight clutch of his 
mother's asshole. 

“Unhhhhhhhh . . .'' Lily breathed out onto Hermione's clit as 
she felt her son's big cockhead stretching, spreading open 
her asshole as it slowly slid inside her ass. Relax, relax, relax, 
she told herself as she willed her asshole to relax and take 
the unrelenting invader that her son was shoving up her ass. 
Then she felt his cockhead slip inside her as the muscles 
encircling her asshole clamped down around the shaft of his 
cock. 



Taking in a deep, cleansing breath, she braced herself as 
Harry continued to feed his big, long peter into her stretched 
asshole. 

“Mrs Potter..Mrs Potter...almost, almost. . .“ Hermione 
moaned. 

Relax...Relax...Relax... Lily railed to herself as she licked and 
lapped at Hermione's clit with stubborn determination and 
Harry's dick slipped deeper and deeper into the depths of 
her bowels. 

Sensing that Hermione was nearing orgasm, Harry stopped 
forcing his cock into his mother's ass so she could 
concentrate her attention on Hermione's clit and bring her 
off. 

“Oh...oh...oh...Fuck...Fuck...Fucccckkkkkkk . . .'' Hermione 
gasped as her legs stiffened and began twitch and shake. As 
she came, her back arched up off the bed and her butt 
began to patter up and down on the bed. Her head was 
twisting from side to side flinging her long hair from side to 
side on the bed. 

Seeing that Hermione was coming, Harry resumed the 
invasion of his mother's ass, slowly pushing into her and 
burying more and more of his cock down inside the 
clutching heat of his mother's rectum. Holding onto his 
mother's waist just above the curve of her hips, Harry pulled 
her back onto his boring cock as it drove deeper and deeper 
inside her ass. 

Hermione's outstretched legs were straining, her long, 
stiletto heels digging down into the mattress giving her 
leverage as she thrust herself against Mrs Potter. Hermione's 
back was arched up off the bed, her head twisting from side 
to side, lashing the bed with her long, brown hair as she 



moaned and groaned her way through her, just as Harry's 
belly finally nudged up against the soft, giving cheeks of his 
mother's ass, he saw Hermione collapse down onto the bed 
into a heap. 

Holding his cock inside the strangling tightness of his 
mother's ass, Harry paused to let her get used to having 
nine inches of hard, stiff cock shoved up her pretty ass. 

Lily can feel the initial pain slowly subsiding as the cream 
begins to take effect and the muscles in her asshole begin to 
relax. Harry's cock felt huge inside her ass, but she was 
growing used to it and enjoying the sensation of having her 
ass crammed full of her son's cock. Pushing back against 
him, Lily ground her ass against his hairy groin to get every 
last bit of his cock inside her. 

“Does it feel good?" Harry asked her gently thrusting into 
her again. 

“Yesssss...Fuck me! Fuck me in the ass..." Lily urgently 
hissed back at him as she continued to grind herself back 
against him. 

Slowly inching his cock back down the tight, hot clutch of 
his mother's ass, Harry grunted and thrust back into her, 
driving into her even deeper this time. Then drawing his ass 
back a couple of inches, he drove back into her so hard it 
made a shock wave ripple through the soft, giving flesh of 
the cheeks of her ass. 

“Unnnn...'' Lily grunted, her breath nearly knocked out of 
her from the force of the blow as her son's belly loudly 
slapped up against her ass and he filled her bowels with his 
hot, throbbing meat. He was definitely big, Lily told herself 
as Harry's big dick stretched her anus wide open. 



Reveling in the tightness of his mother's asshole, Harry 
began to slowly rock back and forth and fuck her ass with 
deep, penetrating strokes. 

“Yes, yes, fuck me...fuck me harder!" Lily demanded as the 
bed began to shake and creak beneath them. 

Opening her eyes, Lily saw that Hermione was now lying on 
her back and pushing her head down underneath her. As 
Lily's tits hung down under her, undulating up and down 
from the impetus of Harry's pounding attack on her ass, Lily 
watched Hermione reach up on latch onto one of the jiggling 
tits with both hands. 

Pulling on Mrs Potter's breast, Hermione opened her mouth 
and sucked its big, knobby nipple into her mouth. As 
Hermione sucked, licked, nipped, and nibbled on the 
rubbery knob, Lily could feel the pleasurable sensations 
emanating from it spark down to her throbbing, aching clit. 

It had been so long since she had come this way, but she 
could already feel the warmth filling her womb and ass 
growing hotter and hotter with each passing second. 

She was going to come, she feverishly thought. Nothing else 
mattered now. Nothing but the embrace of the sweet rush of 
pleasure that would fill her whole body. 

Throwing subtlety to the wind, Lily began to grunt and moan 
as she humped her ass back at her son's hammering assault. 

“Fuck me, Harry. Fuck me hard. Baby. Please. Mommy needs 
your cock so bad. Please fuck me hard. Baby..." Lily groveled 
as her whole body rocked back and forth in incestuous 
harmony with her son's. 

Hearing his mother begging him to fuck her harder, turned 
Harry into a savage and began to pound her ass harder and 



harder. But Lily gave no quarter and met him thrust for 
thrust. 

Hermione's hands were all over Mrs Potter's breasts, 
pinching, pulling, tweaking her swollen nipples as they 
flopped back and forth in cadence with the sick fucking her 
ass was getting from Harry. Then Lily felt Hermione's fingers 
on her clit. 

Still twisting and tormenting Mrs Potter's nipple with one 
hand, Hermione pinched the hot redhead's clit between her 
finger and thumb and began to roughly rub and twist it. 

Lily was tottering on the edge of her upheaval, straining, 
waiting for that final stimulus to drive her over the edge. 
Then she heard Harry give out a loud, gasping grunt as his 
groin crashed into her ass and he drove into her as deep as 
he could. 

"Fuccccckkkkkkkkkk..." he gasped as Lily felt his big cock 
lurch down deep inside of her bowels. 

“Yesssssss..." Lily screamed as she felt the first blistering 
gush of cum spurt out of Harry's cock and fill her ass with its 
fiery heat. As it did, her bowels erupted in a fiery eruption of 
pleasure and gratification. 

As Harry emptied his cock down into his mom, he could feel 
her ass clenching his dick in a vice grip as it contracted 
down around the spewing, spurting monster. 

Lily's whole body was trembling as Harry continued to thrust 
into her and fill her ass with his evil seed. 

Finally Harry had nothing left to give his mother. Her hot, 
tight ass had sucked him completely dry. 



“Mother...Mother...Mother...” Harry groaned as he leaned 
down over his mother's sweaty back and gave the nape of 
her neck a soft, tender kiss. 

"Was it good for you?” she softly whispered, leaning back 
against him and grinding the soft, firm cheeks of her ass 
against him as she felt him softening inside her. 

"The best. . .” Harry whispered back, snaking his hands 
down under and clutching hold of her dangling tits. 

"It was good for me, too,” she softly cooed as she felt her 
son's fingers find her overly-sensitive nipples. 

Easing his hands out from under her breasts, Harry let go of 
them and let them dangle back down under her as he began 
to slowly pull out of her. Looking down, he watched his 
conquered, cum-covered warrior ooze out of the tight hole. 
Finally, he saw the head of his cock squirt out of the widely 
stretched opening and the hole begin to slowly collapse 
back down on itself until it was once again a perfect, round 
circle of dark, ribbed flesh with a tiny stream of gooey, white 
cum seeping out of its indented center. 

With his big, limp dick hanging down between his muscular 
thighs, Harry crawled over his mother's leg and flopped 
down on his butt. 

"I'll be right back. Don't go anywhere,” he heard his mother 
say to him as she scooted back to the edge of the bed and 
dropped her feet back onto the floor. As she pushed up off 
the bed, Harry's eyes were drawn to her dangling breasts as 
they hung down below her swinging and bumping against 
one another. 

"I'll be right here,” Harry grinned, his eyes dropping to her 
jiggling ass as she turned and started for her bathroom. 



“So will I," Hermione retorted, seemingly miffed that she was 
being ignored. 

Both the teenagers watched the hot redhead's delightful, 
tight ass jiggle and ripple as it twitched from side to side 
until she disappeared into the bathroom. 

“Well, it worked..." Harry grinned over at Hermione as he 
reached over and flicked one of her big, rubbery nipples. 

“Yeah, maybe a little too good," she complained with an 
annoyed look on her pretty face. 

“What do you mean?" Harry wanted to know. 

“You didn't seem to be interested in anything but getting a 
shot at her ass. What about me?" she fussed. 

“What, you want me to fuck you in the ass, too?" Harry 
grinned, running his fingers up her leg. 

“No, that's not what I meant. How about paying some 
attention to me, too?" Hermione nagged. 

“I'm sorry," Harry told her as he reached for her. 

“Too late now," Hermione muttered, reaching down and 
giving his limp dick a slap. “This thing ain't doin' nothing for 
a while . . ." 

Just then the door to the bathroom opened and Lily came 
strolling out with a soapy washcloth in her hand. 

“So, now what?" she asked as she leaned down and lifted up 
Harry's full cock and began washing it. 

“Uh, what do you mean?" Harry asked as he watched his 
mother bathe his cock. 



“Are you going to keep your promise about Hermione?" Lily 
asked as she dropped his cock back between his legs and 
leaned back up. 

“I'm sorry, Mom, I can't do that. I love her too much. But, I 
love you, too. Just as much," he mumbled. 

“So, you get to have the best of both worlds. Hermione and 
me, too?" 

“Uh, yeah, I, uh, I guess so," Harry told her reaching out and 
grabbing hold of both their hands and giving them a 
squeeze. “I love you, both..." 

“What do you think, Hermione?" Lily asked as she turned to 
look at Hermione. “Do you agree?" 

“Harry's right, Mrs Potter. I love both of you, too. Why can't 
we just let it be like this? No one has to know about it. It will 
be our secret..." 

“I'll be ruined if it ever does get out," Lily mumbled. 

“It won't..." Harry emphatically snorted, giving her hand 
another squeeze. 

“Well, I guess there's nothing else to discuss, then is there," 
Lily said, turning and clumping back toward the bathroom 
on her high-heeled stilettos. “I'm hungry. I'm going down 
and fix me a sandwich. Do you two want one, too?" Lily 
asked over her shoulder. 

“Yeah," Harry grinned, admiring the cute twitch of his 
mother's ass as she walked across the room. 


“Me, too," Hermione chimed in. 



I'm the luckiest guy alive, Harry giddily thought... 
...SS...SS...SS... 

It had an odd, ethereal feeling about it, Harry thought as he 
sat at the kitchen table watching his mother moving around 
the kitchen while she fixed their sandwiches. All three of 
them were still naked. Well almost naked, as the witches 
were wearing nylons and stiletto high heels and his mother 
was still wearing her garter belt. 

Harry had his hand down between Hermione's legs and was 
slowly sliding his juice-slathered fingers in and out of her 
wet, sopping pussy while she worked her hand up and down 
his hardening cock. 

This was the way life was meant to be, he smiled to himself 
as he ogled the beautiful witch across the room. If one were 
looking up the word “beautiful" in the dictionary, this is the 
picture one would find, he thought to himself as he studied 
her with his eyes. Her hot red hair was still tousled as if she 
had just rolled out of bed, which, of course, she had. The 
perfection of her elegant, slender neck reaching down to the 
sweeping curve of her long graceful back, interrupted only 
by the band of black lace wrapped around her, almost wasp¬ 
like waist. Harry's eyes caressed the curve of her round, 
sloping hips and the swell of the perfect, plumpness of her 
ass cheeks with the long, black garters running down over 
them, creasing the soft skin as they stretched down to the 
top of her nylons. 

Harry's eyes slowly continued down, embracing the long, 
sweeping curves of her nylon-encased legs. The long seams 
running down the backs of her old-fashioned nylons ran 
down from the thickened band of black wrapped around his 
mother's shapely thighs all the way down to another 



darkened expanse of nylon covering the backs of her ankles. 
The bright, afternoon sunlight streaming in through the 
kitchen window was being reflected off the patent leather of 
her glistening black, stiletto high-heels as she clacked 
around on the tiled floor. The glossy soles of the heels were 
barely even scuffed, as smooth and pristine as if they had 
just been taken out of the shoebox they came in. 

Then she turned and Harry's eyes swept down across her 
softly-jiggling breasts to the little tuft of curly, red curls that 
covered the pointy tip of her perfect, flat tummy. 

Hermione felt Harry's big cock twitch as their mother came 
walking toward them with their sandwiches sitting in the 
plates she held in her hands. 

Smiling shyly, Lily slid their sandwiches in front of them and 
spun on one of her high heels and went clacking back over 
to the counter where her sandwich and a bottle of wine sat 
waiting for her. 

Pulling his finger out of the clinging warmth of Hermione's 
pussy, Harry lifted it up to his nose and sniffed it. Then as 
Hermione watched on with a smirky, little smile on her lips, 
Harry opened his mouth. Easing his finger inside his mouth, 
Harry suggestively pursed his lips around it and slowly 
sucked it clean. 

Grinning, Hermione gave his cock a squeeze before letting 
go of it and lifting her hand up onto the table as Lily came 
clacking back toward them balancing a plate, the bottle of 
wine and three wine glasses in her hands. 

Setting everything down on the table, she uncorked the 
wine bottle and tipped it over the glasses. Filling each glass 
half full, she set the bottle down. Then sliding into her chair, 
she lifted her glass up in the air in a toast. 



'To us . . . and the happy future I hope fate has in store for 
us . . she murmured as Hermione and Harry lifted their 
glasses and clinked them against their mother's glass. 

"Here-here-" Harry grinned. 

"Here-here-" Hermione echoed and then all three of them 
took a slow sip on their wine. 

The conversation was hushed and sparse as the trio wolfed 
down their sandwiches and finished off the bottle of wine . . . 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Following his mother and Hermione out of the kitchen and 
up the stairs back to his parents room, Harry poured himself 
a glass of firewhiskey. 

As he did, Hermione slowly clacked over to the DVD player 
and turned it on. As she did a soft, slow instrumental melody 
came wafting out of the speakers. Turning back around, 
Hermione smiled and lazily held out her arms toward Mrs 
Potter. Smiling expectantly, Hermione slowly stepped toward 
Lily swiveling her hips in a seductive roll as Mrs Potter stood 
watching Hermione with a tipsy, little smile on her full red 
lips. 

Sitting on the couch with his drink in one hand and his other 
hand wrapped around his cock, Harry watched the two 
witches move toward each other. He felt a shiver of 
excitement in his cock as the two witches stared deeply into 
each other's eyes and stepped closer. Then their breasts 
touched, their swollen, erect nipples meeting, touching and 
rubbing together as Hermione and Lily took each other in 
their arms. The first touch was soft, almost tentative as their 
breasts began to slowly flatten against one another. 



Harry watched on with excited anticipation as his mother 
and bestfriend hugged and kissed with open-mouthed 
passion. With their breasts crushed between them, they 
clung to one another while the long, wet kiss grew in fervor 
and intensity. 

As their lips crushed together, they held onto each other 
while theirflat bellies and mons roughly ground against one 
another. Harry could see the muscles in both of the perfect, 
round asses clenching and contracting as they rubbed 
against one another. 

Then they began to sway to the soft, slow beat of the music. 
As they danced, Hermione's hands crept down Mrs Potter's 
long, graceful back and gently clutched hold of Lily's tight, 
firm ass. The long, wet kiss continued as the two witches 
slowly circled around the room to the slow beat, their bodies 
locked together in passionate harmony. 

Watching the two beautiful witches swaying to the slow, 
throbbing beat of the music, Harry ran his eyes down the 
long, sweeping curves of their curvaceous legs. Both of them 
had legs to kill for. Long, shapely, and seemingly carved out 
of the finest alabaster by the hands of a master sculptor, 
created especially for the high-heeled stilettos on their feet 
as every curve and swoop of their legs were etched in 
curving perfection. 

Their sheer stockings, clinging to every curve and nook of 
their long legs, emphasized and highlighted the amazing 
details of their beautiful legs as the nylon shimmered softly 
in the late afternoon sunlight while they slowly danced. The 
seams running down the backs of his mother's nylons traced 
lines down her long, shapely legs to end in the darkened 
panel of reinforced nylon covering the backs of her ankles. 
Hermione's clutching hands partially hid some of the long. 



black garters that stretched down over his mother's 
beautiful, round ass as Hermione pulled Mrs Potter against 
her while they continued to slowly spin around the room. 

Hermione wasn't wearing a garter belt as her thigh high 
nylons were held in place by the band of darkened, 
elasticized nylon that encircled her thigh half way between 
her knee and where her legs met her gorgeous ass. Neither 
of the witches wore a brassiere and their breasts were 
trapped between them, crushed flat as their bodies ground 
against one another. 

Then their lips parted as Lily arched her neck and exposed 
its vulnerable underside to Hermione's lips and teeth. As she 
did, Hermione leaned down and slowly kissed and nibbled 
up the sweeping curve. 

Harry could see the faint trail of saliva that was left behind 
on his mother's neck as Hermione kissed her way up Lily's 
neck to her ear. 

As they continued to move in harmony with the music, 
Hermione gently nibbled on the lobe of Mrs Potter's ear for 
several long moments before she stopped nibbling and 
slowly ran the tip of her tongue around the inside of the 
lobe. 

"I love you, Mrs Potter. . ." Hermione softly whispered as the 
music slowly faded into silence. A hush filled the room, 
broken only by the soft click of their high heels as they 
stepped back away from each other and both turned to look 
over at Harry. Sitting on the bed watching them with a silly 
grin on his lips, Harry saw both pairs of eyes dart down to his 
big, stiff peter as it proudly jutted up out of his groin to 
smugly proclaim his obvious manhood. 



Then as another melody started up, the witches started 
toward Harry. Walking toward him, hand in hand, their hips 
seductively rolling, they saw Harry's eyes were locked on 
their jiggling, hobbling tits. 

Both witches slowly kneeled down beside Harry's legs and 
reached across to grasp hold of his big, stiff peter. Then with 
her big tits draped across Harry's legs, Hermione bent his 
cock toward her and leaned down over it. As Hermione's soft 
lips closed down around the head of his cock, Harry felt one 
of his mother's hands reach down between his legs and 
gently clutch hold of his big, dangling balls. Spreading his 
legs wider, Harry felt his mother gently squeeze his balls as 
Hermione's soft, full lips pulled and sucked on his cock. 

"Do you have any of your sweet cr me left?" Lily purred 
gently squeezing and fondling his hairy balls. "Or did you 
shoot it all up inside Mommy's ass?" she smiled up at him 
while Hermione's head slowly bobbed up and down as her 
lips slid up and down his cock. 

"There's always more where that came from," Harry grinned, 
reaching down and cupping one of his mother's dangling 
breasts. "Too bad you don't have any cream left in these. If 
you did you could feed your children as any proper mother 
would do . . ." 

"Oh, now I'm not a proper mother?" she asked him, digging 
her nails down into his balls and giving them a rough 
squeeze. 

"Ouch!" Harry snorted. "That hurts. I didn't mean it. Yes, yes, 
you are a proper mother...!, I, I just wish I could nurse you 
again. " 

Then Hermione raised her head and lifted her lips up off 
Harry's big, spit-drenched cock. 



“Here, Mrs Potter, you can nurse on him now," Hermione 
softly giggled, bending Harry's cock over toward Lily. 

Taking hold of her son's cock, Lily bent it toward her and 
leaned down over it. As both teens watched her, Lily flicked 
out her tongue and slowly twirled it around the swollen head 
of Harry's cock a few times before she dipped her head and 
sucked almost half of his cock into her mouth with a loud, 
wet slurp. 

Then as Lily's head began to bob up and down, Harry felt 
Hermione's fingers creep down between his legs, below his 
cupped balls and in up into the crack of his ass. 

What was she going to do, he giddily asked himself as he 
felt a long fingernail tickle across the pucker of his asshole. 
Then Hermione leaned up, thrusting her big tits against his 
arm as she nibbled her way up his neck to his ear. 

“Do you want to fuck me in the ass?" he heard her whisper 
as she eased her finger into the tight clutch of his asshole. 

“Yesssssss..." Harry hissed as a spasm of electric excitement 
tore through his cock, making it twitch and jerk inside his 
mother's mouth. 

Smiling mischievously, Hermione slowly pushed up off her 
knees and slouched down onto the bed. With her head 
shoved against the head of the bed and her back resting on 
the cushions, Hermione slowly spread her legs apart. 

As she did, Lily lifted her mouth up off Harry's spit-coated 
cock and let go of it as she backed away from him. 

With a leering smile on his lips, Harry rolled off the bed and 
up onto his feet. As he did, Hermione held out the little tube 
of Anal Eze. Harry didn't know where the hell she had gotten 



it, but it looked just like the one that he had used on his 
mother's asshole just before he fucked it. 

Taking the tube of gel from Hermione, Harry twisted the cap 
off and squeezed out a gob of the slippery goo on the tips of 
his fingers. As he did, Hermione lifted her legs up in the air 
and wrapped her hands around the soles of her feet to hold 
them up. With her legs stretched out almost straight out to 
the side, she spread them wider apart and watched Harry 
reach down and slowly smear the salve all over and around 
the pucker of her asshole. Then he squeezed out another 
dollop on the tip of his middle finger and slowly eased it 
down inside the tight clutch of her asshole. 

Twisting and turning his long, thick finger, Harry reamed and 
probed Hermione's ass. As his finger burrowed deep inside 
her clutching rectum, Harry saw her stiffen. Slowly pulling 
his finger back out of her ass, Harry added a second finger 
and covered them with more of the creamy ointment. 

Placing the tips of the two fingers on the center of 
Hermione's tight, clenched asshole, he began to push them 
into her. Stretching the tightly constricted sphincter, Harry 
pushed inside her again. 

This time he saw her wince with pain as she bit her lower lip 
to keep from crying out. 

“Wait..." Lily told him as she pushed up onto her high heels 
and went clopping across the room to her closet, opening 
and going in. As Harry waited to see what she was up to, he 
gently spread more of the goo around Hermione's clenched 
asshole. 

“Did it hurt you?" Harry asked her. 


“No you dummy... but is good to be convincing if you don't 
want her to find out all that we did..." Hermione whispered 



so that only he could hear. 


“You naughty witch..." Harry sneakered. 

"Yesssssss... I am..." Hermione whispered just as Lily 
reappeared from her closet with two vibrators in her hand. 

"These will help..." Lily smiled as she came jiggling and 
hobbling down the stairs. 

Both the teens followed her with their eyes as she clopped 
across the marble tile toward them. 

Dropping to her knees beside them, Lily twisted the 
vibrators on and Harry watched her lift one up to Hermione's 
clit. 

"Mmmmmmm . . ." Hermione murmured out as Lily placed 
the rounded tip of the humming toy directly on the tip of 
Hermione's exposed clit as it jutted up out of its fleshy 
sheath. And then, to his amazement, he saw Hermione's 
tightly-clenched asshole begin to slowly relax and dilate 
open. 

Smiling, Harry found that his fingers now easily slipped 
inside the little pink pucker. 

Pulling his fingers back out of her, Harry twisted the cap 
back on the tube and tossed it down onto the couch. 

As Mrs Potter held the buzzing vibrator thrust against 
Hermione's clit, Hermione watched her grasp hold of Harry's 
big, spit-covered cockhead and lift it up between the cheeks 
of Hermione's ass to center it on the little circle of fluted 
flesh. Then resting his knees on the edge of the cushion, 
Harry leaned over her and began to push. 



Lily continued to hold onto her son's cock as she felt it 
bending and threatening to buckle while Harry tried to 
overcome the resistance of Hermione's clenched asshole. 

Hermione was making low, moaning sounds as the tapered 
head of Harry's cock slowly but inexorably spread the tight 
ring of muscles that surrounded the opening of her anus. 

All three of them watched as the barbed head of Harry's 
cock spread the opening wider and wider until all at once it 
slipped inside her ass. 

"Unhhhhhhhh..." Hermione groaned as her hips 
involuntarily jerked backward trying to escape the 
impalement. 

"Wait...wait...give me a second..." Hermione whimpered. 

Stopping, Harry could feel the ring of muscles wrapped 
around his cock contracting, constricting down around his 
cock trying to expel it. 

"Relax it as much as you can," Lily softly advised, still 
holding the humming vibrator against Hermione's jutting 
clit. "It'll stop hurting in a little bit." 

Then Harry felt the constricting tightness of Hermione's 
asshole slowly lessen as the desensitizing cream and the 
vibrator did their magic. 

"More..." Hermione whispered as she pulled her legs back 
until the tops of her feet were rubbing on the top of the back 
of the couch. 

Pushing again, Harry inched his big prick into her until his 
hairy groin bumped up against the soft, giving cheeks of her 
ass. His cock, all nine inches of it was now fully buried up 



inside Hermione's hot, clutching ass. It felt as though his 
cock was enclosed in a velvety, wet glove. Her rectum had 
molded itself around his cock, tight and clutching as it clung 
to every inch of his penis. 

“Just a second..." Hermione whispered as the frown etched 
into her forehead began to slowly soften. 

Holding himself pressed against Hermione, Harry suddenly 
felt the vibrating tip of the other vibrator tickle across his 
asshole. 

Turning to look at his mother as she stood on her knees 
beside him, Harry saw that she had a mischievous little grin 
on her pretty lips as the tapered tip of the vibrator sank in 
deeper. 

“How does that feel?" Lily asked him as the little plastic toy 
stretched the opening of his asshole wider and slipped into 
his ass. 

“Stings a little," Harry winced as the pulsating toy inched 
deeper and deeper. 

“Imagine how a cock would feel," Lily grinned. 

Just then Harry felt a shiver of pleasure tickle up his spine as 
the humming vibrator rubbed up against his prostate. 

Suddenly, Hermione awoke. 

“Fuck me! Fuck my ass!" she murmured as her hands curled 
around Harry's hips and pulled him into her. 

She had never felt anything like it. Yeah, she'd had Harry's 
big cock up her ass, but a vibrator on her clit? 



Harry began to move slowly at first, taking his time. Every 
time he backed his cock down the channel of Hermione's 
ass, he felt the little vibrator in his ass drive deeper inside 
him rubbing along his prostate as it did. Then, as he pushed 
back into Hermione, he felt the vibrator slowly back down 
the channel of his rectum and rub across his prostate a 
second time. Rocking back and forth, he fucked Hermione's 
sweet, little ass and she pushed and pulled on his hips 
controlling the tempo and making him fuck her harder and 
faster. Moving faster and faster, he could feel the molten 
cum down inside his balls growing hotter and hotter. It 
seemed like her tight, little asshole had opened and was 
now literally sucking him inside. Soon, he was pounding into 
her like a battering ram as his hips became a pink blur. 

“Yes, yes. Oh, Merlin, Yes..." Hermione hissed as electric 
pulses of pleasure sparked up and down her spine. Now she 
could see why Mrs Potter had finished as she was only 
seconds away from her own cataclysmic orgasm. All her 
senses were at a fever pitch as Harry continued to pound 
into her ass with wild abandon. She could even feel his big 
balls slapping up against her ass every time he sent his cock 
ripping back into her rectum. Then all of a sudden, Hermione 
felt her whole pelvic girdle erupt into a fireball of pleasure 
and gratification as Harry continued to pound into her while 
Lily watched on. Harry could feel the tight ring of muscles in 
Hermione's asshole constricting and relaxing, grasping and 
clutching at his cock every time another spasm of pleasure 
rippled through her ass. 

Finally, Harry couldn't take anymore. “Gonna come, gonna... 
Oh Fuck...Fuck...Fuck..." Harry groaned out. 

“Yes, Harry, yes...come...come in my ass..." Hermione 
gurgled out. Then she felt Harry's penis push into her ass as 
deep as it would go. As it did, it gave a powerful lurch and 



she felt a soothing warmth flow out into the spasming 
depths of her bowels as Harry shot gush after gush of 
clinging, hot cum into her ass. 

Harry felt like the head of his cock had exploded and now his 
body was melting and pouring out into Hermione's hot, 
sucking ass in one continuous stream. 

The eruption only lasted seconds, but it had been the most 
powerful climax he had ever had, Harry numbly thought. 
Then he felt the little, plastic vibrator go dead as his mother 
turned it off and slowly eased it out of his ass. 

“Oh, Merlin, Harry...that was totally fantastic...” Hermione 
murmured as Lily lifted the vibrator up off Hermione's clit 
and twisted it the toy off. 

Pitching the vibrators down on the bed beside Hermione, 

Lily pushed up to her high heels and stood watching Harry 
slowly back his cum-covered cock out of Hermione's ass. 

As the fat, purple head of Harry's cock finally squirted out of 
Hermione's asshole, her asshole remained widely stretched 
for several seconds as a trickle of creamy, white cum oozed 
out of it and dripped down onto the couch cushion. Finally, 
the little ring of puckered flesh collapsed onto itself and 
Hermione's asshole closed. . . 


Chapter 31 - Polyjuice vs metamorphmagus 

As soon as Fleur flooed at Potter Manor from Hogwarts she 
started looking for Harry. And when she found him eating in 
the kitchen, she just went to him and pulled him into her 
arms and fastened her hot, eager lips over his, moaning her 
one day pent-up lust into her lover's open mouth. Harry 
grabbed her by the ass with both hands and ground his 




cock-bulge suggestively against Fleur's equally-eager cunt. 
For a long while, they kissed deeply and passionately... 
panting and pawing at each others bodies like long lost 
lovers. 

Fleur was delighted to discover that her cute lover was just 
as horny as she was. As they pressed their bodies together, 
she could feel his stiff and ready prick poking hotly against 
her pussy. That made her cock-starved cunt cream like mad. 
She couldn't wait! 

"Your bed or mine, mon amour?" Fleur gasped breathlessly. 

"How about a water bed?" Harry suggested wickedly. 

"Ohhhhh, Harry, that's so... so... depraved!" Fleur laughed, 
"Do you have one of those?" 

They thundered up the stairs two at a time and ran into the 
bedroom that had a water bed. That sure was a big bed, 
thought Fleur grinning. Was it used by his parents or what 
was with it in this ancient manor? But who cares? Because it 
will see a lot of action very soon. 

Fleur and Harry started flinging off their clothes in every 
direction, too eager to be neat. Naked, they jumped onto the 
bed and started kissing and fondling each other again. Fleur 
reached down and fisted her lover's cock, pumping the big, 
throbbing shaft eagerly. She felt his hot sticky pre-cum 
oozing from his piss-hole and smearing her fingers. 

"Shit, did I ever make a mistake yesterday, Fleur!" he 
groaned. "I should have come with you at Hogwarts like you 
suggested." 

"That'll teach you to listen to your lover," Fleur teased, 
giving her lover's hard cock a suggestive squeeze. "Any time 



you're feeling horny, Harry, you just come to me and let me 
take care of this big, stiff ol' thing for you, okay!" 

"Uhhhh, Merlin, love! I wanna fuck you so bad", moaned 
Harry, roughly pushing Fleur's slender legs wide apart. 

"Then do it, Harry!", she begged, hunching her hips up at 
him in an obscene display of shameless, raw lust. "Fuck me! 
Fuck my hot cunt! Fill me with cock, love!" 

Fleur loved it! She got even more horny at the thought that 
she could get Harry so worked up, he couldn't wait to fuck 
her. 

Snorting with excitement Harry rolled eagerly on top of her 
and mounted his sexy, naked lover. Fleur groaned, then 
whimpered with delight as her lover sank down between her 
thighs and slid the tip of his hard cock into her hot, yearning 
cuntal opening. 

Fleur's tightly-stretched pussy clamped down hard on 
Harry's stiff prick, squeezing him savagely as he slammed 
his entire length into her clinging twat. Her juicy cunt 
soaked his shaft with molten cream as he crammed it into 
her deeply, grinding his pubic bone against her clit so hard 
that she almost came on the spot. 

"Ooooooh, Merlin! Fuck me, Harry!... Fuck it into me!" she 
squealed. 

"Yeahhhhh, take it, love!" he groaned. "Take my big fat 
fucking cock right up your hot cunt!" 

Fleur clung to her lover and whimpered in ecstasy as he 
filled her famished cunt with thrust after thrust of thick 
throbbing cock-meat. He shoved his hands under her 



asscheeks, gripped them firmly, and started pistoning his 
prick up and down in her hot, juice-slick tightness. 

Writhing on the water bed, like horny, humping young 
animals, Harry fucked Fleur ferociously, and Fleur loved 
every deep, powerful thrust. She screamed and hunched her 
hips up at his pounding cock, scratching his back with her 
long nails as she begged him to fuck her harder... deeper! 
Soon, Harry was pounding his prick into Fleur's cunt so hard, 
her head was banging loudly against the headboard, but 
neither of them cared. 

It was really exciting to be fucking so wildly on this water 
bed. Of course, there'd be hell to pay if anybody ever found 
out, but no way could that happen. Diddi, Harry's house elf 
was the best watch dog ever. No one passed his vigilant 
eyes when Harry tells him to watch out. And even if he 
didn't told him, the elf still will sound the alarm. Except for 
that time Mrs Potter knocked on the door and she, Hermione 
and Harry were... busy! All day yesterday Fleur wonder 
about that. But who could care about something like that at 
this very moment? And where the fuck was Hermione? She 
really needed her. 

Speaking about Hermione. The hot dark brown witch was 
just getting out of the bathroom. But she didn't look like 
herself. She was much changed. She was looking more like 
her bestfriend... thanks to a polyjuice potion she put her 
hands on yesterday when she was in Lily Potter room. That 
cabinet from where Harry took that dildo, had many other 
kinky stuff, including about ten glass tubes full of polyjuice 
potion. When she'd seen it many naughty ideeas were going 
through her naughty mind. 

After she took the potion and watched herself change in 
front of the bathroom mirror, she got out. Then went silently 



through the second floor looking for her bestfriend and 
lover. He wasn't in his room, so she/he crept along the 
corridor and started listening at bedroom doors. She/he was 
astonished to hear some voices coming from that room with 
the water bed. Mmmmm... that room sure brings back many 
happy memories. 

Hermione/Harry dropped to his knees and peered through 
the keyhole. He barely managed to stifle a yelp of 
astonishment as his green eyes took in the action on the 
bed. Fleur and Harry were squirming around on the water 
bed, buck-naked., and they were., they were... fucking! 
Ohhhhh, they sure were FUCKING! 

“Holy shit," Hermione/Harry muttered. 

He blinked and looked again, wanting to make sure his eyes 
hadn't deceived him. They hadn't... His bestfriend was lying 
on top of Fleur, nailing her gorgeous, naked ass to the bed 
with his cock, his own muscular ass clenching and jerking as 
he fucked her ferociously. Fleur was clinging to him, and her 
pretty face was all twisted up in a horny grimace which 
Hermione/Harry recognized instantly as uninhibited lust. 

“Ooooooh Ohhhhh! Fuck me, Harry!" Fleur wailed, “Fuck my 
pussy with your big fat cock, honey!" 

“Uhhhhhh, yeahhhh! You... unnnnhhhhhggg... Merlin, you 
fuckin' love it, don't you!... you gorgeous slut!", Harry 
groaned. 

Hermione/Harry's cock went steel-stiff in one wrenching 
lurch, and again he almost groaned aloud. His suddenly 
engorged cock tried to tear its way out of his jeans. 

He watched Harry hammering his long, stiff cock into Fleur's 
upthrust cunt, and he wondered what it would feel like. 



Fleur's tight, juicy-looking hole seemed to cling and suck at 
Harry's long, thick pole like a hot little mouth. Merlin he 
wished he was fucking Fleur instead of Harry! His cock was 
just as big, he was sure of it!... 

He pressed his eye back to the keyhole and surveyed the 
incredibly arousing scene as Harry continued to screw the 
sexy veela deeply. 

"Uuuuuhhhh, shit, love, your cunt is fuckin' tight!" Harry 
was moaning, his face flushed and lusty. "Ohhhhh, that feels 
so goooood!" 

"Mmmmmm, baby! It sure does," gasped Fleur. "Don't stop 
fucking me, Harry! Ooooohhhhh, love... don't ever stop!" 

Hermione/Harry couldn't deny the evidence of his own eyes 
and ears. They sure were fucking... and it was fun to watch 
them! He didn't think watching his lover's do it could be this 
much fun! He stared hungrily at Fleur's slender, creamy 
thighs wrapped eagerly around Harry's quivering ass. Fleur 
was trying desperately to pull his thickly-stabbing cock as 
deeply into her tight, juicy cunthole as hard as she could... 
squealing helplessly as Harry fucked her to orgasm. 

Hermione/Harry wanted to do what Harry was doing. He 
ached to be hammering his own stiff cock deep into Fleur's 
hot and juicy cunt. His prick strained against the tight 
confinement of his jeans. He was sure he could do just as 
good a job as his bestfriend. After all, Harry bang her so 
many times she knew all his secrets. And could do an 
admirable job... or try! 

As he watched in total frustration, Harry began to fuck Fleur 
faster and faster... they were obviously both getting more 
turned on by the second. Even through the closed door, 
Hermione/Harry could hear their naked, sweaty bodies 



slapping together... the bedsprings creaking and groaning... 
his bestfriend's obscene grunts, and Fleur's high-pitched 
squeals of pleasure. 

Fleur was obviously loving every second of Harry's big, thick 
prick as it pounded into her pussy. Moaning like a high- 
school whore, she arched her back up and thrust her cunt at 
him savagely, taking her lover's pile-driving cock as deep as 
she could get it. 

“Unnngghhhh, Merlinnnn! Fuck it to me! Fuck it to 
meeeeeee," she wailed. 

Harry growled lustily and fucked into Fleur's eagerly- 
upthrust cunt with lightning speed. Hermione/Harry 
wondered how the hot veela could take such a furious 
pounding, but she went wild, clawing Harry's shoulders and 
screaming at the top of her voice. 

Suddenly, Fleur stiffened and gasped, her eyes opening 
wide as her curvy little body began to buck like crazy. 

"UHHHNNGHHHH, FUCK MEEEEEI", she howled. "FUCK ME, 
HARRY! I'M CUMMMMINNNGGGGG! 
OOHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!" 

"Cum for me, love!" hissed Harry, snarling with lust. "Cum 
on my hot fucking cock, you gorgeous slut! Aaaggghhhhh!" 

Hermione/Harry felt like knocking his head against the wall, 
he was so jealous and horny, and frustrated. His cock was so 
swollen, it ached, and all he could think of was slamming it 
full-length into Fleur's tight, juicy, willing little slot, just like 
his bestfriend was doing. 

And in his pants there sure was a real dong... the very dong 
he loved so very much. That was a monster-size cock trying 



to tear its way out of his jeans, and he had his bestfriend's 
needs and lusts. 

Hermione/Harry shivered with longing as he watched his 
bestfriend and girlfriend fucking each other to orgasm, 
writhing together on that water bed like a couple of rutting 
animals. Finally they went still and Harry rolled off to the 
side, revealing Fleur's big full tits and pussy to her lover's 
peeping eyes. 

Hermione/Harry's stiff cock gave a frantic lusty jerk and 
began to drool hot, sticky pre-cum at the sexy sight. Fleur's 
cunt looked so wet and tight and juicy, even after Harry had 
fucked her so hard and cum in her cunt. Merlin, she looked 
so sexy, he thought. He wondered how it would feel to ram 
his own stiff, hard cock into that tight hole of hers. 

“Merlin, that was good!'', Harry was saying. “Wanna go 
again, love? I bet I can get it up in a minute!" 

“Are you sure?" Fleur frowned. “What about Mione?" 

“Naww, she was in the bathroom all morning," Harry said. “I 
think she is taking one of those long hot bubble baths!" 

That shows how much you know, love, Hermione/Harry 
thought with a wicked grin. 

“Okay, love..." Fleur grinned, “...you talked me into it! But, 
how 'bout you give me a little tongue action first!" 

“Great!" he leered, “Spread, love, and I'll suck you all the 
way to heaven!" 

“You wish. Superman!", grinned Fleur as she bent her knees 
and spread her legs wide. 



Hermione/Harry stared open-mouthed at Fleur's gaping, 
naked slit. That sure was pretty. He studied the tender pink 
flesh and its delicate fringe of soft blonde curls. Fleur was 
rubbing a little lump of flesh at the very top of her gash and 
moaning sensuously, undulating her ass helplessly up and 
down off the bed. 

“Suck my clit, Harry, baby!" begged the horny veela. “Suck 
it good and make me cummmm!" 

Hermione/Harry's view of Fleur's pussy was blocked as Harry 
eagerly crawled between her creamy thighs and brought his 
face right up to her naked pussy. Harry stuck out his tongue 
and started gently licking up and down the length of Fleur's 
hot, juicy-looking cunt-slit. Then, as the sexy veela writhed 
her naked ass around on the water bed, Harry's hungry lips 
surrounded Fleur's stiff, protruding little joy button, and all 
hell broke loose! 

Her slim hips thrust up off the bed, grinding her wet, gaping 
pussy against Harry's wide-open mouth like there was no 
tomorrow. He was licking his tongue right into her cunt! 
Fleur's eyes kind of glazed over and her cheeks got so red 
and flushed, Hermione/Harry thought Fleur was going to 
burst a blood vessel. It was clear that she loved the feel of 
Harry's stiff, flicking tongue on her pussy... Hermione/Harry 
couldn't wait to try that again! 

“Ummmmmmm, yeahhhh, a little faster, Harry!" instructed 
Fleur, breathlessly. “Oooooohhh, baby! Uuuungghhhh... 
Merlin! Lick my clit! Ummmmm, suck me, baby, ohhhhhh, 
yeahhh, that's it!" 

Hermione/Harry sure wished it was him licking Fleur's 
lewdly-offered cunt, instead of Harry. He had an insane urge 
to rush into the room, pull his bestfriend off her and lash his 



tongue all over Fleur's hot, tasty-looking young pussy until 
she called out his name as loudly as she was squealing out 
Harry's! 

He watched enviously as Harry gave their gorgeous older 
lover head. Harry caught on real fast, and soon he had a 
good rhythm going, his pointed tongue tip lashing swiftly 
around the throbbing shaft of Fleur's engorged and super¬ 
sensitive clit. 

"Ooooohhh, Ohhhhh, love, you lick soooooooo 
ggggoooooooooodddddd!" she gurgled. "That feels just 
fantastic! Unnnnnmmmmm, Merlin, don't stop!" 

Harry's head was bobbing up and down, and Hermione/Harry 
could hear the obscenely wet snorting and sucking sounds 
his bestfriend's mouth was making in their lover's cunt as he 
slurped up hertangy pussy cream. Hermione/Harry was just 
about ready to scream with unrequited lust! In total 
frustration he pulled out his cock. 

"Unnnhhh, fuck, Harry, that's so damned good," Fleur 
whimpered. "Get me off now, honey. Suck my clit real hard! 
Make me cummmm!" 

Harry jammed his mouth down over his veela lover's 
throbbingly-erect fuck-button and started to suck, hard. His 
sucking was slow and awkward at first, but Fleur's lustily 
jerking hips indicated the speed and rhythm she wanted, 
and Harry quickly caught on. Soon, her lover was sucking so 
expertly on her hotly throbbing clit, Fleur was almost going 
out of her mind with excitement! 

"Ohhhhh, Ohhhhh, yesssss," she screeched, "Suck it, baby! 
Uhhhhhhhhhm fuuuuucckkkkk! Suck me offfffff!" 



Harry gave her what she wanted, sucking furiously and 
loudly on Fleur's stiff, protruding joy-button, bringing her to 
the very brink of climax. Once more Fleur stiffened briefly 
and gave a loud, hoarse gasp. She was cumming again, her 
young body shaking and bucking in passionate orgasm. 

“Ohhhhhh, fuck, you did it, whhhaaahhh!" she howled. 

Hermione/Harry muffled an ecstatic groan and sizzled his 
first ever load in a wizard body hard against the bedroom 
door. His flying fist pumped the molten come from his cock 
so savagely, he barely managed to keep from yelping with 
relief. It was a few seconds before he looked through the 
keyhole again, and when he did, the sexy veela was still 
squirming and shuddering with the delicious after-shocks of 
her own powerful orgasm. 

“Mmmmmm, Harry, that was fantastic", she moaned, 
stroking the back of her lover's head, "You sure have a big, 
hard tongue!" 

"All the better to lick your hot, tasty twat with, Fleur!", 
grinned Harry proudly, wiping Fleur's juice from his chin 
with the back of his hand. "Want me to suck you off again?" 

"Ohhhh, Harry, would you?!" exclaimed Fleur, wiggling her 
hot ass all over the bed. "If you do, you can fuck me all night 
if you want... I won't care!" 

"Ohh, you'll care alright, Fleur!", grinned Harry spreading 
her creamy thighs wide and draping her legs over his 
shoulders. 


"Uuuuummhhhhh Merlin, I hope so!" said Fleur, with a 
wicked glint in her eye. 



Hermione/Harry couldn't believe how hot and slutty Fleur 
had suddenly become! Harry was fucking her... and he 
wanted to fuck her too! 

With a feeling of total frustration, Hermione/Harry watched 
Harry go belly-down between Fleur's eagerly parted thighs 
and once again bring his face within an inch of their lover's 
luscious-looking slit. As Hermione/Harry groaned silently in 
agony, Harry shot out his tongue, flicking it roughly up and 
down their lover's slit, poking in and out, lashing the 
glistening pink flesh of her cunt as if it was a tasty treat he 
had to devour before anyone else claimed it. Harry had no 
idea how close to the truth that description really was! 

“Unnnhhhhh, yeah, Harry! Lick me, baby!" Fleur moaned, 
"...just keep doing that till you get me really hot! Ohhhhh 
Ohhhhhsss, Harry,...yesssss!" Fleur hissed, "Now you've got 
me really turned on! Stick your tongue in my cunt and fuck 
me with it... Ummmmmm, baby! That's gonna get me off like 
crazy!" 

Harry chuckled as he got the picture. Then he made his 
tongue long and stiff and crammed it hard into Fleur's cunt. 
Fleur almost flew off the bed. She let out a shrill howl of 
pleasure and soaked her lover's face with a helpless blast of 
hot cream. Harry's head began to bob furiously as he worked 
his tongue deep into her tasty pussyhole, pistoning it in and 
out, just like a stiff, hard cock. 

"Uhhh, fuck, yesssss! Lick it, honey, that's great," Fleur 
sobbed, "keep doing that to me, don't stop." 

Hermione/Harry's cock slowly rose to full attention as he 
watched and envied them. He was positive he could do 
everything Harry was doing and that he could give Fleur just 



as much pleasure as Harry was giving her in this body of 
Harry he just polyjuiced. 

“Lick me, Harry! Suck my hot, fuckin' cunt!", Fleur squealed. 

She was really getting off on Harry's furious tongue-fucking. 
She had her eyes screwed shut in total ecstasy, her face all 
contorted with hot lust, and she was clawing the bed. She'd 
arched her slim body to take Harry's pistoning tongue as 
deep as she could in the molten tunnel of her cunt. She 
whimpered steadily as his flying tongue worked her toward 
orgasm. 

“Uhhh, yeahhh, just a little more, honey," she moaned, “Lick 
my pussy Harry, I'm almost there!" 

Hermione/Harry imagined Fleur moaning those sexy words 
to his new body, and once more his stiff Harry Potter 
identical cock was trying to tear its way out of his jeans. 
Well, this time he wasn't going to jack off watching his 
lovers fuck... this time he was going to come with the hot 
veela... his own lover... and after what he'd just seen, she 
was definitely HOT for another Harry Potter identical cock! 

The moment Fleur finished coming, he was going to march 
right in there to join the fun. At least that was what he told 
himself as he watched Harry tongue-fuck their hot veela 
lover to the very brink of orgasm. 

Fleur hovered there, clawing at the bedspread and gurgling 
as blast after blast of pleasure ripped through her insatiable 
young pussy. She could have come easily, but she was 
prolonging the excitement, gorging herself on those 
wonderful sensations. Finally the pleasure exploded inside 
her. 



"OHHHHHHHHH, FUUUUUCKKKKK! UUUHHHNNNNGGGHHH, 
I'M CUMMMMINNNGGGGG!" she wailed. 

At Fleur's lusty cry, Hermione/Harry stood up and gripped 
the doorknob and opened the door. Fleur still had her eyes 
closed in total ecstasy, hunching her slender hips up at the 
deliciously stiff and probing tongue buried in her pussy. 

Harry had his face pressed into Fleur's upthrust cunt holding 
her juicy, pink slit open with his thumbs as he licked Fleur 
through the last delicious orgasmic spasms or her orgasm... 
neither of them noticed Hermione/Harry till he'd crossed the 
room and was standing right beside the bed rubbing his stiff 
cock through his pants. Then Fleur opened her eyes and 
gasped. 

“Uh-oh, Harry," she cried. 

"Huh?" Harry exclaimed, looking up. "What the fuck?" It wa 
like looking in a mirror. 

"Hi, Harry! Missed me?" Hermione/Harry grinned with his 
bestfriend face. 

"Mione?" Harry said not beliving what he was seeing. 

"Who else, silly?" Hermione/Harry said grinning. 

So far Fleur hadn't said anything. Her first reaction had been 
the same as Harry's. She could belive it. Since when did 
Harry had a twin? Then when she heard the voice 
intonation... she knew that could be only Hermione! But how 
could she look like Harry? Then she remembered that the 
polyjuice potion could make yuo look like who ever you 
want... or a metamorphmagus? Was Hermione a 
metamorphmagus? But then she spotted the huge hard 
bulge in the fly of Hermione/Harry's jeans. So the change 
was made there too? 



“Damn Mione!” Harry said still not believing. 


“So... Mione wants to find out how is to be Harry?" Fleur 
purred, eyeing her girlfriend's or... now boyfriend's... 
straining crotch. 

Harry just started to grin, but he still looked very startled. 
Hermione/Harry didn't care. His beautiful, sexy lover had 
gone past the startletment and now she was looking at his 
bulging crotch with great interest. Hermione/Harry moved 
even closer to give her a better view. His cock gave a lusty 
lurch, and she grinned even more, licking her lips hungrily. 

“Mmmm, MMMMM, Mione, you've really grown a big one, 
haven't you?" Fleur cooed. 

“Yeah, Fleur, I have," Hermione/Harry leered, dropping his 
pants. 

He wasn't wearing shorts, and Fleur got an instant view of 
his incredibly stiff Harry Potter identical cock. This sure was 
another eager well-hung stud, ready and willing to be her 
lover. Fleur could hardly believe her luck. Now she had TWO 
hard identical cocks to enjoy. 

“Mmmmmmm, now that's what I call a cock!" she murmured. 

“You gonna get it on with him... her... whatever?" Harry said 
startled. 

“I sure am," Fleur smiled. “Face it. Harry, we have to let 
Mione on the fun, she is ower lover, after all... even if she 
looks like you! And we are in the wizarding world and the 
possibilities to have fun are so many. Right, Mione?" 

“Right," said the polyjuiced Harry Potter, grinning fiendishly. 



“Shit,” the real Harry said, ”1 suppose you're right. But I get 
to watch, don't I, Fleur?” 

"Of course,” Fleur cooed. "That's only fair. After all, Mione 
spied on us, didn't you, love?” 

Hermione/Harry turned red and stammered, "Oh, yeah, I did, 
Fleur. I just wanted to have some fun with Harry... but since 
you came... the possibilities have gone up.” 

"So you watched us for half an hour,” Harry said, starting to 
snicker. 

"Yeah,” Hermione/Harry admitted with a sheepish grin, "I 
guess I did. It was kinda hard to stop!” 

"Well, now it's my turn to watch,” Harry grinned. "Go ahead, 
my twin brother, entertain me.” 

That made Hermione/Harry a very excited, but not enough 
to affect his urgent hard-on. He just ignored Harry and 
looked over at Fleur, who was stretched out naked on the 
bed, waiting for him. With a lusty snort he peeled off his 
clothes and crawled toward her. By now he didn't care if he 
had an audience of thousands. 

Fleur rolled onto her stomach and lifted herself on all fours, 
presenting Hermione/Harry with her hearth shape ass and a 
tantalizing glimpse of her moist pink slit. He knelt behind 
her and grasped her hips, staring hungrily at her glistening 
pussy flesh. At the very center of that rosy line he saw a 
little hole and he pressed the engorged head of his cock to 
it. 

"Oooooo, yeah, Mione, stick your cock in meeee,” she 
squealed. 



It must be the right hole, because she wasn't telling him to 
stop. Looking a lot more confident than he felt, 
Hermione/Harry slid his rigid boner into Fleur's cunt, hoping 
Harry geting a hell lot of excitement in his manhood. He'd 
known very well the size of Harry's cock and what he had 
was identical. Fleur was gonna love this! 

"Ahhhhhh, shit, yeah," he groaned. 

"Oooooh, yes, Mione, give me all of it," Fleur whimpered, "I 
want every inch of that big hard prick. Fuck me, love... FUCK 
MEEE!" 

"Yeah, come on Mione... hurry up and fuck her so I can have 
another turn!", growled Harry. 

Fleur was moaning with delight as Hermione/Harry worked 
his hard cock into her eagerly-upthrust cunt. Her thick, 
pearly pussy juice spurted out around the double's thick 
shaft, and she clawed the bed. Hermione/Harry had a great 
big grin on his face, and that just made Harry even wilder. 
Finally he was all the way into her, and Fleur wriggled her 
ass up at him impatiently, wanting him to move. 

"Fuck me, love," she panted, "fuck me good and hard, 
honey." 

Hermione/Harry obliged. 

He began to piston his cock hard and fast into Fleur's juice- 
slick fuck hole with the same long, deep rhythm he'd knew 
Harry was usually using when he fucked her. Fleur 
responded with wails and gurgles of pleasure, and her cunt 
clasped at his prick like a gently-sucking mouth, lubricating 
his thickly-penetrating shaft with frequent spurts of hot, oily 
cunt-cream. Hermione/Harry's grin got even wider. He was 



fucking the sexy french witchr, and she was loving every 
second of it! 


“Unnnhhh, yeah, that's it, mon amour," Fleur moaned, 
"really give it to me! Ooooooohh, don't stop!" 

Hermione/Harry had no intention of stopping. The way he 
felt then, he wanted to go on fucking her for about a year. 
Her steaming wet cunt, tight but slippery, was a fantastic 
place to shove his cock. He grinned broadly as he pistoned 
his stiff boner in and out of Fleur's tightly-clinging pussy, 
loving the groans and whimpers of ecstasy Fleur made as he 
fucked her. He'd practically forgotten that Harry was 
watching them... Harry hadn't! 

His double sure knew how to fuck, Harry had to admit. He 
was fucking away hard and steadily, like some damned 
machine, and he had that big triumphant grin on his face. 
Bookworm Hermione/Harry was having the time of his life, 
but at Harry's expense. Their horny veela had only one cunt, 
and he'd just have to wait his turn. But it looked as if 
Hermione/Harry was going to fuck her all damn morning! 

"Ohhhhh, Mione, hurry it up, will ya?!" Harry groaned. "I 
wanna fuck her again!" 

"Harry?..." 

"What?" 

"Shut up! Now you know how I fill when I wait my turn!", 
panted Hermione/Harry, slamming his cock into Fleur's hot, 
slurping cunt as hard as she could. 

"Ohhhhhh, Mione, that's so good," she was squealing. "Fuck 
me hard, mon amour, as hard as you want!" 



“She likes it when you ram it in real hard," Harry put in. 


“Thanks, love," Hermione/Harry said, “I need all the advice I 
can get fucking this horny bitch!" 

Fleur certainly had plenty of pussy to go around, and it was 
obvious that she loved getting it on with more than one guy 
at a time. Or just one doubled? But who cares? This was just 
his naughty Hermione... being very naughty... using his 
body! So there really was no problem, was there. Harry 
crawled closer to watch the action. 

“That's it, Mione," he said excitedly, “Squeeze her hot tits 
while you fuck her, she loves that! Give it to her harder!" 

“Ohhhh, Merlin yesssss! Do it!" Fleur panted to 
Hermione/Harry, “Fuck my brains out, love." 

Hermione/Harry looked questioningly at Harry. He didn't see 
how their sexxy veela lover could take a harder pounding 
than the one he was already giving her. But Harry nodded, 
giving him the “go ahead" as it were. Hermione/Harry pulled 
out all stops and fucked into Fleur as hard and fast as he 
could. The veela's body shuddered violently with the impact 
of his hammering monster cock. 

“Oooooooh, shit, yessssss!" she hissed. 

Hermione/Harry still could hardly believe it, but if that was 
what she wanted, he was delighted to give it to her. He 
closed his eyes in total bliss and pounded both himself and 
Fleur to the brink of orgasm. He could feel her cunt getting 
tighter and hotter by the second, and his prick felt just 
about ready to explode. The bed was rocking and creaking, 
and Harry was urging them on. 



“Fuck her, Mione!", he growled, fisting his rock-hard cock. 
“Fuck the horny slut good! She needs it!" 

“Unnnhhh, Ohhhhh, I'm almost there." Fleur sobbed. “Fuck 
me! Oooohhh, Merlin! Please, fuck me!" 

“Hey, Mione." Harry said eagerly, “let me show you a way to 
really get her off." 

“Okay," Hermione/Harry panted, unsure of what his original 
had in mind, but eager to try anything. 

Harry grabbed his double's hand and guided it 'round 
between Fleur's thighs, moving Hermione/Harry's hand until 
his fingers were sliding over Fleur's throbbing clit. 

“Squeeze her there," Harry told him. 

Hermione/Harry held the stiff, slippery bud of flesh between 
his thumb and forefinger. He gave it a steady slow squeeze, 
and it was just like pressing a magic button. Fleur let out a 
hoarse wail, and her cunt clamped around his cock like a 
vice. He felt the fiery-hot spurt of her come-cream. He was 
making his own sexy lover come for the first time using a 
male body... and if the polyjuice would hold forever, it would 
hardly be the last! The most someone could be 
underpolyjuice was three hours! 

“Unnnhhh, Merlin! Unnnhhhgghhh, shit! I'm 
cummmmiiinnng... OHHHHHHHH, FUUUUUUUCK!" screamed 
Fleur. 

Hermione/Harry's triumphant grin was suddenly replaced , 
by a lusty grimace of passion as he flooded Fleur's cumming 
cunt with his steaming sperm. 



"UNNNNNGGHHHHH! FFFLLLLLEEEEEUUUUUUUURRR! TAKE 
IT! TAKE MY CUM, YOU HORNY FUCKIN' SLUT!" he roared, 
hammering his spurting cock deep up inside her. 

"Ohhhhh, yeah, love, cream me good!" she howled. 

Harry watched them writhing and bucking together, his cock 
was stiff and ready for more. He had to admit that he'd really 
gotten off on watching Fleur getting fucked by his identical 
"twin". Hermione/Harry sure knew how to fuck! In a kinky 
way, it was almost as much fun as fucking her himself. But 
now, Harry was ready for the real thing. As soon as 
Hermione/Harry pulled his dripping cock out of Fleur's cum- 
filled pussy, Harry was on top of her. 

"How about it, Fleur, ready for more?" he leered. 

"I sure am," she gurgled happily. 

Harry rolled onto his back and took her with him, and she 
ended up crouching over his belly, her hot, juicy slit grazing 
the head of his cock. 

This was going to be a first for Fleur. She'd never made out 
with two guys at the same time, even if it was the same guy 
doubled, never fucked one man after the other. In fact, the 
only guy she'd ever made it with before was Roger Davis. 

But having sampled the delights of passion with her lusty 
young lovers, Fleur was hooked! 

With a lusty gurgle she began to slide down Harry's rock- 
hard cock. She watched the wizard's eyes roll, staring down 
into his handsome teen face as his long, stiff prick slid up 
into the very depths of her cunt. His face contorted into a 
lusty grimace of pleasure, and Fleur kept on sliding until she 
was completely crammed with her lover's thick monster 
cock, and only his balls were showing. 



“Uuuuhhhhmmmmmmmm, shit, yeahhhhhhh,” he sighed. 


“Fuck me, Harry," she leered, "fuck my brains out!" 

"You better believe I will," he growled. 

"Ooooooh, yeah! You gorgeous mother-fucker," she gasped, 
"really give it to me, baby!" 

"Fleur, you shouldn't swear like that," Hermione/Harry 
exclaimed. 

Then they all burst into laughter. It was hard to shed the 
strict manners that had been drummed into them by their 
school puritanical professors, but they were doing this for so 
long. They could just imagine how shocked their professors 
would be if they could see their students right now, naked 
and fucking... enjoying their own private little orgy for the 
nth time. But what they didn't know was that one adult was 
just going up the stairs towards the second floor and Diddi 
didn't want to interrupt them! 

... 55 ... 55 ... 55 ... 

Lily Potter floo in from the ministry and tossed her purse 
onto the kitchen table with a sigh of exasperation. That 
meeting with the minister was one of the most frustrating 
she'd ever had. Well, it was because she was thinking only 
on what she had left home. Otherwise, it would be just 
another meeting with the minister. After she returned to her 
office, she couldn't do not a damn thing! Not even today! 
Yesterday was yesterday. But today? Finally she'd just given 
up, and come home after only two hours at work. 

Horny, she went upstairs on the second floor. There were 
voices coming from the bedroom with the water bed. Lily 
reddened more than she redhair she had. The teens have 



found the water bed room. She sneaked toward the door, 
only to stop short when she heard Fleur's voice crying, 
"Ohhhhhh, yeah, honey, fuck my pussy good and hard." 

Lily clapped a hand to her mouth to stifle a gasp of shock. 
Surely her ears were playing tricks on her! But she had to 
make sure just what was going on in that room before she 
burst in. She crept to the door, knelt, and looked through the 
keyhole. 

"Oh, Merlin," she breathed. 

Now her eyes were playing tricks! She blinked and looked 
again. But the image was the same. The veela and two twin 
Harrys were on the bed, stark-naked and one Harry and 
Fleur were making love, while another Harry watched. 

Lily just froze. She couldn't believe what was going on in 
there. It was just... just... unbeliveble! 

"Uuuunnnhggghh, fuck me, Harry!", Fleur was moaning. 
"Ummmmm, Merlin, you're fucking me so good!" 

The Harry that was fucking the veela had a big grin on his 
face as he did what the veela asked and hammered his huge 
cock into Fleur's insatiable cunt. He was on his back, and 
Fleur was straddling him, riding his pistoning prick like it 
was a bucking horse. Her angel face was twisted into a mask 
of urgent, raw passion, as were that Harry's handsome 
features... Lily hardly recognized them! 

The other Harry crouched as close as he could to the action, 
watching intently. His own virile cock was stiff as a board, 
lying flat against his belly, drooling pre-cum into his navel. 

Lily didn't know what to do. She'd never been so shocked in 
her whole life. 



“Harder!” Fleur was moaning, “Fuck me harder, Harry, make 
me come again!” 

'Again?'., thought Lily, her eyes glued to the sight of that 
Harry's long, thick cock slicing into Fleur's obviously eager 
cunt.. 'How long had this wanton depravity been going on?' 

That Harry snorted with excitement and hammered his prick 
deep up into Fleur's bouncing cunt, fucking Fleur as hard as 
he could, actually making her slim body shudder with the 
impact. Fleur shrieked with pleasure, and a gush of thick, 
pearly cream bubbled out around her lover's thick shaft, 
coating their meshed genitals with her feminine arousal. 

Beside them, the other Harry's excitement was carrying him 
away, and he fisted his cock, pumping the long, stiff shaft 
urgently, openly masturbating while he watched his 
identical “twin” and the veela fuck. 

“Outrageous...” Lily whispered. 

Yet even as she was saying it, she felt her pussy getting hot 
and moist. For some weird reason, the scene seemed to be 
arousing her more then she thought possible. Hot sticky 
cream was leaking from her cunt, and her slit was swelling 
up. In fact, she found she couldn't bear to look away from 
the keyhole, in case she missed something! What was the 
matter with her?! 

In helpless fascination, her hot eyes focused on one of her 
“son's” huge pistoning prick as he fucked his squirming 
french veela. She watched her son's incredibly large cock 
slammed in and out of Fleur's tight twat, reaming and 
cramming her with it's enormous girth. Lily creamed even 
more heavily and soaked her panties. There was no denying 
it now, this sight was turning her on like mad! 



Fleur and Harry were fucking so hard and passionate and 
they were enjoying hell out of it! It was clear that they didn't 
feel a bit of guilt about what they were doing. They were 
both grinning like crazy, and so was the other Harry. 

"Unnnhhh, Harry, I'm gonna cummmmm!" Fleur moaned. 
“Really give it to me now, love... get me off!" 

Harry snarled lustily and hammered his cock up into Fleur 
with lightning speed. While he was doing this, he whispered 
something to the other Harry and he grinned and reached 
between their writhing loins to finger Fleur's clit. He gave 
the slippery little nubbin several firm squeezes, just like 
he'd done before, when he fucked Fleur himself... He got 
exactly the the same results. 

Fleur stiffened and arched her back, thrusting her cunt down 
hard on Harry's cock, pinning Hermione/Harry's fingers 
between them as she howled her way to a mind-blowing 
climax. Harry was only seconds behind her. 

“Ohhhhhh, SHIT, you guys! I'M CUMMMMINNNGGGG! '' she 
yelped. 

“Ahhhhhh, fuck, aaaggghhhh! Me too!" Harry roared, jetting 
his load into her. 

Lily found herself shaking with excitement as she watched 
the teens orgasm. She almost always got off when she and 
James fucked, but never like this. Fleur was coming 
powerfully, her body writhing and bucking, and she was 
screaming in ecstasy. The teens were having such a fantastic 
time, she couldn't help feeling envious of them. 

“Mmmmmm, Ohhhhh, that was great," Fleur gurgled as she 
finally rolled off Harry's come-soaked cock. 



“I sure hope you're not tired, Fleur," the other Harry said 
eagerly. "I wanna fuck you again." 

"Horny little prick, aren't you now, Mione", grinned Fleur. 

"Not so little though... am I, Fleur?", smiled Hermione/Harry, 
fisting his huge hard-on. 

"I guess not," drooled Fleur. "Can I suck it a bit first?" 

"Sure!" grinned Hermione/Harry, lying back so Fleur could 
get her head between his legs. 

Mione? No fucking way! Mione Harry used for Hermione. Was 
that Hermione? The same Hermione she made love 
yesterday? No fucking way! Unless... the sneaky little bitch 
took some polyjuice potion! Lily was almost moaning with 
need as she watched them. She didn't try that shit for so 
many years! She found herself actually drooling as she 
watched Fleur licking the length of Hermione's dick or 
Harry's dick? What ever! It was something the redhead witch 
sure wanted to try with her son's double. 

Fleur was obviously having such a good time, moaning as 
she sucked her lover's swollen cockhead into her mouth and 
swallowed the juices leaking from his monster prick. 
Hermione/Harry got flushed in the face and started panting 
and breathing heavily. His cock gave lusty jerks under 
Fleur's greedily lashing tongue. 

"Hey, Fleur," Harry chuckled, "why don't you go all the way 
and suck the her off?" 

"I'd love it," Hermione/Harry leered. 

"Mmmmmmm, guess I better give her what she wants then, 
right Harry?" Fleur grinned. 



“Yeah, we wanta keep her happy," Harry agreed. 


Fleur opened her lips wide and slid them down over the 
granite column of her polyjuiced lover's cock. His eyes rolled 
back in his head and closed in total bliss as she sheathed his 
meat in the steamy wetness of her mouth. Her cheeks drawn 
in, her head bobbing briskly, she began to suck him off. 

Lily's mouth actually began to water as she watched the 
veela suck on the double's cock. And, she couldn't stop her 
horny pussy from creaming helplessly at the incredibly 
erotic sight. 

“Awwwwww, yeah, Fleur, suck it!" Hermione/Harry groaned. 

Harry was getting turned on, too... his cock springing up 
rigid and ready as he watched his sexy veela lover blowing 
their muggleborn polyjuiced lover. It was like looking in a 
mirror and his reflection was getting a blowjob. But this time 
he didn't have to wait to use the veela's cunt. It was all 
ready for him, and all he had to do was kneel behind the 
horny witch and stuff his prick into her. What were veelas 
like Fleur for anyway, if not to fuck, he chuckled to himself. 
She was the kind of witch who could never say no to a stiff, 
ready prick. 

Harry's diagnosis proved correct as Fleur shivered happily 
and gave a muffled gurgle of pleasure as he slid the entire 
length of his cock into her hot nympho pussy. 

“Unnnhhh, shit, yeah," he moaned. “Tiiight, hotttt 
cuuunnnnt!" 

Fleur was wildly turned on as she took on two cocks at the 
same time. Harry really had some terrific ideas. She felt 
wonderful stabs of pleasure as he worked his throbbing prick 
in her clasping pussy from behind, fucking her so forcefully 
that her lips were pressed into Hermione/Harry's pubic hair 



as she deep-throated the loudly-moaning wizard or witch... 
whatever. At last she was finally getting all the cock she 
wanted. 

“Mmmmmm, uunmmmm,” she moaned. 

Harry knew that Fleur was extremely excited taking two 
cocks at once, even though she had her mouth crammed 
with cock and couldn't speak. Her tight, juicy-wet cunt got 
hot as fire around his prick, and it throbbed and sucked and 
clamped. She sucked faster and faster on Hermione/Harry's 
prick, making obscene wet slurping sounds that echoed 
through the room and drove them all to a fever pitch of lust. 

"Oh, Merlin! Suck hard, Fleur! I'm gonna come," 
Hermione/Harry yelped, attempting to pull back before he 
shot his load. 

"It's okay, Mione..." Harry told him. "Let her have it!" 

And a second later they did... from both ends! 

"Ahhhhhhh, shit, aaaggghhhhh!" Hermione/Harry bellowed, 
filling Fleur's hot, sucking mouth with a belly-load of sperm. 

Harry orgasmed into her hotly-sucking cunt only seconds 
later. 

"UNNNGHHHHHH, MEERRRRRLLLLIIIIINNNNN SHIT, FLEUR, 
TAKE MY CUM UP YOUR HOT FUCKIN' CUNT, YOU GORGEOUS 
SLUT!" Harry yelled, not caring who heard them. 

Fleur spun into a violent climax as she took the two identical 
Harrys' huge hot loads of sperm in her cunt and mouth at 
the same time. She was going to have to congratulate 
Hermione on her wild idea. She loved taking on two horny 



Harrys at the same time. This was a first for her... but to hell 
will be the last! 

But Fleur didn't get a chance to tell her lovers anything. 
They'd hardly finished coming when the bedroom door burst 
open and Mrs Potter charged in. Her face was scarlet, and 
she was trying to say something but couldn't get the words 
out. It became painfully clear to the teens that she'd been 
watching them through the keyhole and had seen every 
kinky thing they'd done. 

"Oh-ohm, mon amours," Fleur moaned, "I think we're in real 
deep shit!" 

Now that she was in the room, Lily didn't know what to say. 
She knew she ought to join them, but she couldn't seem to 
find the words. Confronting the three naked teens, well two 
identical "twins" and a hot veela, all she could do was 
stammer and blush. 

That gave Fleur time to come up with a plan. She knew they 
had to win Mrs Potter over to their side, otherwise there'd be 
hell to pay. Fleur didn't like to think about the consequences 
if Mrs Potter told her father what she'd seen. But something 
about Mrs Potter's flushed face and confused manner gave 
Fleur an idea. It just might work, too, she thought with a 
smile. Mrs Potter couldn't help staring at her "twin"sons' 
erect cocks. 

"Hey, Mom..." the real Harry said grinning. "What's up?" 

Lily looked at them and still couldn't speak. Then she looked 
at the veela... why was Fleur smiling? 


"Loves," she said to her lovers. "Grab her!" 



Hermione/Harry and Harry didn't know what their grinning 
lover had in mind, but after yesterday with Lily and Fleur's 
grinning face, they kinda had some ideas. Whatever 
naughty plan Fleur had in mind, they'd gladly give it a try. 
They leaped off the bed and grabbed Lily by the arms. Lily 
watched them and she didn't knew how, but she guessed 
what would follow. Fleur didn't know about yesterday and 
would do every thing to cover her... perversions. So... she 
just went with the flow. She tried to wriggle free, but her 
husky twin sons were much too strong for her. 

"Okay, Fleur, now what?" Harry asked. 

"Bring her over to the bed," Fleur leered. "We're gonna try to 
persuade her to see things our way." 

"That isn't possible. Fleur," Lily snarled. "I'll never have a 
mind that filthy. You'd better let me go right this instant, or 
you'll be sorry." 

She went on sputtering as the "twins" led her over to the 
bed and pulled her onto it. Fleur paid no attention to Mrs 
Potter's angry remarks. She just slipped off Lily's shoes, then 
started unbuttoning the front of her dress. Lily turned beet 
red, and the "twins" began to grin as they caught on to their 
sister's wicked plan. 

"Fleur," Lily cried, "I'm warning you... this is ridiculous!. 
You're only going to make things worse for yourselves. Let 
me go right now." 

"Relax, Mrs Potter," Fleur replied with a maddening grin. 

"I've got a feeling you're going to love this." 

That was exactly what Lily liked to happen. She'd gotten so 
turned on as she watched the teens at it, over the 
excitement she felt when she got home. She was eager for 



novelty and excitement, and of course the naughty teens 
could give her plenty of that. 

Now Fleur was opening the front of her dress and exposing 
her nicely-packed bra to the “twins”. Hermione/Harry and 
Harry were kneeling beside her, holding the squirming 
redhead down by her shoulders. Lily couldn't see their faces, 
but she could hear their harsh excited breathing as Fleur 
eased the dress off her arms and shoulders, stripping her to 
the waist except for her bra. 

"Fleur! Nooooo... stop,” Lily moaned. 

Fleur ignored her. She and the "twins” gaped at Lily's large 
firm tits, which looked ready to burst from her delicate lace 
bra. At work she always tried to hide her gorgeous tits by 
wearing loose plain clothing, but now they were revealed for 
everyone to see. Lily blushed hotly and tried to free her 
arms, but it was no use. The teens had her right where they 
wanted her. 

Fleur unhooked her bra, and Lily whimpered in protest, 
blushing even harder, but of course she got no response. 
Fleur tossed the bra aside, and Lily heard her "twins” 
sudden intake of breath as her firm, naked tits sprang free. 

"Merlin,” the real Harry breathed. 

"Wanna play with them?” Fleur grinned. 

"Hey, yeah,” he said, "take my place, Fleur.” 

Lily just shudered as Fleur took Harry's place, holding down 
her left shoulder, and her real son came around to face his 
mother. He was grinning eagerly, and his cock was hard. It 
jiggled obscenely in front of his belly. Lily tried not to look at 
it, but her eyes were glued to the big thick, prick. 



Harry grabbed his mother's gorgeous tits, cupping and 
squeezing them, and Lily gasped even louder. Her nipples 
went stiff against his palms. 

"Oh, wowwww," grinned Harry. "You like that, don't you. 
Mom?" 

"Harry, please," Lily whimpered, "You know this is wrong." 

"Bullshit, Mom!" he said hoarsely. "If it feels good, do it... 
that's our new motto!" 

"Yeah, Mrs Potter," Fleur put in, "why don't you just relax 
and enjoy it?" 

That was just what Lily was trying to do. She wasn't afraid to 
let herself go. She couldn't way to reveal to the horny veela 
just how turned on and excited she was. But for the moment, 
she wanted to let the hot veela run the show and just play 
the game. She struggled to keep her face grim and her body 
stiff as Harry blissfully fondled her big creamy tits. It wasn't 
easy to pretend not wanting what was happening to her 
now, though. Her tits always were the most sensitiv part of 
her body and she loved to have her tits squeezed and 
pinched like this, ever since the first time she made it with 
someone. 

Harry had a big happy grin on his face, not a trace of guilt, 
as he fondled his mother's hot silky-skinned tits. Lily could 
tell by the hot pressure of the hands on her shoulders that 
Fleur and Hermione/Harry were getting very excited as they 
watched him. Lily herself was so excited that she couldn't 
pretend anymore 

Then it got even better. Harry dipped his head down, stuck 
out his tongue, and began licking her nipples. It was all Lily 
could do to stifle a groan of pleasure. It felt marvelous. Her 



son's hot wet tongue lashed her nipples into full erection, 
leaving them long and taut and supersensitive. She felt her 
pussy begin to moisten. 

Harry firmed his lips around the tip of his mother's right 
nipple and sucked the stiff bud into his mouth. Lily stifled 
another moan as she felt little stabs of pleasure that seemed 
to radiate right down to her helplessly creaming pussy. She 
closed her eyes and whimpered softly, struggling to hide her 
hot arousal. Harry sucked both her nipples in turn, bringing 
his mother to a fever pitch of excitement. 

"Let me do it now, Harry," Hermione/Harry begged. 

"Okay, Mione," Harry grinned, "I guess that's only fair." 

They changed placed, and Lily felt her newest lover that was 
polyjuiced like her son's hot hands closer over her tits. He 
was a little more awkward than Harry, but just as eager. She 
bit her lip and smothered her little cries of pleasure as he 
fondled, licked and sucked her swollen tits. Soon, Lily didn't 
think she could take much more stimulation without losing 
control of herself, but the teens showed no sign of stopping. 
In fact they were just getting started. 

"My turn now," Fleur told Hermione/Harry when he'd 
finished sucking Lily's lust-engorged nipples. 

Fleur got around in front of her mother and started easing 
off her dress. Lily used all her strength to try to break free, 
but the "twins" held her down. Next came her panties. She 
blushed furiously, as Fleur whisked off the lacy garment and 
tossed it aside. The teens studied her slim, sexy body. 


"Oh, wow," Fleur breathed enviously. 



She wished she had Mrs Potter's big full breasts, lush redish 
bush, and curvy rounded hips. Harry and Hermione/Harry 
were wide-eyed with lust. Lily was practically dying with 
excitement, but there was nothing she could do but lie there 
and take it. She stiffened as Fleur started pushing her legs 
apart. 

Fleur pushed her legs wide open, revealing the moist rosy 
flesh of her pussy and the fringe of red curls. She went right 
for Lily's clit, grasping it between her thumb and forefinger, 
kneading it. Lily just managed to smother the lusty whimper 
that rose to her lips. It felt marvelous to have her clit rubbed 
and rolled like that... even by the french witch that she was 
so against a few days early! 

“Admit it, Mrs Potter," Fleur leered, “you love it!" 

Lily shook her head violently, but Fleur knew she was lying. 
She could feel the hot, sticky cream drooling from Mrs 
Potter's cunt, and she knew no witch could hide that obvious 
sign of arousal. Fleur rubbed her throbbing joy button faster, 
and more thick hot pussy-cream soaked her fingers. She'd 
succeeded in turning Mrs Potter on, and now all she had to 
do was get her to admit it. 

“Harry, go down on her," she instructed. 

“Hey, all right," Harry cried. 

Fleur scooted out of his way, and crawled between his 
mother's legs, lowering his face right down into to her 
glistening, pink pussy-slit. Lily knew this was going to be the 
supreme test of her self-control. When she'd watched the 
teens through the keyhole, the thing that had excited her 
most was the pussy-eating. 


“Uuuuuunnnhhhh," she gasped. 



Suddenly Harry was raking his big hot tongue up and down 
over the swollen flesh of her gaping slit, giving Lily the most 
exquisite sensations she'd ever known. She felt her whole 
body flushing with arousal, and her face twisted into a horny 
grimace. She managed to keep quiet, but that was about all. 
To her gratification, she creamed right into her son's mouth. 

"Yeah, Mom," he chuckled, "you love that, don't you? 
Mmmmmmm, you taste good, too! I'm gonna lick your pussy 
till you come!" 

Lily moaned hoarsely, knowing she wouldn't be able to keep 
quiet if he did that. It was enough of a struggle right now. 

Her son was dragging his long, stiff tongue through her juicy 
slit, and it felt marvelous. Then he zeroed in on the most 
sensitive spot of all, the erect and pulsing bud of her clit, 
already hotly stimulated by Fleur's skillful fingers. 

As Harry's tongue touched her throbbing clit, Lily almost 
flew off the bed. He used the stiffened tip of his tongue to 
flick and lash the ultra-sensitive bud, and it was the most 
wonderful feeling she'd ever known. Her cunt drooled 
helplessly, the musky liquid soaking his bobbing chin. She 
wanted this incredible pleasure to go on and on... she 
wanted her own son to suck her cunt! 

"Go with it, Mrs Potter," Fleur urged from behind her, "you 
know you love it." 

"Nooooooo," Lily murmured. 

But the husky excitement in her voice told the teens she was 
lying. Fleur knew Mrs Potter was on the point of losing all 
self-control. Harry just grinned and couldn't be more 
prowder when his mother was sent over the edge into a 
mind-blowing orgasm! 



Fleur watched intently, because everything depended on 
her lover's efforts. He was an expert pussy eater, as their 
mother was finding out. Fleur hoped he was so good, she'd 
soon be begging for more. 

Harry's glistening tongue was lashing up and down over 
Lily's incredibly-aroused little joy button, sending blast after 
blast of delicious pleasure through her naked, writhing loins. 
The sensations were so intense, she had her teeth clenched, 
struggling not to cry out. But Harry seemed to sense his 
mother's resistance. It was time to hot up the tongue action 
a bit. 

"Ohhhhh, Merlin, unnnhhhhh," Lily gasped. 

Harry had made his tongue long and stiff, and he was sliding 
it up her cunt. The sensation was exquisite. It was more than 
Lily could take. She began to whimper lustily as her son 
probed deep into her cunt with the pointy tip of his tongue. 
She just wasn't prepared for the incredible pleasure she was 
feeling right now. The last of her mental defences simply 
melted away. 

"Ohhhhh, yessss," she whimpered, "Lick me! Poke your 
tongue inside my pussy, honey... all of it... uuuuuuuhhh, 
don't stop!" 

Harry glanced up at Fleur and saw that she was grinning 
broadly. They'd won! Mom had admitted her pleasure. Her 
pretty face twisted into lusty contortions as Harry began to 
tongue-fuck his beautiful mother in earnest. He pistoned the 
stiff meat hard and deep in her famished slot, and she 
wailed with delight. 

"Unnnnnhhh, Merlin, yes," she moaned, "do it to me, baby! 
Lick Mommy's cunt! Make me come... oooooohh, I need it so 
bad!" 



Fleur felt all the tension leaving her body. It had been a bit 
scary there at first, but now that they'd ' persuaded' Mrs 
Potter into joining their fun, they were safe... or so she 
thought. None of them had the faintest idea that at that 
very moment, some one else was about to make an entrance 
of her own or his own. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

James Potter flooed in the living room at Potter Manor. But 
that was not James Potter, but a metamorphmagus named 
Nymphadora Tonks or Nym to friends. She was putting to 
very good use her skills this very day and paying her secret 
lover and cousin an unespected visit. She hadn't seen him 
since last X-mas and a good start to her three weeks of 
vacantion time would be a marathon fuck with him. 

Wouldn't Harry be surprised to have his father sneak into his 
room? He would have a fitt... until his father changed into a 
twenty-two years old in heat cousin of him. He sneaked 
upstairs to where he knew Harry's room was, but didn't 
found him there. Then suddenly heard faint, muffled sounds 
coming from somewhere down the hall, so he went up to 
investigate. There were sounds, all right, really strange ones, 
and they were coming from another room on the second 
floor. It sounded like a woman moaning in pain! 

Alarmed, Nym/James went silently to the door, knelt and 
peered through the keyhole. Later he figured it was as close 
as he'd ever come to having a heart attack. His eyes took in 
clearly what was happening on the king-size bed, but his 
mind refused to believe what he saw! It looked exactly as if 
Lily Potter and a blonde witch and two identical Harrys were 
having a sex orgy. 


"Ridiculous," Nym/James muttered, rubbing his eyes. 



He must have been to horny to have a fantasy like that. He 
looked again, but saw exactly the same thing as before. 

They were all naked and one Harry was going down on Lily 
Potter while the hot blonde and the other Harry watched. 
This time Nym/James couldn't deny the evidence of his own 
eyes. But his mind still reeled in shock at what he saw. 

“Ooooooh, Harry, honey, do it harder now," Lily cried, her 
face contorted with pleasure, "get me off, baby. Fuck 
mommy with your big, fat tongue!" 

Nym/James felt his cock start to stiffen. Shocked and 
stunned as he was, he couldn't help being turned on by his 
aunt horniness. He'd never known Lily to be this beautifull 
and sexxy. Secretly, sometimes, he'd wanted to make love to 
her hot aunt, to see the gorgeous redhead's naked body, to 
watch her face twist in hot pleasure as they made like two 
witches. Or even tranform into James and sneak in her 
bedroom. He'd wanted to go down on her, and now his cock 
ached with need. But, because Lily was family, he didn't 
have the stones. And what would a witch say if another 
witch had asked her for a kiss? 

Now he saw how wrong he'd been. Lily was just as hungry 
for excitement and novelty as he was. She was so eager for 
it, in fact, that she was getting it on with her son... and a 
double of her son... and another hot blonde! She was going 
out of her mind with pleasure as Harry pistoned his long stiff 
tongue in her famished fuck hole. 

"Oooooo, Merlin! I'm almost there!" she sobbed. Lily arched 
her body to take her son's pistoning tongue as deep as she 
could get it in her slippery-wet pussy-slit. She twisted her 
fingers in his hair and pulled on the back of his head, 
pressing his handsome young face into her hairy hole. Her 
eyes were tightly closed, shutting out everything but the 



wild pleasure she was experiencing as her own son tongue- 
fucked her to climax. 

Nym/James's cock went stiff as steel, straining against the 
confinement of his pants as he watched the young Potter 
give his mother the tongue-lashing of her life. He could tell 
she was very close to orgasm by the look of total lust on her 
flushed face and the loud squeals of ecstasy that escaped 
from her hotly-parted lips. 

“Unnnhhhh, baby, I'm coming!" Lily screamed. 
"UHHHHHHHI, YESSSS! AHHHHHGGGGGHHHHH!" 

Nym/James damned near came, too, as he watched this 
beautiful redhead climax noisily. He'd never made her come 
like that. But then he'd never done the deliciously depraved 
things to her that her son just had. He'd never crammed her 
creamy pussy full of his tongue, even though he'd often 
fantasized about it. Well, things were going to change, 
starting this very day. 

"Uhhh! Uuhhhh! UUUUUUHHHH! FUCK! I'm coming so 
good!" Lily wailed. 

Harry drew back and watched the results of his work, 
grinning broadly. He had good reason to be proud of himself. 
His pretty mom was coming like crazy, her body violently 
wracked by the most powerful orgasmic spasms she'd ever 
known. His big cock was stiff and ready, and he hungrily 
eyed the come-spurting mouth of her gorgeous cunt. Fleur 
saw the familiar look of lust on her lover's face and read his 
mind easily. 

"Go for it, Harry! Fuck her," she urged. 

"Hey, what about me?" Hermione/Harry protested, fisting his 
rock-hard cock. "I wanna fuck her, too." 



“You'll get your turn, Mione," Fleur assured him. 


Nym/James listened to all this and turned red. He'd been so 
pre-occupied with watching Lily, he'd lost sight of what was 
really going on here. This was incest! He couldn't allow this 
sort of thing to go on in this house. He had to stop this 
perversion before things got out of hand. 

But he didn't act fast enough. Harry flipped his mother over 
into the doggy position and shoved his cock into her juice- 
filled cunt before Nym/James had even opened the door. Lily 
clawed the bedspread and let out a hoarse sustained moan 
of ecstasy as she took her son's rock-hard cock to the balls. 

It filled her to the brim, pulsing and throbbing inside her 
tightly-stretched pussy like a fire-hose. 

Lustily, Harry began thrusting his huge cock into his 
mother's hot, clinging cunt again and again, fucking her 
deeply. His rapid, energetic strokes left her breathless. 

“Unnnhhhh, shit, yes, baby," Lily panted, “fuck me good and 
hard." 

Nym/James was torn between shock and lust. He was 
stunned that his aunt and her son were fucking, yet he was 
hotly aroused by Lily's wanton display of animalistic lust. 

She was reacting the way he'd always wanted her to... 
thrusting her hips back like a whore... begging for more 
cock... squealing out her lust. Except it wasn't him his aunt 
was being so sexually uninhibited with... it was her son! 

As Nym/James watched, Harry began to fuck his mother with 
fast, urgent strokes that rocked her slim body and made her 
big tits jiggle beneath her sensually. Lily was whimpering 
with pleasure. Harry's cock was slamming into her upraised 
cunt so hard and fast, her copious cunt juices were being 
whipped into a creamy froth. Her big, firm tits swung heavily 



back and forth, jiggling lewdly with every powerful thrust. 
His beautiful aunt was more insanely aroused than 
Nym/James had ever thought. 

“Fuck it to me, fuck it to me!" she babbled. “Uuuhhhh, 
yeahhhh! Fuck mommy good, baby! 

Nym/James's cock was as hard as a rock, jerking and 
twitching against his fly as he watched Harry's long, 
glistening prick slam repeatedly into his mother's 
shamelessly-upthrust cunt. 

Harry's deep, hard fucking brought his mother quickly to the 
verge of orgasm. Lily closed her eyes and sailed into orbit, 
the powerful pleasure-spasms wracking her body. 

Nym/James wished he could make her come like that... 
maybe he could! 

“Unnnhhhh, yes, I'm cumming!'' she wailed. “Ohhhhh, Harry 
honey, fuck me hard! Uhhhhh, Merlin, it's so damned good!'' 

“Unnnngghhhhhhh! Yeahhhh! I'm cumming too. Mom!'' 

Harry yelled, jetting his load into his mother's visibly- 
spasming twat. “I'm cumming in your hot, fucking cunt! 
UHHHHGGGGHHHHH! MOMMMMM!" 

Nym/James shivered with lust and envy as he watched his 
cousin shudder and bury his cock deep up inside his mother, 
flooding her cunt with his incestuous sperm. Nym/James's 
cock felt ready to explode. He was desperate for relief and 
Lily's recently-fucked cunt looked so tempting. But just as 
he was about to enter the room and take his rightful place 
between her aunt's wide-spread thighs, Harry flopped back 
with a satisfied sigh. The other Harry immediately took his 
place, shouting, “My turn now!" 



“Unnnhhhh, yesssss!” Lily hissed, as her son double rolled 
her onto her back and scrambled eagerly between her 
glistening thighs. Hermione/Harry positioned the head of his 
cock at her gaping hole and slammed it home with a grunt. 

“Uhhhhhh! Fuck, you're tight, Mrs Potter!", he groaned, 
starting to hump his slim young hips madly. Lily hardly 
heard him. She was in seventh heaven. 

Her real son's fucking had felt so great, she wanted more of 
it. Hermione/Harry gave her the same hard urgent strokes, 
blast after blast of hot sensation. Even though she'd just 
climaxed violently, she was ready to come again within 
seconds. 

"Ooooh, baby, yes," she panted, "fuck me good and hard, 
Hermione, as hard as you want! Give it to me, love!" 

Hermione/Harry stared down at the redhead witch jiggling 
tits as he fucked her. Each rough thrust of his cock made her 
howl with delight, a slippery mixture of sperm and pussy- 
juice bubbling out around his deeply-driving prick. He gave 
a cry of excitement as he realized that cunt was filled with 
his bestfriend and lover's jizz, and he was fucking it out of 
her! Hermione/Harry stepped up his fuck-thrusts and really 
pummelled her, slamming his stiff nine inch cock balls-deep 
into her upthrust cunt. Lily screamed with pleasure. 

Nym/James saw that his horny aunt was going to come 
again, quickly and violently, and he gritted his teeth in 
frustration. He needed her juicy hot cunt right now, but it 
was already occupied. Well, he wouldn't miss his chance this 
time. The moment Hermione/Harry finished with her, he was 
going to charge in there and claim his aunt for himself. Right 
now all that mattered was getting some relief for his insane 
lust. 



“Ohhhhh, fuck me, Hermione honey, fuck me hard! You're 
making me come!" Lily wailed."Ohhh, Merlin, yessss! I'm 
cumming again! Unnnnnggggghhhh!" 

"Come on my cock, Mrs Potter! Cum! CUMMM! ", 
Hermione/Harry bellowed, squeezing those big, jiggling tits 
with both hands. Then his own orgasm was upon him and he 
shuddered and stiffened arching his back as his seed 
spurted deep up into Lily Potter's spasming cunthole. 

He was still hammering his load into her when the bedroom 
door opened with a crash. Everybody stared in that 
direction, and then everybody groaned. It was James Potter, 
and he looked mad as hell. He came charging across the 
room and stood at the foot of the bed, hands on hips, 
glaring. Nobody dared say a word. 

"All right." he thundered, "this little party is over. I want all 
you kids to get out and go to your rooms until I figure out 
what to do about your disgusting behavior!" 

"Oh, yeah, Mr Potter?" Fleur said with a mischievous little 
grin. "If it's so disgusting, how come you've got a hard-on?" 

Everybody stared at his sharply tented fly, and Nym/James 
turned lobster red. Then everybody started laughing. Even 
Lily cracked up. It was so obvious that Nym/James had been 
spying on them and getting turned on. He stood there 
looking sheepish and wondering what to do now. 

"Well," he said weakly, "it is incest, you know, and that's not 
right." 

"Maybe, Dad," Harry laughed, "but I sure bet you'd like to 
get in on it." 



“Yes, dear," Lily leered, “be honest with us. While you were 
watching, didn't you want to join us?" 

Nym/James just went on looking uncomfortable. As horny as 
he felt, he still couldn't admit it. The others saw that they 
were going to have to do a little work on him. James Potter 
wasn't completely won over to their way of thinking yet. But 
that bulging crotch of his suggested that their task wouldn't 
be too hard. 

“Fleur, honey," Lily said with a knowing smile, “I'm sure you 
can handle this." 

“Oh, wow, can I ever," Fleur said eagerly. 

She'd always found the older Potter very sexy, and now she 
had a chance to show him just how she felt. She slid off the 
bed and walked over to him, and Nym/James's eyes ran 
helplessly up and down her hot, curvy, naked body. Grinning 
enticingly, she unbuttoned his work shirt and helped him 
out of it. He seemed helplessly in her power as she tugged 
off his t-shirt. Then she reached for the fly of his pants, 
unzipping it deftly. 

His pants puddled around his ankles, and he stood there in 
just his jockey shorts, the fly bulging obscenely. Fleur's 
hands were quivering with excitement as she seized the 
shorts and tugged them down. She had to go to her knees to 
do it, and his huge cock snapped free, brushing her face and 
leaving hot sticky juice. Fleur looked up at Mr Potter's big, 
stiff prick and moaned with excitement. 

“Oh, Merlin, Mr Potter... it's huge," she breathed. 

Hermione/Harry and Harry just looked awestruck and 
envious. The old man was hung like a bull, and Fleur could 
hardly contain herself as she reached for his massive cock 



and started pumping it in both fists. Nym/James shivered 
lustily as the blonde's fingers closed around the rigid shaft. 
His nostrils flared, and his eyes got glazed with horniness as 
she ran her hot fists up and down his engorged prick. 

"Come over to the bed, Mr Potter," she purred, "Let's get 
comfortable." 

Even with this naked hot angel face blonde jerking on his 
cock, Nym/James still wasn't completely comfortable with all 
this, and he glanced uneasily at his aunt as Fleur pulled him 
onto the bed. 

"You sure this is okay with you?" he asked. 

Lily grinned at him wantonly. He'd never seen such a lustful 
look on her face in all the years of their marriage. 

"Ooooh, yes, darling, it's fine with me," she cooed, taking 
both twin Harrys' cocks in her hands. "I intend to have some 
more fun with these two, so there's no reason why you and 
Fleur shouldn't enjoy yourselves." 

"Yeah! Come on, Mr Potter," Fleur said impatiently, "let's get 
it on." 

"Get it on?" Nym/James said dazedly. "Just what does that 
mean, young lady?" 

"Everything, Mr Potter, " she giggled, reaching for his 
massive hard cock. 

Nym/James knew he was making a very slow entry into the 
orgy scene, but he just couldn't help it. It was something 
very new to him. 


"Uh, I just don't think it would be right for me," he said. 



Fleur wasn't fazed one little bit. Mr Potter just needed a little 
more friendly ' persuasion', that's all. 

“Alright, Mr Potter," she smiled, “How 'bout I just suck your 
big beautiful cock for now, okay?" 

Lily could barely keep from giggling, Nym/James looked so 
stunned. Fleur pushed him down onto his back, and his 
huge rock-hard cock stood straight up... stiff and bulging 
with blue veins... drooling pre-cum. Fleur knelt beside him, 
crouched low, and stuck out her tongue, whipping the 
glistening hot flesh up and down the long granite column of 
Mr Potter's cock. It was to much for Nym/James. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhhh, Ohhhhh," he groaned. 

Maybe it wasn't right, but he just couldn't resist. He'd never 
had his cock licked before. He'd wanted a woman to go 
down on him when he was transformed like this, though he'd 
never dreamed it would be this hot blonde vamp. Eagerly 
Fleur whipped her slick hot tongue all over his prick, coating 
it with her glistening saliva. Nym/James slumped back in 
bliss, unable to resist any longer. 

Lily nodded her approval of the veela's efforts. Fleur had 
James completely under control, and in another minute or so 
he was going to be completely won over. No need to worry 
any more about him. Lily could turn her attention to her own 
pleasure. She was lying between her “twin" sons, fisting a 
nice hard monster cock in each fist. 

“I'm so glad you boys aren't tired," she purred. 

“Oh, we're not a bit tired, Mrs Potter," Hermione/Harry 
assured her. 


“Right! We're just getting started," Harry grinned. 



Both Harrys were wildly aroused by their sexy, naked 
redhead and mother to one. Her ripe, mature body drove 
them crazy with lust. Now she was stroking their cocks, 
running her hot fists up and down the rock-hard columns, 
bringing the twins to a fever pitch of need. Lily felt hot, 
sticky cock-juice wetting her fingers, and she shivered with 
excitement. 

It was wonderful to know that she now had as many big, stiff 
pricks to please her. Well... she did before, but now she had 
her son doubled and... her husband too. And Nym/James was 
going to get all of the things he'd been too inhibited to give 
his aunt. He was going to get all his secret desires satisfied 
by this horny blonde. Lily was glad for him. She didn't feel at 
all envious or possessive as she watched him getting his 
pleasure from another female. And she wasn't shocked 
because that female was this hot blonde veela. 

But she couldn't keep her full attention on James, because 
Harry was leaning over to kiss her, darting his tongue into 
her mouth and making her pussy melt with arousal. Lily 
returned her son's hot kiss with equal passion, snaking her 
tongue deep into his mouth. Harry moaned into his mother's 
open lips and pressed his body against her, trembling with 
lust. Hermione/Harry's hand was between her legs, eagerly 
stroking the slick, hot flesh of her pussy-slit. 

The boys eased the horny mother down onto her back. While 
Harry gave her those thrilling deep tongue-kisses, 
Hermione/Harry pushed her legs open and slipped between 
them, till she could feel his hot, excited breath on her naked 
pussy. He folded back the furry lips with his thumbs and 
exposed the pink, glistening flesh inside. When her 
polyjuiced son's hot tongue contacted her sensitive clit, she 
squealed into Harry's mouth and Lily almost flew off the bed. 



It had to be the most wonderful sensation in the world to 
have a wizard's tongue lashing up and down her lust- 
fevered pussy, Lily thought. Her intensely-aroused cunt 
creamed heavily and helplessly while Hermione/Harry 
whipped his hot juicy tongue up and down her drooling 
cunt-slit. Harry kept up those naughty kisses, too, doubling 
her excitement. It was no wonder that for awhile she forgot 
all about her husband. 

But Nym/James hadn't forgotten about her. He lay there 
glassy-eyed with lust as his this hot blonde licked his cock. 
But he wasn't so out of it that he didn't notice what else was 
going on. 

He watched lustily as the two Harrys worked on his sexy 
aunt. One of them kissing her while the other licked her 
pussy. He'd never gone down on another witch, and now he 
regretted it. He could see how fantastically aroused Lily was 
getting. 

He'd just take lessons from the others. He wasn't too proud 
to do that, not when they could get his aunta thousand 
times more aroused than he ever could at this moment. He 
watched one Harry's kissing technique and memorized the 
tempo of that darting tongue. He watched the other Harry's 
lashing tongue as it teased and stimulated Lily's glistening 
pussy. When he got the chance he was going to do all those 
things to Lily. 

But his attention began to wander as the hot blonde licked 
her way right up to the massively swollen head of his prick 
and swirled her hot tongue around and around the engorged 
knob. He shivered with excitement, and a steady flow of pre- 
cum began to ooze out of his cock-hole. Fleur gave a hungry 
gurgle when she saw the hot cream, and then she was 
spearing for it with the pointed tip of her tongue. 



“Mm mm mm, uummmmm!" she murmured. 


Nym/James's nostrils flared with excitement as he watched 
this horny blonde licking up his juice. She caught the stuff 
on her tongue, drew it into her mouth, and rolled it around, 
savoring the salty flavor. Then she swallowed it down and 
greedily and tongued for more. She didn't stop till she'd 
licked up every bit of the hot cream, reaming out the cleft of 
his cockhead with her drilling tongue. 

“Awwwwww, yeahhhhhh! Lick it all up!,'' Nym/James 
moaned, his voice hoarse with lust. 

Lily heard her husband's hoarse cry and glanced over to see 
what was happening. She looked just in time to see Fleur 
sliding her tightly-stretched lips down over James's cock. 

The veela had opened her lips as wide as she possibly could, 
till they were stretched thin by the enormous head of 
Nym/James's prick. She was struggling to bring them down 
around the fleshy knob, moaning with impatience. 

His cock head seemed too big for her, but she went on 
pushing, till finally the huge purple knob popped into her 
mouth. Nym/James groaned, and Fleur panted through her 
flared nostrils. She drew in her cheeks and started sucking 
on her Mr Potter's huge throbbing cockhead, fisting and 
pumping the rest of the thick blue-veined shaft, with both 
hands. Nym/James's eyes rolled crazily as he got his very 
first blow job. The fact that the hot mouth sucking on his 
prick belonged to his this sexy hot blonde only seemed to 
make the wonderful experience all that more exciting! 

Lily moaned and panted into Harry's mouth as she hunched 
her gaping cunt up at Hermione/Harry's busy mouth and 
tongue. Her face was flushed and her big tits jiggled 
provocatively as she squirmed her body against her “twins". 



Harry drew back to give his mother air and to watch as his 
double ate out her hot, juicy pussy. Her pretty face was 
twisted shamelessly with lust, her teeth flashing in a horny 
grimace. Just a few feet away his dad was getting a loud, 
hungry blow-job from Fleur. One thing was for sure, he 
thought, the folks were definitely going to have different 
ideas about sex after today. 

“Unnnhhhh, Hermione! Lick my cunt! Ooooooooh, that's so 
goooooooood," Lily whimpered, “so damned good, baby!" 

“Suck me, awwwww, yeah," groaned Nym/James, holding 
Fleur's pretty bobbing head with both hands. 

Fleur sucked faster and faster on Mr Potter's violently- 
throbbing prick, suctioning out the tasty hot cream. She was 
literally drooling all over his cock as she sucked. His prick 
was so thick, it stretched her lips almost to bursting, but it 
excited her wildly. She could hardly wait to feel it stretching 
her hot tight cunt. 

Mr Potter had seemed reluctant to go 'all the way' with her, 
but Fleur intended to change his mind. She didn't think that 
would be too difficult. She sure was bringing out the animal 
in him. He was actually a very horny guy. Fleur was sure he'd 
want to fuck her tight cunt, once he relaxed. And he was 
sure relaxed now, as she sucked him to the brink of climax. 

Hermione/Harry and Harry were taking good care of Lily, too. 
Hermione/Harry was whipping his hot juicy tongue up and 
down over her pussy, sending waves of pleasure rippling 
through her writhing loins. Harry lay beside her, playing with 
her big, firm tits, molding and squeezing the satiny globes 
with both hands. Lily was in total ecstasy at the loving 
attention from this lusty teenagers. 



Yes, Fleur thought, she and her lovers everything was 
working out perfectly. They'd not only escaped punishment, 
they'd recruited Harry's parents into their sex games. In fact, 
they'd changed Mr and Mrs Potter's whole outlook on sex. It 
wasn't something dirty and wicked any more. It was a way 
for all them to have fun together. 

She put aside these thoughts as Mr Potter's lust spun out of 
control. He was groaning hoarsely as she suctioned the tasty 
pre-cum from his cock and swallowed it. Now he began to 
fuck her mouth, unable to control the horny jabbing of his 
rock-hard cock between her tightly-stretched young lips. 
Fleur had to move her head up a little, or her Mr Potter 
would have rammed his huge prick right into her throat. 

Fleur grabbed his asscheeks in both hands and tried to take 
as much of Mr Potter's cock into her small mouth as she 
could. This simple act, sent Nym/James over the edge. He 
knew that this gorgeous blond didn't mind if he came in her 
mouth. She wanted a whole boiling mouthful of his jizz, that 
was for sure... and she was going to get it! 

Nym/James let himself go and fucked his prick rapidly over 
her slippery tongue. He felt the jizz bursting from his balls 
and burning its way out of his cock. Fleur groaned hungrily 
when the first sting of come hit the back of her throat. Then 
he was flooding her mouth with the stuff, and she was 
gulping it as fast as she could get it, her throat muscles 
working to the hungry rhythm of his pistoning cock. 

“Ohhhhh, sweet Merlin!" he roared. "I'm cumming! I"m 
cumming in your hot, hungry mouth! Swallow it, baby! 
Swallow my cum! Unnnnnnhhhhhgggghhhhhhh!" 


"Unnnhhh, uummmmmmppppffff!" Fleur moaned. 



They were so noisy, Lily and the twins stopped their own fun 
for a few seconds just to watch the amazing sight of James 
Potter's huge twitching cock squirting Fleur's hungry mouth 
with jet after jet of hot, creamy sperm. Harry and 
Hermione/Harry couldn't believe it. Here was the patriarh of 
the Potter family screaming out in ecstasy as he rammed his 
squirting prick into Fleur's mouth. 

Lily watched her husband in awe, she had never seen him 
come so hard before, and she made a mental note to try 
sucking him off very soon. She watched the hot french 
witch's fists flashing up and down the length of her 
husband's cock-shaft, jerking his cock into her wildly 
sucking mouth. Fleur was gulping her Mr Potter's sperm 
down greedily, squeezing out every last drop from his 
spurting cock. 

“Ummmmmmmmmmm, Ohhhhh, that was fantastic!" 
Nym/James gasped, flopping back with a satisfied moan. 

Fleur sat up and licked her lips. A big grin on her sexy young 
face. 

"Wow! That was fun, Mr Potter," she chirped. "I love sucking 
your big cock. You want me to do it again?" 

"Again?" he cried. "I don't think I've got the energy to go 
again." 

"You'd be surprised, James," Lily leered. 

"Why don't you let her try?" 


"Okay, " he shrugged, "but it's not gonna do any good. My 
poor ol' cock has had it for a while." 



“We'll just see about that, Mr Potter," Fleur said with a 
wicked grin. 

She dipped her head down once more and raked her hot 
tongue over Mr Potter's limp cock. Nym/James snorted with 
excitement as he felt his prick give an involuntary twitch. 
Right away he felt his lust returning, which was something 
that had never happened to him before. While using her 
metamorph skill to be a man, Nym never could come twice 
in a row. What? She was a kinky witch since hitting puberty 
and she experimented over the years with her skills... 
sometime just giving her self monster dicks just for the fun 
of it. Like today too with her impersonation of her hunky 
uncle James. 

Lily gasped as Hermione/Harry began to lash his tongue over 
her pussy again, while Harry went back to fondling her 
swollen sensitive tits. She turned away from James and lost 
herself in her own hot pleasure, kissing Harry hungrily and 
juicing all over Hermione/Harry's whipping tongue. 

“Mmmmmm, yessss!" she panted, looking down at 
Hermione/Harry's mouth plastered over her glistening slit. 
“Get me off now, honey, I just have to come." 

Her hoarse request caught Nym/James's attention, and he 
watched carefully to see just how one of the Harrys would 
bring her off. He needed to learn that, and a hundred other 
details of love-making, because from now on he and Lily 
were going to do some nasty things in bed. At least he was, 
and he had a hunch Lily would be, too. 

“Ohhhhhhh, Merlin, yessss," she wailed. 

Hermione/Harry was sliding his stiff tongue into Mrs Potter's 
creamy cunt, and her face was a grimace of ecstasy as she 
spread her legs wide and pressed the Harry double's mouth 



against her gaping pussy-slit with both hands. 
Hermione/Harry shoved his tongue into her tight little hole 
right to the root, causing her ass to squirm all over the bed, 
her tits jiggling in Harry's hands as she whimpered into his 
frantically kissing mouth. 

Hermione/Harry's lips and chin were covered with Mrs 
Potter's fragrant cunt-juice as he tried desperately to lick out 
her flooded slit. But there was too much, so he gave up and 
concentrated on forcing his tongue as far as he could into 
her hot, clinging little fuckhole. His head began to bob as he 
started to face-fuck his sexy mother, with slow, deliberate 
strokes and flicks of his tongue. Lily pulled her mouth from 
Harry's and whimpered in ecstasy. 

“Unnnghhhhhhh, honey, yessssss!" she hissed, “that's it! 
Give it to me! Don't stop! Don't ever stop!" 

Lily arched her body, squealing and whimpering as she spun 
towards an incredibly powerful climax. Her hips bucked up 
off the bed in a desperate attempt to get her son's double's 
tongue as deeply into her aching fuckhole as possible. Soon, 
she was undulating her ass up at him like crazy, fucking the 
double's juice-slick face with the same hungry rhythm he 
was using to piston his stiff tongue into her clinging cunt. 

She screwed her eyes shut and forgot everything else, even 
her husband, as she hurtled toward orgasm. 
Hermione/Harry's jabbing tongue made an obscene sucking 
noise that seemed to echo through the room, punctuated by 
Lily's shrill cries. 

Nym/James didn't think he'd ever seen anything sexier in his 
life. His aunt was going out of her mind with excitement as 
she squirmed her cunt shamelessly up at one of the Harry 
double's stabbing, wriggling tongue. Her pussy was 



creaming like crazy, the juice running out around the young 
wizard's lips and smearing all over his face. Lily squealed 
and clawed at the bed, clenching fistfuls of bedspread. 

Watching his normally prim and proper aunt get her cunt 
sucked and licked to the very brink of orgasm one Harry was 
incredibly exciting for Nym/James. He felt his cock rising 
rigidly under Fleur's lashing tongue and shuddered lustily as 
Lily began to come. 

"Ohhhhhh, fuck yes, baby, I'm coming!" she shrieked. 
"Ohhhhhh, Merlin! Uuunnnnnggghhh, Fuuuuuuucckkkkkk!" 

She writhed and bucked so hard that Hermione/Harry 
couldn't keep his tongue in her cunt. She jerked right off the 
slick impalement and rolled around on he bed, moaning and 
convulsing. Nym/James watched her with lust-glazed eyes, 
vowing that if they made love, he'd get her that excited. 

He'd make her come just as hard as that Harry twin had. 

"Ohhhhh, shit! That was wonderful, Mione!" sobbed Lily, 
looking down at her son's double with dreamy satisfaction. 
"You made me come so good!" 

"My pleasure, Mrs Potter!", grinned Hermione/Harry giving 
the sexy redhead's twitching pussy a tender kiss. 

Lily lay back in total bliss. It was one powerful climax she'd 
had, and she wondered if that was because she was having 
sex with her "twin" son, or the fact that her husband was 
watching ... or both? She didn't know, but one thing was 
certain... it wouldn't be the last time! 

She had to admit that the delicious depravity of fucking her 
own teen son added greatly to her arousal. For her at least, 
forbidden fruit DID taste the best... and so did forbidden 
cocks, she thought, smiling to herself. And judging by the 



way her husband had fucked the hot veela's angel face 
before and come in her mouth,James was sure appreciating 
the pleasures of sex, not that he didn't before, but this was 
so much special. 

As her pussy-spasms subsided, Lily opened her eyes and 
looked over at her husband. Their eyes locked, and they 
smiled at each other. She'd never seen him look more 
handsome... more desirable... more totally aroused. 

He snorted lustily as Fleur's lashing tongue worked his 
lengthening cock to full stiffness. As he gazed into Lily's 
eyes, his message was clear. The moment he got his hands 
on her, he was going to fuck her brains out. Lily almost 
whimpered with lust at the prospect. She could hardly wait 
to make love to James later. In fact she had a sudden urge to 
crawl right over there and beg him to fuck her right there in 
front of the teens, but Fleur chose that moment to pull her 
mouth off James's cock and ask him exactly the same 
question. 

“Uhhhhh, Mr Potter, it's even bigger than before!" she 
cooed, "Please can we fuck? Ohhhhh, pleeeeeeease, I want it 
so bad!" 

Nym/James looked dazedly down at his rigid, saliva-slick 
cock and realized that the hot blonde had carried out her 
promise to make get him hard again. It hadn't been any 
problem at all. The only trouble was that now she'd given 
him another throbbing erection, she wanted that engorged 
pole of meat in her hot cunt. Was he really prepared to fuck 
this hot blonde? 

"Ahhh, I don't know about that," he said. "I'm still not sure it 
would be right." 



“Aw, come on, Mr Potter," she pouted, “Hermione and Harry 
fucked your wife, so why won't you fuck me?" 

“That's right, James," Lily grinned. “You don't have any 
excuse. Why don't you give the poor girl what she wants? 
I'm certainly not going to let these two hard young cocks go 
to waste, right boys?" 

“You bet, Mom/Mrs Potter!", chorused Harry and 
Hermione/Harry, eagerly fisting their stiff cocks. Both twin's 
were extremely aroused and couldn't wait to shove their 
cocks into the hot redhead's tight, clasping hole again. 

“Come on then, Hermione honey," smiled Lily, “I think it's 
your turn, next." 

“Awww, Mom!", whined Harry, “What am I gonna do, while 
Mione fucks you... play with myself?" 

“I've got more than one place to put a cock, honey!", 
grinned Lily wantonly. 

Lily gave her husband a lewd grin and a wink, and rolled 
into the doggy position, knowing that Hermione/Harry's 
rock-hard cock would be waiting for her. Both “twins" had 
hard-ons that wouldn't quit, and Lily was so horny, she 
couldn't wait to feel them both slamming deep into her 
body. Sure enough, she'd hardly gotten into position before 
she felt Hermione/Harry's hot hands grasping her hips, then 
his swollen cockhead against her gooey slit as it spreading 
her cuntal opening wide. She gasped with delight as 
Hermione/Harry pulled her ass back and slammed his long, 
thick cock clear to her womb in one greedy thrust. 

“Uuuuhhhhmmmmm, yes honey, that feels fantastic! You're 
so big! Just like Harry!" she moaned, “Fuck me, baby! Fuck 
my pussy good and hard!" 



Nym/James had been watching the whole thing, and now his 
lust boiled over. He saw his gorgeous, sexy aunt taking their 
one of the Harry's cock deep into her cunt, and loving every 
solid inch of it. So, why shouldn't he take Fleur up on her 
offer and have some fun with this equally horny blonde? 
Throwing caution to the wind, Nym/James rolled onto his 
back and effortlessly lifted Fleur's body up to straddle him, 
his rigid prick sticking straight up between the blonde's 
thighs. 

“Okay, honey," he leered, “If you want it so bad, then sit on 
it!" 


“Oooooooooh, Mr Potter," squealed Fleur happily. 

With a look of total delight on her pretty angel face, she 
reached down and grasped Mr Potter's turgid prick with both 
hands, positioning the fat knob between her juicy cuntlips. 
Although Mr Potter's cock was about the same length as 
Harry's, it was a fair bit wider across... thicker even. Fleur 
shuddered with anticipation at the thought of such a huge 
cock penetrating her tight pussy. She knew it would be the 
fuck of her life, and she couldn't wait any longer! 

With a little cry of joy, Fleur shoved her juicy cunt mouth 
down over the flared knob of Mr Potter's fat cock-head, then 
sat down on it. Her eyes got huge. It felt like she was taking 
a baseball bat into her twat. But she wasn't going to chicken 
out in front of the whole orgy gang. She'd begged her Mr 
Potter to fuck her... and fuck her he would! 

Fleur gritted her teeth and kept sliding down the big, thick 
shaft, looking down as Mr Potter's immense cock slowly 
disappeared into her wide-stretched slit. Her cuntlips bulged 
around the massive shaft and she felt crammed so full of 
hard, throbbing meat that she thought she'd split in half. 



“Ooooooh, Mr Potter!” she cried. "Ohhhh, fucking Merlin! 


"Uuuunnngggghh, Ohhhhh, you're tight, baby” Nym/James 
moaned. "Ohhhhh, what a tight cunt!” 

Fleur would never know how she did it, but at last she was 
fully impaled on that huge erection, and she was still in one 
piece. Actually, now that it was all the way inside her, and 
her pussy had stretched to accommodate the incredible 
thickness, it felt fantastic. She could feel it throbbing and 
twitching deep up inside her, like a living thing with a mind 
of it's own. Soon, Fleur began to move her hips, content to 
slowly grinding his cock into her pussy for the moment. But 
Mr Potter had other ideas. 

With a cry of unbridled lust, Nym/James grasped her by the 
waist and began fucking her in deep lusty strokes. Fleur 
screamed, more in surprise than in pain and felt her insides 
being suctioned by the deep, pistoning movements. The 
slight pain soon dissolved into intense pleasure as her 
distended clit rasped up and down the length of Mr Potter's 
cock and mashed into his pubic bone on every down-stroke. 
Her pussy was creaming like crazy, lubricating the great 
shaft with her cunt-oils as Fleur began to bounce up and 
down on that huge cock, squealing and squirming in hot, 
adolescent excitement. 

"Uuuuuuhhhhh, shit, yeah! Fuck it to me!” she howled, 
"Fuck me with that big fat cock, Mr Potter!” 

Lily's pussy also creamed heavily around Hermione/Harry's 
pistoning cock as she watched the veela fuck herself on 
James's rigid cock. She'd been aching to fuck James herself, 
but Fleur's need had been even greater, so Lily had decided 
to wait. The waiting wasn't so terrible, really, because she 
had her lusty young son's double to fuck her. And to add to 



her excitement, Harry was kneeling in front of her and 
trailing his drooling prick over her lips. 

“Suck it, Mom,” he pleaded softly. “I can't wait any longer!" 

"Mmmmmmm, unnnhhhh," she moaned. 

Nym/James snorted with insane lust as he watched Harry 
slide his cock into his mom's open mouth. He loved fucking 
the sexxy blonde's incredibly tight and steaming pussy-hole, 
but even more arousing was watching his sexxy aunt taking 
two twin cocks at once and loving it. His pleasurable 
thoughts were interrupted by Fleur's shrill squeals. 

"Ooooooooh, Mr Potter, I'm coming!" she howled. 

"Yeah! Cum, baby!" he grunted, slamming his fat cock up 
her tight cunt as hard as he could. The contractions of the 
blonde's sudden orgasm, sent him over the edge in no time 
at all. "Ohhhhhh, Merlin! Fuck! I'm cumming too, baby! 
Uuuuuhhh, I'm cumming tooooooo!" 

"Ohhh, yesssss! Do it!", hissed Fleur, clenching her 
spasming cunt around Mr Potter's deeply pumping cock. 
"Cum with me! Cum with me! UUHHHHHHHHHHH! 
UUUUUUUHHHHH!" 

Nym/James's cock exploded inside the blonde's belly, filling 
her tiny, quivering cunt with the biggest, thickest load of 
sperm, Fleur had ever received. She bounced and bobbed on 
top of him like a cowgirl riding a bucking bronco, except this 
horny little cowgirl was riding Mr Potter's cum-spurting cock! 

Just as Fleur's orgasm peaked with his own, Nym/James 
dimly heard the two Harrys' lusty yelps and Lily's muffled 
moans of ecstasy as they all got off together. Dizzily he 
watched his aunt's cheeks swell with one Harry's spurting 



load, while the other Harry's bubbling jism overflowed her 
cock-filled cunt and ran down her thighs. Every one was 
coming at the same time, making the king-size bed rock and 
groan. They all fell into a tangle of arms and legs, cocks and 
cunts, gasping like long distance runners. Fleur was the first 
to catch her breath again. 

"Oooooh, Merlin, that was fantastic?" she cried. "But I still 
feel horny. Let's do it again." 

Just then, Diddi, Harry's house elf, popped in. "Master James 
is home!" he said, then popped out. 

"We kind of know that!" Lily said sleepy from between the 
nude forms of Harry and Hermione, who started to change 
back to her original form, the polyjuice potion effect's 
wearing off. 

"Mmmmm... not exactly, aunt Lily!" said a feminine voice 
from under Fleur's body. 

Every one looked there, not recognizing the voice or 
recognizing it to well... 


Chapter 32 - Triple Harry 

Nym was going up the stairs to the bedroom she was staying 
in at Potter Manor when she ran into two terribly handsome 
young wizards, two twin wizards that looked identical with 
her cousin, Harry. Well... not so identical, one was taller then 
the other by one inch. 

"Hi," she began, eyeing them with interest. 


The taller one ran his gaze up and down her lovely body. "Hi, 
Nym! Want to try something fun?" 




“Well... I don't know!" she continued to go up the stairs, not 
stopping. 

“It'll only take a minute. We have some things we want you 
to try." 

The taller Harry touched her elbow, urging her gently from 
behind. Together the three of them moved into Hermione's 
and Fleur's bedroom. Both Harrys snapped open a trunk and 
began to extract items of flimsy underwear. 

“Here are some bras," the second Harry said, handing her 
the wispiest of sheer white brassieres. 

“And this are some panties," added the other, letting her feel 
the pale-blue material. 

Nym felt herself getting randier by the minute. All this stuff 
was so sexy, so lovely. And these two Harrys were just 
dreamboats! She examined the underwear carefully, trying 
to keep her mind on the matter at hand. 

“And then we have some very special things that perhaps 
you could use sometimes." 

“Maybe I could try them on," Nym said smugly, her heart 
racing in her ribcage. 

The two Harrys exchanged glances, then stared at the pretty 
twenty-two years old with naughty grins on their faces. They 
held the racy items in their hands, very glad of her sudden 
suggestion. “Maybe we'd better skip the saucy stuff and 
show you some cosmetics," one of them said. 

“You have make-up too! Great! I can be your model! Tell you 
what. You help me make up my face and then I'll put on 



some of your sexiest underwear. That way we can see what 
the whole package looks like!” 

Again the two Harrys exchanged glances, but she was 
slipping between them, sitting herself down in a desk chair, 
leaning her lovely head back expectantly. 

"Go ahead. Put some of the make-up on me!” she said. 

The shorter Harry took out a small case from under the piles 
of lingerie and unzipped, it. Cradling Nym's head, he began 
to apply swaths of eye make-up to her lovely face. While the 
other Harry watched, he coated her eyelids with globs of 
dark blue eyeshadow. Then, without pausing, he began 
daubing her full lips with an oily, purple lip gloss. In 
minutes, she was transformed from a sweet-looking twenty- 
two into a hot looking teen going clubing on Saturday night. 

"I love it! It's fantastic!” she praised, gazing raptly into the 
mirror held up in front of her. "It's so sexy! Just wearing this 
stuff puts you in the mood!” 

"In the mood for what?” prompted the makeup Harry, 
leaning back to examine his handiwork. 

"You know! Fucking and sucking! What else?” The Harrys 
glanced at each other yet again, and one of them stepped 
back and coughed. "You said you'd like to try some special 
underwear. How about these?” 

He was handing her an extremely brief, shocking-pink bra 
trimmed with tiny frills of red. In his other hand he clutched 
a matching pair of panties. He watched as she examined the 
items, half-expecting her to cast them aside as too obscene. 
When she smiled knowingly his heart began to pound in his 
chest. 



“Why you naughty cousins of mine! This stuff is really sexy!" 
she purred, feeling the bra with her fingers. “I bet this 
doesn't cover a girl up at all, does it?" 

“There's only one way to find out," that Harry encouraged, 
reaching a hand into his crotch. Just hearing the sexy witch 
talk was giving him a hard-on! 

“You're right," agreed Nym, and, without hesitation, she laid 
the underwear out on the desk and stood up to undress. 

She unzipped her dress and let it slip from her shoulders, 
stepping from it and folding it over the back of the chair 
before they could comment further. She reached for the 
flimsy bra and hooked it in back of her, folding her big tits 
snugly into its cones. The two Harrys gasped at the sight of 
her tumbling tits. 

“There are no ends to them!" she giggled. “They let my 
nipples stick right out!" 

She stared down at the protruding knobs of her nipples as 
they jutted out and up from the holes of the bra. The 
garment was little more than a harness to support her 
massive tits and thrust them out more brazenly. It did 
nothing to hide her tits, but simply forced them up high, 
emphasizing her rubbery, hard nipples by letting them peek 
free from two huge, three-inch-wide holes. 

“Merlin's balls!" one of the Harrys muttered under his 
breath. 

“Are the panties the same?" she asked with a girlish, 
innocent enthusiasm. She sat down again, sliding her 
underpants and hose down off her crotch. Then she grabbed 
the tight, silk panties, pulled them up her legs and stood up 
to look at herself. She began to giggle again. 



The panties were totally crotchless. Two silk flaps made up 
the garment, but a huge swath of material had been left out, 
so that the crack of her ass and the bristling pink bush of 
her cunt were on lewd display. Her tufted pussy mound burst 
out from between the two pink triangles. 

“Holy fuck!" the second Harry gasped. 

“What else have you got? What's this?" she asked, reaching 
for a thin loop of elastic material from the open trunk. “A 
suspender belt! Fantastic! I'm going to look like a nympho in 
need before I'm finished!" 

She wrapped the pink suspender belt around her waist, 
fastened it, and adjusted the dangling straps below. Then 
she fumbled about in the pile of underthings till she found a 
pair of light grey stockings. She hauled them up over her 
lovely, slender legs and attached their tops to the sexy 
garters. She finally stood up proudly with her hands on her 
hips and waited for inspection. 

“Well, what do you think? Do I look sexy enough? Do I look 
like a delux slut?" 

The Harrys groaned. That's exactly what she looked like. 

Nym sure was a nympho when she let herself go. Having her 
decked out in the erotic underwear was like being 
confronted, in the flesh, with one of those lush beauties from 
the centerfolds of the most expensive men's magazines. 

“I feel so sexy! I can't help it! This stuff does it to you! It 
really makes you feel like fucking and sucking!" 

She moved slowly back and forth in front of them, her thighs 
flexing in the sheer grey stockings, her ass bursting out from 
between the tiny rear flaps of the pink panties. The 
suspender belt was stretched taut across her flat, brown 



belly. The elastic garter straps framed her bristling cunt 
sexily. Her tits swelled out over the top of the flimsy bra and 
her nipples, nearly an inch long, poked up to the ceiling 
sharply. 

The two Harrys watched her quietly, cocks throbbing softly 
in their shorts. Experienced as they both were in the area of 
womens' underwear, neither one of them had ever seen 
anything quite like Nym. She was just too erotic for words. 
She was a walking advertisement, not just for lingerie, but 
for, sex. 

“Would you like me to suck you both off?" she asked 
suddenly, turning to face them. “You both look kind of weak 
in the knees. I guess I've gotten you both pretty excited, 
huh?" 

The two Harrys said nothing. They glared at her as if they 
were seeing some strange, exotic creature. 

“I'll do it. I'll gladly suck you off. Or anything else you might 
have in mind. Wearing this stuff makes you pretty horny, 
believe me!" 

Still the two Harrys said nothing. They were rooted to the 
spot. They gaped at her stupidly. One of them opened his 
mouth but no sound came out. 

“Come here. Let me offer you some relief," she went on 
pleasantly. “It's the least I can do after getting you all hot 
and bothered. Come on, there's no one around." 

She sat down at the desk chair and swiveled to face them. 
Without speaking, they shuffled towards her. They came to a 
stop just in front of her and gazed down passively at the top 
of her pink haired head. One of them folded his arms and 
the other planted his hands on his hips. 



“I don't mind sucking off two guys at the same time. Really. 

It turns me on, as a matter of fact. The more Harrys the 
better, I always say. You can never have enough cock on 
hand. Never." 

She reached up and clasped two sets of flies in her fingers. 
Then she tugged down, unzipping the Harrys 
simultaneously. She turned to unclasp the top of one pair of 
pants, then did the same thing with the other. She pushed 
both pairs of slacks to the floor and raised her eyes to 
examine the twin bulges in both pairs of shorts. 

"It looks like you're both getting hard," she noted, staring at 
their short fronts. Both pairs of underpants were swelled out 
as with some monstrous growth. She smiled sweetly to 
herself. 

Both Harrys suddenly obliged her by unbuttoning their 
shirts. Two well-muscled bellies came into view. They 
wriggled out of their shirts, stepped from the tangles of 
pants at their feet, and stood before the horny witch wearing 
nothing but their shorts. They looked down at her and 
waited for her next move. 

Nym planted a hand on each of their warm hard-ons, 
caressing their balls and the fat shafts of their cocks through 
their cotton shorts. She turned her face up to them briefly 
and smiled, running a pink tongue over her full and puffy 
lips. 

"I'm going to like your cocks, I have a feeling," she 
murmured, massaging their spongy pricks gently. "They feel 
so big! They feel so wonderfully big!" 

Unable to wait any longer, she hooked her long fingers into 
the top of one pair of shorts and pulled down. In a flash, she 



had the garment around his ankles and was lifting her face 
up to examine the newly exposed prize. 

“It's beautiful! Just beautiful!" she praised, taking in every 
inch of his huge cock and licking her lips hungrily. 

The thing was about seven inches long, and hung heavily 
from his crotch like a sleeping snake. It had begun to grow 
already, she could tell, but as yet still pointed to the floor, its 
foreskin pulled halfway off the gleaming, satin cockhead. 

The tall Harry's prick was thick and full, a dark brown color, 
with a great, ugly, purple vein writhing up its side as far as 
the head. His cock tilted oddly a little to the left. 

She wanted to grab his prick, to hold his cock in her hand. 
She wanted to rub his cockhead all over her face, lick his 
prick, put his cock in her mouth and suck his cum out. But 
she waited. There was something else she had to do first. 

She dug her fingers under the short Harry's shorts, hauled 
them down to the ground, looked up to check the other 
naked cock. She drew in her breath a second time. 

“Merlin, they're both huge!" she raved, licking her lips. 
“They're both fucking horse cocks!" 

She gazed at the second prick with wonder. It was even 
bigger than the other, perhaps eight inches long, and its 
head was completely exposed like a shiny red softball. His 
cock hung down from its forest of pubic hair like somebody's 
arm. She doubted she could get her fingers all the way 
around the short Harry's prick. 

“Can I play with them? Please? Can I play with them?" she 
whimpered, her heart pounding. 


Nym brought up both hands and touched her fingers to the 
undersides of the two huge pricks. She raised both 



cockheads on her palms and examined the two of them 
closely. She wanted to know them thoroughly. She didn't 
want to miss a single thing about them. They were so 
beautiful and so fucking huge! 

Wrapping her slender fingers around each one, she lifted 
them higher, hefted them in her hands, tried to judge their 
weight. Each prick felt like it weighed several pounds. She 
squeezed them gently, pulled them tenderly towards her. 

Her mouth was watering. 

'They're so beautiful!" she murmured, her eyes wide with 
respect. "They're just fucking gorgeous! I love both of 
them!" 

She opened her mouth, poked out her tongue, and leaned 
forward. Using gentle, slow strokes, she began to lick up the 
underside of the cock on her right. Her velvety tongue 
scraped the pulsing prick shaft tenderly, from balls to head. 
Globs of deep purple lipstick smeared from her plush lips 
onto the growing cockpole. 

"Merlin," the Harry on the right muttered. He closed his eyes 
a moment, pleasure pulsing through his balls. 

Nym moved her head up and down with long, lazy dips, 
covering his stiffening cock with spittle and making his prick 
shine with lip gloss. His cock grew steadily in her hand, 
forcing her fingers wider by the minute. Its bloated head 
shone brightly. Her other hand shucked the tall Harry's cock 
up and down with easy, regular strokes. 

"What a tongue she has! What a hot tongue she has!" the 
short Harry praised. He placed a hand in her hair and 
caressed the side of her head as she sucked his cock. 



Then she backed off him, turning to the tall Harry's cock, 
beginning to lick his prick with similar long, slow strokes. 

The cock had grown at least two inches while she'd been 
caring for its twin. The tall Harry's throbbed in her fist like a 
hunk of rubber hose pipe. Its foreskin had peeled back 
completely from the dark-purple cockhead. 

“Do you like this? Do you like it when Nym licks your cocks?" 
she asked, smiling up at them coyly. “Does my tongue feel 
good on your aching hard-ons?" 

The Harrys said nothing. They both gazed down dazedly at 
the top of her pink head, watching the small pink pad of her 
tongue as it wriggled and curled on their cocks. In her deep 
blue eyeshadow and purple lip gloss, she looked incredibly 
sexy and whorish. 

Her head dipped lower, and she slurped and slobbered at a 
huge pair of bloated balls. They were dangling heavily in 
their wrinkled pouch, and she began to chase them with her 
mouth, teasing them this way and that with her tongue until 
she caught one between her lips. She sucked the tall Harry's 
ball inside and rolled his ball about on her tongue, bathing 
his ball in her heated, wet mouth. 

“Ooooooh!" the tall Harry groaned, tilting back his head. Her 
tongue whirled on his captured ball, lifting it up and down 
and forcing it against the smooth wall of her cheek. He could 
feel hisjism squirming hotly. 

Still pumping the short Harry's cock in her curled fingers, 
Nym concentrated on the ball that was resting on her chin. 
She cranked wide her lips, dipped her face again, and 
siphoned the second ball inside to join its twin on her 
tongue. Both balls swelled out her cheeks ridiculously, and 



she turned up her face to show the two Harrys the incredible 
sight. 

“Mmmmmm,” she moaned proudly, washing the captured 
balls with her warm saliva. Her face was swelled beyond 
recognition. 

“Me too! Me too!" the short Harry protested, and Nym spit 
out the ball sac, moving over to his swinging pouch, licking 
his balls with a few gentle sweeps of her tongue. His balls 
looked like two eggs caught in a pink, hairy bag, and in 
seconds she had cranked wide her jaw and sucked the entire 
sac inside. She mashed them softly in her face. 

Both Harrys were muttering to themselves now, their eyes 
glued to the lewd spectacle below. 

Nym spit the second bag of balls from her lips, leaving it 
dangling wetly just like the other, its tiny hairs glistening 
with saliva. She began licking strongly, moving from cock to 
cock and scouring each prick shaft with her tongue as she 
jacked the two of them off. Both cocks were granite hard, 
brought nearly to full erection by her expert mouth work. 

Then she paused a moment and glared at the twin cocks in 
her fists as if she were seeing them for the first time. As she 
watched, both cock tips cracked open a fraction and oozed 
out a crystal of fuck juice. The two bubbles sat there on the 
cock crowns, and just as they began to roll slowly down 
toward the flanges of the cocks she moved forward and 
stuck out her tongue. She licked up both pearls of cum 
quickly. She savored the taste of the precum and gazed up 
at the two Harrys, a flash of triumph in her eyes. 

“Ohhhhh shit..." they mumbled, their balls quaking. Each 
cock glowed with spit and lipstick in her fists. They pulsed 
gently, like sleeping snakes. 



“You're both starting to leak! I guess you're pretty turned on, 
huh?" Nym teased, her eyes crinkling wickedly at them. She 
stared at the cockheads some more, then tilted her face 
towards them and began to play with them all over again. 
What she did made both Harrys groan deeply. 

Clamping both cocks firmly in her fists, she began to rub 
them harshly into her face. She crammed a cockhead into 
each cheek, then worked upwards, circling the oozing prick 
tips around and around her temples, over her forehead, and 
down each side of her nose. She closed her eyes tight and 
massaged each cock into the sockets, smearing clear fluid 
onto her eyelids and matting her long lashes together. Then 
she worked both pricks down to her mouth. 

She planted a cockhead at each corner of her mouth and 
wriggled her tongue back and forth over them, digging its 
tip into each piss-slit in turn. Her lipstick, like the eyeshadow 
above, was smeared every which way across her face, giving 
her an even more whorish look. She wrapped her lips over 
one cock, then the other, and finally nudged both cockheads 
with her tongue, leaving the Harrys gasping for breath. 

Mashing both cocks in her fists, like a bunch of flowers she 
was trying to crush, Nym bent her head, opened her mouth 
wide, and slipped their combined bulk between her lips. Her 
mouth opened wide, her lips splitting at the corners, and 
both cockheads were inside, bloating her cheeks, throbbing 
on her tongue, threatening to split her face in half any 
minute. 

“Look at that! Look at what she's doing!" the tall Harry 
groaned. “Both cocks! Both fucking cocks in her mouth! 
She's taking us both at the same time! She's sucking us 
both off! Two cocks! Two cocks in her face at once!" 



Nym lowered herself as far as she could on the bloated 
cocks, taking the heads and maybe an inch of prick shaft of 
both before she started to gag. Her lips were stretched to the 
ripping point around the huge cock poles. Her nostrils flared 
and panted noisily. Her face was wedged tight on the twin 
hard-ons. 

Her lips wriggled forward, and she absorbed another inch of 
each cock. But that was as far as she could go. Both cocks 
were expanding still, and she feared that if she sucked any 
further she would get stuck. She began to back slowly, 
reluctantly off the two swollen hunks of prickmeat. They 
gleamed brightly in the light. 

Once off the cocks altogether, she pumped them steadily in 
her fists for maybe a minute, getting them fully hard and 
ready for action. She watched each one closely, moving 
forward to lick off an oozing pearl of pre-cum once in a 
while. Then she began to rub them into her face all over 
again, coating her lovely features with snail trails of silver 
cum. 

“What a whore... what a hot little cockteaser... suck them 
cocks... eat 'em... what a filthy slut..." the two Harrys went 
on. 

Nym took the short Harry's cock between her lips and 
sucked his prick deep inside her throat, swallowing four 
inches of prick shaft before its owner had realized what had 
happened. She adjusted her head a little, aligned her throat 
properly, then moved on down, sliding in five, six, seven 
inches of cock easily. Then she paused a moment and 
backed off an inch or two before plunging all the way down, 
sucking in all eight inches of hot cock hungrily. She shucked 
her head up and down, letting the prick fuck her face with 
regular, deep strokes. Each time she moved down, her lips 



and teeth nipped at his crotch hair, her nose nudged his 
lower belly. 

Then, just as quickly, she slipped off the cock, moving over 
to the other one, bending the tall Harry's prick inside her 
lips and to the back of her throat without a second thought. 
She licked down along its strong hulk, savoring the taste of 
the pulsing, rubbery flesh. Her tongue fed his cock back 
deep, corkscrewing his prick far into the recesses of her 
throat. 

"I love to suck cock! I fucking love it!" she grunted as she 
moved yet again from one cock to the other. "Aren't I a good 
cocksucker? Don't you think so? I can suck cock real good, 
huh? Aren't your balls just churning?" 

She switched rapidly now from one cock to the other, 
plunging her mouth all the way down one, then backing off, 
turning to the second one, pumping her face up and down 
on the prick as if her life depended on it. Her fists clasped 
each prick around its base and shucked up and down 
constantly. Both cocks were fully erect, hopelessly swollen 
and trembling. They were both ready for action. 

"One of you fuck me!" Nym pleaded, staring up at the two 
Harrys. "One of you fuck me while I suck the other off! 

Please! I need a cock inside me right now!" 

The Harrys didn't need to be asked twice. Pulling back from 
her, they urged her toward the desk and swept piles of 
parchment and books to the floor with a clatter. They lifted 
her, helping her onto the desk, lowering her to her back 
across its wooden top. Her tits flopped out over the lewd bra. 
Her suspenders stretched sexily as she moved. 

"Yes! On the desk! Fuck me on the desk!" she begged, a film 
of sweat glistening on her features. She lay back willingly on 



the cleared desk top, glancing anxiously at the two erect 
cocks as they swung in unison. She was worried the cocks 
would begin to sag, and as soon as she could, she grabbed a 
cock and pulled the prick roughly toward her face. The tall 
Harry stood by the side of the desk as she sucked his cock 
into her mouth. 

The short Harry moved between her legs. He stood at the 
edge of the desk and gripped her tightly by the ankles. He 
placed her legs over his haunches and stepped forward, his 
bloated cock in hand. Her cunt gaped wide for him and 
oozed out a pool of pussy oil onto the desk top. He planted 
his cockhead up against her open cunt and jiggled his prick 
about, coating his cockhead in her cunt sap. Then he slipped 
gently forward. 

“Mmmmmmffffff!” she groaned ecstatically around the cock 
embedded in her mouth. She felt the wonderful, hot bulk of 
a giant cock entering her cunt. The short Harry's prick felt 
like a giant fist going up inside her. 

"This is what you want, cunt? This what you've been 
craving?" the one between her legs asked. He drove forward, 
burying one, two, three inches of stiff cock in her rubbery 
pussy hole. 

"Mmmmmmffffff!" moaned Nym, sucking hungrily on the tall 
Harry's cock. Two cocks in her at the same time! One in her 
mouth and one up her cunt! How wonderful! How fucking 
fantastic! She loved cock! Cock was what she lived for! Big 
pricks made her life worth living! 

Four, five, six inches of cock disappeared up Nym's sweet 
cunt while the other prick sawed back and forth between her 
ravaged lips. There was a pause, a slight withdrawal, and 
then two inches more drove up her pussy. She purred and 



whimpered on the cock in her mouth. The other Harry was in 
her cunt all the way! She could feel his crotch hair against 
her ass. She wrapped her legs tightly around the small of his 
back. 

Both Harrys suddenly went wild, fucking her with strong, 
vicious lunges that sent their stiffened pricks far into the 
horny witch. Six and seven inches at a time were plunging 
into her face, sawed back and forth between her lips 
savagely. Between her outspread thighs, all eight inches of 
the other cock bucked in and out. Nym's tits joggled, her 
entire body wracked by the outrageous pricks. 

“Suck it! Suck that cock, Nym!" the tall Harry said, knifing 
his cock deep into her spasming throat. “Eat every fucking 
inch of it! Eat every last inch of my steaming cock!" 

Nym rolled her eyes, clinging to the side of the desk with 
white knuckles. Her free hand clutched him by the balls. If 
things got to be too much to take, she could always squeeze 
them tight. Either he'd stop and complain or he'd come, one 
or the other. 

“Such a cunt! Such a cunt! So fucking deep!" the other 
Harry grunted, pistoning his ass cheeks in and out, 
cramming his entire prick far up Nym's quaking cunt. His 
cock gleamed in the light because of clinging pussy juice. 

His balls swung wildly back and forth. 

Both Harrys reached forward to claw at her tits. Her huge tits 
were quivering on her chest, jerked harshly by the force of 
the thrusting cock. Her nipples poked up high off their pink 
circles, raw and aching and in need of a caress. Her nipples 
were long thick stubs of rubbery tension. They soared out of 
the obscene holes in her bra like tiny wet cocks. 



“What a whore! What a fucking whore! Both of us at the 
same time! You realize what she's doing? She's fucking the 
both, of us at the same time!" one of the Harrys was telling 
the other. Sweat rolled down his chest and into his crotch 
hair. 

“She's just a fucking slut!" said the other. Both pistoned 
their cocks into her without letup. 

“Mmmmmmffffff!" cried Nym, her eyelids fluttering. From 
her position, she could see a pair of hairy balls swinging 
back and forth below the cock that plowed into her throat. 
The great ugly vein in the cock's side seemed to grow before 
her face. She could feel the contours of the prick under her 
lips. 

“I wanna go deeper!" the tall Harry croaked suddenly, 
pausing in his rough pistoning movements. “I wanna go all 
the way into your gullet! What do you say! What do you say 
to that, Nym!" Without removing his hard-on from between 
her lips, he edged round the side of the desk, easing her 
onto her back, bending her head at a strange angle. His 
prick corkscrewed in her mouth as he moved. 

“Mmmmmffffff!" Nym wailed, her nostrils snorting. What was 
he trying to do? Just what the fuck was the crazy bastard 
trying to do? Her head was tilting over the side of the desk 
so that she was looking at him upside down. All she could 
see was the crook of his brawny thighs and the great 
dangling pouch of his hairy balls. 

“Gonna fuck you deep in your throat now, Nym. Don't be 
scared. Gonna line up your throat just right so I can bury 
every last inch of my cock in your face! You're gonna love 
it!" He held his hands on both her cheeks and angled her 
face back a fraction more. Her lovely pink hair cascaded 



down over his thighs. Her pale white throat bobbed 
delicately in front of him. 


Holding one hand for support beneath her neck, he began to 
fuck in and out with slow, careful movements. His ball sac 
dragged like a velvet bag up her face, scraping her 
forehead, her nose, and finally, as he drove all the way in, 
her upper lip. In and out, in and out he slowly fucked. 

“Mmmmmmffffff!” Nym gurgled, clutching the sides of the 
desk. This was weird, really weird! She could feel the great 
bloated head of his cock plowing deep into her throat, 
farther than any cock had ever gone before. It scudded over 
her tongue, bumped against the roof of her mouth, then 
drove onwards, inches into her windpipe. His prick felt like 
his cock was halfway to her stomach! 

“All the way! It's going all the way!" the tall Harry raved, 
burying his cock to the hilt in the lovely witch's willing face. 
When he fucked inwards, all that was left to see of his prick 
was the swollen ball sac resting on her upper lip. The rest 
was far inside her. He leaned over her, planted both his 
hands on her plush tits, and began a vicious fucking motion 
that had her neck spasming with strain. Her head flopped up 
and down loosely as the cock fucked in and out. 

The second Harry had been watching the proceedings with 
interest, not once slowing down in his own steady fucking of 
the witch. He buried his prick deep in her also, slapping his 
balls up against the pit of her asshole on each stroke. Her 
cuntlips warped out of shape around his prick, bathing his 
cock with syrupy pussy slime that glistened and gleamed on 
her pubic hair. 

He suddenly grabbed her by her ankles, lifting her legs up 
and out till he could hook them onto his shoulders. He bent 



down low on her, using his weight to jackknife her lower 
body in two. Her calves pressed tightly into her slender 
thighs. Her cunt spilt wide for him, letting him fuck her 
pussy even deeper. 

'Two cocks in her! Two cocks in her at the same time!" he 
grumbled, sweat drooling off his chin. The feel of her nylon- 
encased legs on his chest was driving him crazy. 

Nym writhed on the desktop beneath the two Harrys, nearly 
two feet of cock fucking and pulsing inside her. It was the 
strangest feeling, to have them both in her this way. One 
cock rose so high in her cunt that the prick could have been 
drilling up into her chest, and the other plunged so far down 
her throat the cock might have been meeting the other prick 
head on. They were drilling her from both ends, and it was 
so strange, like nothing she'd ever felt before. Two cocks! 

Two cocks at the same time! 

She wondered suddenly what it must look like to a third 
party, this grotesque threesome. Merlin, it must seem odd! 
She remembered once seeing a pornographic movie in 
which a girl, much like herself had fucked with two guys. 

She had sucked them both, just as she herself had, and then 
she had let one of the men fuck her from behind while she 
had blown the second guy. 

She recalled wondering at the time how the girl could have 
done such a thing. But the sight had excited her to no end. 
Who would have thought that she would be in a position to 
try it for herself so soon? It was much more thrilling fucking, 
rather than just watching. It was so kinky, that was the 
thing! Fucking with more than one guy at the same time was 
about as far away from sex with emotional involvement as 
you could get. That excited her. That excited her very much. 



And what else had the model in that movie done? Yes, she 
remembered now. It was something so far out, so kinky, that 
she had been amazed to see it performed. Nym had never 
thought such a thing was possible. The girl had taken a guy 
up her cunt and one up her ass at the same time! Yes, that 
was it! What an incredible thing! A cock up her cunt and a 
prick up her ass! How had she done that? What had it felt 
like? Her heart lurched hotly. Why not find out? 

“Mmmmmmffffff!” she groaned, trying to attract the 
attention of the two Harrys. She could get them to do it to 
her! She could fuck them both, one up her cunt, one up her 
ass, just like the girl in the movie? Why not? Why not try it? 
But how could she ever get them to change positions? They 
were so far gone already! 

Both cocks sawed back and forth in the lush witch, fucking 
her with steady, even lunges. The Harrys were fucking her 
without seeming to tire. They pawed her and buried their 
pricks in her time and again and appeared ready to keep up 
the pace for hours. How could she attract their attention? 
How could she speak with a huge cock fucking back and 
forth in her mouth? 

Nym reached up and cupped the ball sac that was dragging 
back and forth across her face. She didn't squeeze the balls 
exactly, but she caressed them firmly, made it difficult for 
the cock to piston freely. The Harry ceased his movements 
and gazed down at her. 

“Hey, what's the idea? Let go! Let go my balls! I'll be coming 
in a few minutes!" 

“Fuck me up the ass!" she put in quickly, slipping her mouth 
from off his cock with short, deft motion. “Fuck me up the 
ass while your friend is fucking me up the cunt! Please! I 



want you both inside me at the same time! I want to know 
what it feels like to fuck two guys like that! Fuck me up the 
ass and the cunt at the same time!” 

Both Harrys stopped moving suddenly and stared at each 
other. Sweat rolled steadily down both their chests. They 
panted softly, not saying anything. They seemed to be 
mulling the proposition over. 

"Up the ass and the cunt at the same time?” the one 
between her legs repeated. "Is that possible?” 

"Sure it's possible! Let's do as she says!” the other one 
replied. He stepped back from Nym's face, his cock a great, 
long, shiny pole that dripped slime to the floor. His prick was 
red and very raw looking. 

There was a lewd squelching sound and the second cock was 
withdrawn from her cunt. The prick swayed into the air, 
vibrating towards the short Harry's belly. A thick vein 
running up its side appeared about to burst. 

"Yes! Yes! Yes!” Nym repeated over and over again. She 
made room on the desk top as the tall Harry climbed up with 
her. 

"Get up on top of me,” he instructed calmly, as if showing 
her a golf stroke. "Get up on top of me and sit on my cock.” 

He flopped onto his back on the desk, his cock a soaring 
spike angling up from his crotch. He held Nym by the hand 
as she squatted over him, straddled his middle, and lowered 
herself gingerly. Her gaping cunt dripped warm fuck fluid 
onto his belly. 

"That's it, that's it,” he praised, watching as the witch 
grasped his slimy cock in her fist. She aimed his prick 



toward her wide-open pussy. 


“Ohhh!” she moaned as the cockhead made contact with her 
cuntlips. She wriggled the prick tip between her fat 
pussylips and let her weight force her down onto his cock. 
Inch after inch of the stone-hard prick bulled into her lush 
cunt. 

“You in her yet?" the second Harry asked, waiting patiently 
beside the desk. 

“Almost. Another couple of inches. She can take it all! Fuck, 
she can take it all!" he marveled. 

“That's it! Merlin that's it!" Nym wheezed, rolling back her 
head and closing her eyes with lust. She let her legs fold 
under her, braced her knees on the desk top. She sat on his 
thighs, his prick totally embedded up her aching pussy. She 
sighed deeply. 

Without hesitation, the short Harry climbed on the desk 
behind her, kneeling between the outstretched legs of his 
friend. He grasped both his hands on her plush, pale ass 
cheeks and pried them apart roughly, flattening out the 
gorgeous mounds and bringing her puckered asshole to 
clear view. He planted his cockhead in the groove of her ass 
and ran his prick up and down, wetting the furrow with the 
slime of his cockhead. Then he nudged the cock tip up 
against the pit of her asshole and pushed forward. 

“Yes! Ohhh, fuck, yes!" she groaned, suddenly rammed 
forward onto the Harry beneath her. Her tits mashed harshly 
into his chest. “Fuck me up the ass! I can hardly wait! Two 
cocks inside me at the same time! I can hardly wait! Cram it 
up there! Cram your lovely cock all the way up my ass!" 



While his friend rested passively beneath them, the short 
Harry drove forward, fucking his stiff cock into the hollow of 
her ass. For a little while nothing happened; her asshole 
appeared too tight to take him. But then there was a slight 
give in the puckered circle, a hint of looseness, and he thrust 
forward. Slowly, her asshole began to open. 

“Mmmmmmm!” she groaned, scouring her hot nipples over 
the other's chest. “So hard! Your cocks are so fucking hard! I 
love them! I'll never get enough of them! Shove it up there! 
Fuck me up the ass!" 

The pucker in her asshole disappeared, the tight circle of 
skin expanded, and suddenly his cockhead was sliding, ever 
so slowly, into the waiting chamber of her asshole. The 
thickness of his prick dented her ass cheeks, but his cock 
was going, his cock was vanishing, into her ass channel. 
Beneath, her cunt wrapped lovingly around the cock 
embedded there. 

“It feels so good! Ohhh, fuck, how good it feels!" she 
croaked, her tits heaving. “I want it all up my ass! I want 
every last inch of your cock up my asshole!" She reached 
back and clamped her hands tightly to her ass cheeks, 
pulling them apart for him obligingly. 

“It's going! Don't worry, it's going nicely! We'll soon have 
every inch up inside you. Can't you feel it? Can't you feel my 
big hard cock going up your ass?" 

“Yes! Oh, yes! Feels so good! I love it! Do it to me! Do dirty 
things to me! Ooooooh!" 

An inch at a time, the thick cock plowed deeper into her 
asshole. A third, then a half of the prick disappeared. The 
cock in her ass started to bend midway up its trunk, but a 
firm hand braced the prick and the cock drilled deeper. Her 



ass cheeks seemed about to split apart any second. Their 
lush flesh was wrapped tightly around the invading prick 
pole. 

“You in her yet? You in her all the way yet?" a voice from 
beneath her asked. Her tits flopped over his mouth and 
nose. 

“Almost! Another couple of inches! I'm almost up her ass all 
the fucking way!" 

Nym clenched shut her eyes with pleasure. It felt so good! 
There was no discomfort. She couldn't wait for him to start 
fucking her. The other cock was stuffed wonderfully up her 
cunt. The tall Harry's prick throbbed there. She could feel his 
cock. She was impaled, gloriously impaled on his fat prick. 
His cock rubbed lovingly against her aching clit. The prick in 
her pussy was making her lower belly flutter and quake like 
never before. 

“There! There it is! All eight inches of hot cock up your ass! 
How's it feel? You like it? You like all that cock up your tight 
little asshole?" 

“Yes! Ooooooh yes! Feels so good! Uuunnnggghhh! 
Uuunnnggghhh!" she bleated. His crotch hair brushed up 
against her smooth ass cheeks. He really was in her all the 
way! Eight inches of cock up her ass! Ohhh, it was great! 
Another eight inches up her cunt, eight inches up her ass! 
What more could a witch ask for? What more was there to 
life? 

The Harrys suddenly went, wild, plunging their cocks far up 
inside her hopelessly stuffed body. In and out, in and out 
they drilled, fucking the twin shafts high enough into her to 
split her in half. They fucked her in time, driving in and 



withdrawing at the same moment. Their ball sacs smacked 
noisily into her on every stroke. 


“Ohhh, what a hot slut! What a deep cunt!” one of them 
wailed. 

"Such a filthy little whore! What a cockteaser!” grunted the 
other. 

Squished between the two of them, her body wracked and 
bucked by the rough lunges, Nym was in heaven. She kept 
her eyes shut and savored the rich, dirty thrill of having two 
cocks inside her at the same time. Just like the girl in the 
movie! She was fucking two guys at the same time, just like 
the girl in the porno movie she had seen! 

The three of them were so involved in what they were doing, 
that none of them noticed the presence of a fourth person in 
the bedroom. 

Back and forth, back and forth they fucked her, making the 
desk creak with their lewd triangle. All three of them were 
caught up totally in the excitement of the moment. None of 
them could have stopped for the world. They bucked and 
fucked there on the desk top, completely unaware of their 
surroundings. That they were performing this obscene ritual 
on top of a desk in the bedroom of Hermione and Fleur 
didn't bother them in the least. 

None of them noticed when the figure of the real Harry 
appeared from the bedroom door. None of them heard his 
loud intake of breath as he caught sight of the lewd display. 
He had popped his head inside the girls bedroom to 
investigate the strange sounds he had heard as he had 
passed through the second floor corridor. Now he stood 
rooted to the spot, not quite believing what he was seeing. 
This was the kind of thing that only happened to him! 



He glared at the tangled trio dazedly, trying to figure out 
what was what and who was doing what to whom. It was his 
cousin, Nym Tonks, that much was obvious. She was decked 
out in the lewdest underthings he'd ever seen - a pink and 
red cupless bra, a very good match for her pink hair, that 
thrust out her tits like balloons, a pair of matching panties 
with the crotch removed so that her pussy and asshole were 
available for all kinds of kinky purposes, and a garter belt 
with suspenders that held up a pair of sheer nylon stockings. 
The hot metamorph was an absolute picture of depravity! 
And all that smeared make-up! What had Fleur and 
Hermione done to her? 

Two identical copies of him, Fleur or Hermione under 
polyjuice, who else, were fucking Nym at the same time! He 
could see both cocks plunging back and forth between her 
outspread legs, digging deep up her cunt and her asshole at 
the same time! How could they do that? And how could she 
take it! How could she accept both cocks in her body at 
once? She must be mad! His crazy cousin must be out of her 
mind! 

Without thinking, the real Harry locked the door, stepped 
forward, unbuckled his belt, and dropped his pants to the 
floor. He climbed from them, thrust down his shorts, and 
stripped off his shirt. His cock, already two-thirds erect, 
loomed out from his crotch, and he took his prick in his fist 
and whacked his cock up and down roughly. He didn't say a 
word. He simply shoved the chair up alongside the desk and 
stood on it. He leaned down and poked his cock at Nym's 
sweat-slick face. 

All three of them saw another Harry at the same time, but 
not one of them slowed down or showed any sign of being 
the least bit disturbed by his sudden intrusion. They were 
all, by now, too far gone to care. They stared at him oddly. 



but said nothing. Nym eyed the third cock with interest, 
reached up and grasped his prick firmly. She pulled his cock 
toward her and slipped his prick between her lips in an 
instant. She began sucking hard. 

“Fuck, cous, what a hot whore you are," Harry said quietly. 

He fed her his cock, fucking his prick back and forth in her 
mouth in time with the erotic bucking of her body. “You just 
can't get enough cock, can you?" 

Nym was in no position to reply. Her mouth stuffed with a 
growing cock, her ass and cunt plugged with two more, she 
was in no position to do anything but wiggle her ass 
between them. Three cocks! Three fucking cocks inside her 
at the same time! Damn near three feet of hot cockmeat! It 
was even more than the girl in the movie had taken! Every 
hole she possessed was plugged with cock! How wonderful 
she felt! How totally wild and wonderful! 

Merlin, what a thrill! What a lewd and dirty thrill! Who would 
ever have thought that coming to Potter Manor yesterday 
would get her into such kinky situations? Here she was, 
fucking two Harry clones and the real Harry, all at the same 
time! 

There were grunts and groans from the two clone Harrys, 
and their movements seemed to grow more jerky. They'd 
been fucking her for long minutes now, and chances were 
they were getting ready to blow their wads. But she didn't 
want them to. Not yet! She wanted this to go on forever! She 
never wanted the fucking to stop! Three cocks at the same 
time! How often did a girl get to experience that? 

The real Harry's cock had grown to full hardness in her 
mouth. He fucked his prick back and forth between her lips, 
his balls swinging. Nym sucked his cock tightly, wrapping 



her tongue around his prick and letting his cock bump back 
into the depths of her throat. Each time the cock up her ass 
bucked her forward, her face was rammed into Harry' lower 
belly, her nose plowing through his wiry crotch hair, and all 
the white, the prick up her cunt drove deep into her belly. 

“Mmmmmmffffff! Mmmmmmffffff!" she mumbled, nearly 
swooning with the eroticism of the situation. She felt full, 
totally clogged with cock. Her body was jerked every which 
way. How much more of this could she take? How much of 
this was humanly possible? 

“I'm gonna come! I think I'm gonna come!" the one with the 
cock up her asshole grunted. He really sounded upset, as if 
he, too, didn't want this to end. 

“No! Not yet!" gasped the Harry beneath her. “Keep it going 
Don't come! We can't stop it yet! This is too much! This is 
just too fucking much!" 

“But I can't hold out much longer! Her asshole's peeling my 
prick raw! It's sucking out all my cum!" 

“Not yet! A few minutes more! Just a few minutes more! 
Then we can all let fly! We can all come at the same time!" 

Yes, oh, yes! Nym moaned to herself. All three cocks going 
off at the same time! Wouldn't that be fantastic? Wouldn't 
that be just out of this world? Think of all the cum! Think of 
all the great, hot wads of cum! There'd be so much! There'd 
just be so much cum! 

She suddenly had a lewd thought. It made her blush just to 
think of it. She wanted to see the cocks going off. She 
wanted to see all three cocks spurting their lovely hot white 
paste. Wouldn't that be something? she thought. To be able 



to see all three cocks shooting their cum at the same time! 
Yes, oh, yes, I have to do it! I have to see all their jizz. 


“Don't come yet!" she panted, slopping Harry' cock from her 
ragged lips. “I want to see your cum! I want to watch all 
three of you when you shoot off! Don't come yet! Wait!" 

She thrust herself forward, tugging herself up and off the 
cocks bucking between her legs. They were stuck and, for 
the moment, wouldn't budge. But then the cock up her ass 
slowly, inch by inch, eased out of her, its owner relieved at 
having a chance to rest before he went over the edge. Like a 
greased piston, his prick slid into the open air, and suddenly 
his cock snapped from her asshole and swayed contentedly 
from his crotch, fluid seeping from its tip. 

“Okay, okay," agreed the Harry beneath her, and suddenly 
everyone changed positions. 

The real Harry didn't raise any objections. He stepped down 
from the chair and stood waiting patiently by the side of the 
desk, his cock a spit-slick pole in his fist. He stared at Nym 
with something akin to awe in his eyes. He just smiled oddly 
and moved toward the resettled witch with his hard-on in 
hand. 

Nym lifted herself off the cock that plugged her cunt and 
rolled onto her back again, spreading her legs wide. In her 
gray silk stockings and garter belt, with her crotchless 
panties and cupless bra, she was an amazingly erotic sight. 
Her lovely pink hair was sticking to her face in tiny curls. 

“Give me your cocks! Give me your cocks!" she urged, 
reaching, for the pricks of the two clone Harrys as they 
swayed on her immediate left and right. She was alone on 
the desk top now, and the clone Harrys were on either side 
of her. She grabbed their pricks and pulled them to her face. 



turning her head to lick first one then the other with loving 
strokes of her tongue. 

“Fuck me between my tits!" she told the real Harry between 
licks. “Shove your cock between my tits and fuck me till you 
come!" She opened her thighs wide so he could climb on top 
of her. 

But Harry seemed to have other ideas. He stepped up to the 
edge of the desk and stroked his hands up and down the 
sheet, gray silk of her stockings. His fingers crackled over 
the dry material. He hooked his hands under the elastic 
garter belt and snapped it back against her belly with a 
weird little smile. Then he moved forward and began to plow 
his cockhead up and down in the soggy slice of her own. 

“Between my tits!" she urged, rolling her eyes toward him 
briefly. “Fuck me between my tits! Please! I want to see your 
cum! I want you to come in my face!" 

The two clone Harrys groaned at the lewdness of her 
suggestion, each one feeling the jism swirl in his balls. But 
the real Harry stayed where he was, reaming his cockhead 
up and down in her cunt hole. His hand reached up suddenly 
to clasp one of her tits and tug roughly on a swollen nipple. 
Her nipple was as hard as granite under his fingers. 

“I'll fuck you between your big tits, cousin!" he gasped. “I'll 
fuck you between your big tits and I'll come in your face! 

But first I want a little cunt! First I want to fill your cunt full 
of cock for a while! Feel it! Feel it!" 

He rammed forward and four inches of hard cock drove 
easily into her hot, wet pussy. The hole was so wet it damn 
near sucked him inside. He withdrew slightly, getting used 
to her slick cunt all over again, then plunged forward and 



buried his prick to the hilt in the nympho witch. His balls 
slapped noisily into the tight crook of her ass. 


“How's it feel, Nym? How's it feel to have a steel cock up 
your cunt?" He began plunging and withdrawing in her hot 
cunt, carving her already wide-open pussy hole till her cunt 
was large enough for two cocks. He studied the thick, wet 
slabs of her hair-lined cuntlips as they were warped out of 
shape around his invading prick. 

“Ooooooh! Ooooooh! Mmmmmffffff!" spluttered Nym, her 
odd cry of lust cut off as one of the Harrys' pricks was thrust 
deep into her mouth. Her lips wrapped around his cock 
automatically, sucking his prick far inside and into her 
throat. 

Hands were at her face, clinging to her cheeks, feeling the 
stiff bulk of the cock as his prick drove back and forth inside 
her mouth. Her head tilted this way and that roughly, forcing 
her to fuck the swollen cock with her mouth. The second 
cock scraped and poked about on her other cheek, smearing 
her skin with clear trails of cum. 

“Suck that cock! Suck that cock, Nym!" one of the clone 
Harrys growled, twisting his hips back and forth and feeding 
her long lengths of cock. “You love every inch of it, don't 
you? Every last fucking inch of it!" 

“Here, suck this too! Suck us both off!" grunted the other, 
bending her neck toward his own cock. His partner let her 
mouth slop off his prick, and she was suddenly sucking on 
the new one, siphoning the second cock into the back of her 
throat like a long-lost friend. Her neck bobbed and spasmed 
crazily. 

Nym was in heaven. Two cocks to suck while her cousin 
Harry fucked in and out of her cunt, denting her clit every 



which way. What more could she ask for? The situation was 
perfect! She felt she could do this forever, let these identical 
triplets fuck her till she was unconscious. As long as there 
were lots of Harrys around, as long as there were cocks to 
suck, she would be happy! 

“So how do you like it, Nym?" Harry was asking. “How do 
you like fucking and sucking three pricks at the same time?" 

Harry fucked back and forth wildly, driving every inch of his 
stone-hard cock into the shuddering metamorph witch. Then 
he pulled back, withdrawing from her steaming pussy. He 
hooked a knee on the desk and climbed over her with his 
cock in his fist. He straddled her belly and sat down across 
her ribcage. His cock loomed very large in his hand. 

“Now, how about that tit-fuck?" he wheezed. “How about 
letting me fuck you between the tits and come in your face? 
That's what you wanted, wasn't it, Nym? That's what you 
wanted me to do!" 

He crouched low on the witch's lovely golden belly, fitting 
his cock into the deep trough of her cleavage. The lewd bra 
forced her tits up high, and his prick was buried almost 
immediately between her lush tits. He grasped the outside 
of each tit, pressed them in against his cockshaft, and 
scraped her hot nipples along his pistoning prick. His purple 
cockhead shot out from the top of her hard pressed tit each 
time he drove forward. 

“Yessssss!" she moaned, twisting her mouth off a cock and 
glancing at him briefly. “Tit-fuck me! Tit-fuck me with that 
huge prick of yours! Rub my nipples! Rub my nipples up and 
down your cock!" 

One of theclone Harrys forced her face back onto his prick as 
she accepted his cock without complaint, closing her eyes 



contentedly as the prick between her tits continued its 
steady fucking motion. She sucked hungrily on first one 
cock then the other, her cheeks hollowing and swelling 
sexily over the rock-hard prick poles. She clasped both 
pricks in her hands and jacked the one she wasn't sucking 
with a harsh up-and-down motion. 

The two clone Harrys were driving their cocks through the 
tight circle of Nym's clinging fists. She had the two 
cockheads line up on either side of her mouth now, and 
when she swirled out her tongue, she could lick both satin 
cock domes easily. Her chin and cheeks were smeared with 
the clear liquid that both pricks were oozing. 

The real Harry fucked his cock through the witch's cleavage. 
His prick seeped pre-cum juice too, and the hollow between 
her tits was awash with slime. The fuck fluids made the 
passage of his solid cock very easy. He was now driving the 
granite shaft so far that his fat cockhead bumped her under 
the chin time after time. 

“She sure can suck a cock!" commented one of the clone 
Harrys tensely. He stared down at the lust clouded face of 
the hot witch and wondered how it would be like if he try it. 
It was one thing to suck Harry off, it was another thing to 
suck and fuck three at the same time. 

“I think I'm gonna come!" muttered the tall Harry. “I thought 
I was going to come before, but now I'm sure! I can't hold 
back! I'm going to come all over her! Ohhhhhh, fuck! 
Ohhhhhh, fuck!" He wrapped his fist over Nym's and jerked 
on his cock wildly, snapping his foreskin back against his 
cockhead. His hips lunged back and forth strongly and his 
ass cheeks blurred with motion. 



“Yes! Ohhh, yes!" growled Nym, anxiously turning her eyes 
to his twitching, quivering cockhead. Her deeply painted 
eyelids glowed like two dark bruises beneath the blue make¬ 
up. Her purple mouth opened in a distorted oval over her 
pearl-white teeth. “Come in my face! I want to see your cum! 
I want you to splash your steaming cum all over my face! Do 
it! Cover me with cum! I love it! I fucking love it! Spunk on 
me! Spunk in my face! Please!" 

The three Harrys lunged their cocks back and forth, inches 
from the expectant face of the willing witch. The two Harrys 
gripped their pricks tightly in theirfists, pumping them up 
and down with rapid, even strokes. The real Harry drove his 
cock through the cradle of her tits, using her plush tits to 
jerk himself off. And all at the same time, it seemed, the 
three cocks began to explode, firing cum at Nym's face in 
great gobs. 

“Spunk on me! Spunk on me!" she spluttered, her gasping 
mouth suddenly awash with steaming wads of jism. All three 
Harrys seemed to be aiming for her mouth, and the first shot 
from each one splashed her full between the lips, coating 
her tongue with a rich layer of white and clogging her throat 
to capacity. 

“Ohhh! Fuck! Ohhh!" the short Harry groaned, watching as 
his jizz disappeared inside the witch's mouth. “Eat it! Eat it 
all! Swallow it all down!" 

“Coming in your face! Coming in your face!" yelled the tall 
Harry, his hand twitching on his aching prick. 

Only the real Harry was silent for the moment, pressing her 
tits harshly against his great rocket of a cock and studying 
the patterns his spunk made on Nym's face. Each time his 



cockhead shot free of her tits his prick fired a long rope of 
silver cum up high, like a line from a harpoon. 


His first bolt dove straight into her mouth but the rest 
splattered her along her cheeks, up the side of her nose, and 
into her eyes. He watched, fascinated, as one great streamer 
leapt all the way up her hair, decorating the right side of her 
face with a ribbon of silver over an inch wide. The cum trail 
slithered down over her forehead and pooled stickily in the 
socket of one eye. 

Her lashes were waxed together in an instant, and she 
clamped her eye shut quickly. The rest of the blast drooled 
down her cheek and looped to one side over her chin. 
Another shot skidded up over her cheek and curled to the 
left over her eyebrow, wriggling in an odd little twist over 
the bridge of her nose. It stuck to the corner of her eye and 
dripped lazily down along her temple. 

“Look at the cum! Look at all the cum!" one of the clone 
Harrys wailed, as enthusiastic as some small boy. “She loves 
it! Look at her suck it up!" 

Nym popped her mouth open and shut, swallowing great 
blobs of spunk and smacking her lips wetly. Thick, white 
strings dangled from her lips like rubber bands, jumping this 
way and that before slipping into her sucking mouth. Her 
whitened tongue poked out wantonly and scooped up wad 
after wad of the jetting cum. 

From the left and from the right, long tracers of white jizz 
sprang into the air, then cascaded down Nym's face like 
water from a shower nozzle. Great, wriggling ropes of cum 
danced to her cheeks, scudded over her forehead, fell into 
her mouth or disappeared into her hair. Beads of cum 



bounced over her face like mercury, coating her with dozens 
of squirming silver lines. 


“Yesss! More! Give me more!” she urged, turning her face 
from left to right and back again in an attempt to capture 
every drop. "Spunk all over me! I love it!” 

A jet of white spiraled out from the left and splashed 
diagonally across her face. It ran below one eye and 
gathered in a thick stream alongside her nose. From there, 
the cum slithered off along her cheek and left her lower face 
spangled with a cluster of creamy blobs. The end of the 
jiggling rope drooled from her chin. 

Another blast hit her full in the mouth again, splintering into 
glistening white ribbons that went off in all directions like 
the spokes of a wheel. Her mouth smacked and her tongue 
swirled, licking up the wads of cock juice hungrily. Her 
cheeks ballooned wide with the fluid squishing the back of 
her gums. 

"Sssppplllfff! I love it! Sssppplllfff!” she spluttered through 
the elastic strings of jizz. 

A steaming jet of white spurted from the right, jumping 
across both her eyes and dogging them shut instantly. It 
pooled in both her eye sockets, making her dark blue eye 
shadow gleam weirdly. Great ribbons of silver dripped down 
her face like wax down a candle. She looked like she was 
wearing a Halloween mask. 

Then one of the cocks was pushed into her cheek, plowing 
through all the jism and denting her face with its cockhead. 
A huge bubble of spunk welled up from its slit, and while the 
cock sat there, the cum expanded and rolled down her 
cheek like a ball bearing. The prickhead twitched, and shot a 
quivering fountain of jism all the way up between her eyes. 



Then the cum fell down her face, and the Harry continued 
jerking off madly. 

Nym began to wonder when the cum would all end. She 
could take anything now, but there was so much of the jizz. 
They seemed to have been coming now for the better part of 
half an hour, and there were still no signs of them quitting. 
She kept her eyes clenched shut and gaped open her mouth 
willingly, confident she could take every last ounce of the 
blazing cock juice. 

Suddenly there were two pricks planted on her face, their 
owners poking the cockheads through all the cum and 
easing up on their jerking movements. Each one spat out a 
streamer of cum, and they criss-crossed strangely, 
splattering her face at different angles. The prick tips 
nudged her mouth and spilled a quart of jizz each into her 
already-clogged cavity. She coughed raggedly, her throat 
bobbing in a wild attempt to swallow the cum. 

The real Harry, owner of the third cock, lodged its prickhead 
on her chin and let his cock spurt a hot stream of silver up 
across her mouth and into her eye yet again. He pumped 
himself slowly now, drawing up the last of his spunk with 
easy tugs. Cum rolled out of his cock heavily, in thick 
bubbles. 

“She'll never take it! She'll never be able to take it all!'' the 
tall Harry muttered. He gazed raptly into her gasping mouth, 
watching a great, pulsing pool of white cum slop about at 
the back of her throat. Her tongue was squishing the jizz 
every which way, splashing the cum about and savoring the 
tasty jism before letting the cum roll to her stomach. 

“She loves it! She fucking loves it!" the short Harry said, 
shoving his cockhead along her cheek and plowing wads of 



cum into her mouth. “She'll never get enough!" 


Nym did her best, swallowing great globs of spunk and 
letting it slither to her belly at will. Each time she smacked 
her lips, a thick pool of white cum formed and overflowed 
her mouth, dribbling down her face like milk. She loved it. 
She loved the taste of the jism. It was so warm and sticky. 

At last the cocks wilted, emptied of their heavy loads, their 
heads all red and raw. The clone Harrys pumped their pricks 
more and more slowly, letting them drip thick blobs of white 
to Nym's face. They rested the cockheads on her cheeks and 
chin, swirling the layers of pale jism this way and that across 
her skin. 

After a while, she took, over herself, grasping the withering 
cocks and smearing them into her face eagerly, massaging 
the sticky spunk all over her. Her face was already sticky 
with the heavy cream, but she daubed the cum back and 
forth, making sure every last inch of her pretty face was 
smeared with jism. She didn't want to leave any part 
untouched. 

"Look at her! Watch her rub the stuff into her face!" the tall 
Harry moaned. She rubbed his cockhead into her right eye. 

"Wooow," said the other Harry. 

The real Harry studied her carefully. "Wooow," he mumbled 
tiredly, slapping her gently across the face with his 
softening prick. "Never knew something like this was 
possible." 

"I want next!" one of the clone Harrys said. 

"Me too!" the other one said, a little bit upset that SHE 
hasn't said it first... 



Chapter 33 - After midnight fun 

It was a little after one a.m. and Harry was coming back from 
the bathroom after waking up with a really urgent need to 
go. When he came back, he passed by a room with a open 
door. Hearing some sounds, he looked in. In the dark room 
on the second floor, clearly illuminated by a muggle TV 
screen, his mother was sitting in a chair with her legs 
spread, a vibrator humming between her legs. The screen 
showed a young woman on her knees, sucking a thick cock 
while another thick cock plunged into her asshole. Harry 
could see his mother squirm on the recliner chair, spreading 
her legs over the arms. Her hands were moving in a 
rhythmic up and down motion, thrusting the vibrator into 
her wide-spread cunt. Harry's cock began to swell. 

Hermione woke up suddenly from a very deep and restfull 
sleep after feeling the heat of her bestfriend body missing 
from the cluster of bodies she was in. Waking up feeling 
horny, she looked around and saw that Harry was missing. 
Fleur and Nym were sleeping just as deep as she was earlier, 
and not wanting to wake them up, she carefully extracted 
herself from them and went after Harry. 

A soft creak behind him snapped his head around, and he 
saw Hermione's naked figure approaching in the gloom of 
the hallway. He motioned, finger to his lips, then nodded 
towards the room. Hermione looked around and saw what 
was going on. 

She couldn't believe it for a moment... Lily, moaning in 
passion, watching a porno movie! Hermione watched, 
aroused and surprised. She knelt down and felt Harry's stiff 
cock press against the side of her face. Luckily, from where 



they were, Lily could not see them without turning around in 
the recliner. 

Hermione felt a sudden arousal wash over her, and she 
reached up and pulled Harry's prick into her mouth. She 
sucked on the head of his cock, watching the scene in the 
den. Hermione's fingers found her clit and rubbed there, 
getting her very aroused. The movie focused in on the 
brunette's face, her mouth wrapped around a thick cock that 
pumped in and out of her mouth. The man pulled out and 
shot his thick semen all over her face, the white gobs 
dripping easily from her chin. 

"Drink it, you horny fucking bitch.", they heard Lily hiss. 

They watched as Lily's hips moved even more wantonly, the 
humming of the dildo changing pitch as she plunged it in 
and out of herself. Hermione felt as though she'd been seen, 
and when she realized that she hadn't, she tried to suck all 
of Harry's cock. She wanted Harry to fill her mouth, fill it 
with his hot cum as they watched Lily fuck herself with her 
vibrating plastic cock. 

The movie now focused on the brunette's ass-fuck, and the 
man's thick cock seemed to impale her from behind. The 
girl's tits bounced as her ass was repeatedly filled with thick 
cock. The scene was very hot, with images of her passionate, 
sperm- dripping face cut in. Hermione knelt and pulled Harry 
down behind her, pressing his cock into her pussy. He fucked 
her slowly, and then shoved his slick cock up her asshole. 
Hermione felt her tits swell as he pushed into her, and then 
his loins met her ass. On the screen the man was pumping 
the brunette hard, and silently Harry began to match his 
thrusts. 



Hermione suppressed her moans and cries, turning red with 
the strain. A few moments later, on the screen, the man 
pulled out and spurted his thick white juice all over the 
brunette's asshole. His thick white cum ran down her ass, 
over her shaved cunt and dripped to the bed. The camera 
showed the brunette looking into the lens, saying 
something. Lily mouthed the words. 

“I love cum in my ass!", she moaned, then added her own 
line. "And I love it in my mouth too." 

The scene changed and now on the screen a redhead was 
getting her tits fucked while another redhead ate her pussy. 
The redhead was going crazy with her legs in the air, 
moaning something over and over. Hermione felt like 
screaming out loud but held it in. She would scream later. 

The camera showed the thick cock begin spurting between 
the redhead's tits, showering her lips and chin with thick 
spurts of cum. As the camera pulled back, the man got off 
and another pushed the sucking redhead from between the 
girl's legs. The girl got up, moved around to straddle the 
sperm-drenched girl's mouth. Briefly a tongue flashed over 
the girl's pussy, then disappeared as she lowered herself 
down. The new man had a very large cock, thick and long. 
He pressed this into her cunt a few times then withdrew. 

"Fuck the hot little slut.", Lily moaned. "Fuck her with that 
big, thick cock. Shove it right up her fuckin' cunt." 

Hermione began coming, biting her fist to keep from 
screaming out loud. Harry's cock was slowing down, 
pumping her evenly as he watched both the screen and his 
mother fucking herself with the dildo. On the screen, the 
thick cock slid slowly up the girl's cunt again, and her hips 
arched high. The guy worked it around a few more times. 



then lifted her legs, pushing them back. Slowly he pressed 
the huge head against her asshole, spreading it wide. 
Hermione moaned softly, seeing the girl take what she felt 
like she was taking in her ass. Lily too was moaning, her 
hands working like a blur between her legs. 

“Yesssss!”, Hermione heard Lily hiss. “Butt-fuck that slut. Fill 
her ass full of cum. Sperm her face down. Jizz me down, cum 
all over us all!" 

Lily was in the throes of orgasm, talking dirty, slutty talk, her 
legs shaking as her hips rocked on the chair. Hermione felt 
her whole body stiffen and shake when she realized Lily was 
“seeing" HER being fucked in the ass, just as Harry was 
doing to her now. Harry was pumping her butt faster, his 
cock throbbing in her tail and giving her orgasm after 
orgasm. The man on the screen was fucking the redhead 
faster too, his huge cock buried in her asshole, and the 
camera showed the second redhead sitting on top of the first 
girl's mouth. 

As the redhead was butt-fucked, the second redhead pulled 
hard on the girl's nipples, distorting the shape of her 
swaying tits. Harry reached around and pulled on 
Hermione's, making her moan. Unseen by either of them, 
Harry's mother was pulling her right tit hard too, using the 
other hand to ram the dildo up her dripping cunt. The scene 
changed, and the second redhead got off the first, the 
camera showing the lower redhead's glistening face covered 
in sperm and pussy cream. 

The man rolled the redhead over with his cock still in her 
asshole, until she lay flat on the floor. Hermione too slid 
down, letting Harry ream her butt, feeling yet another 
countless mini-orgasm wash through her. The redhead was 
moved face-down into a man's lap and sucked his cock. 



taking it all the way to the root. Her throat bulged as his 
cock slid into it, and Lily made gulping, sucking noises. 

“Suck him off, you hot little cunt", she moaned, “Swallow his 
cum!" 

Her finger found the volume control on the remote and 
raised the volume. Lusty moaning and grunting filled the 
room, and the redhead was making loud slurping noises as 
she sucked cock. Hermione felt Harry's thrusts beginning to 
lengthen, signaling that he was going to cum in her butt. 

Her tits heaved as she thrust back against him hard. On the 
screen, the redhead lifted her head and the cock spurt into 
her already wet face. Semen drooled from between her 
pretty lips, and she rubbed her face with the emptied cock. 

Harry's cock stiffened, becoming hard as an iron rod in 
Hermione's butt. She moaned softly, knowing that he was 
about to cum and cum hard. The man on the screen 
slammed hard into the redhead's ass, then pulled out. His 
cock seemed to shoot his sperm like a hose, and he directed 
it against the girl's gaping asshole. Semen shot and landed 
around the wide opening, some of it landing inside her 
asshole. The girl's asshole pulsed and closed slowly, more 
and more cum spurting on her butt. Sperm ran down the 
sides of her cheeks, pooling and running into her gaping 
butt-hole. Hermione moaned loudly as Harry's cock shot a 
thick stream of cum into her asshole. Harry was buried to his 
balls in Hermione's tight ass. 

“Cum in her fucking asshole, Harry! Fill her ass with jism!" 
Lily grunted. 

Hermione cried out loudly as Harry's cock seemed to swell 
even larger, and hot cum gushed into her butt. 



“Cum Hermione! Cum with that hot cock up your ass. CUM!", 
Lily screamed loudly, her body shaking heavily on the 
padded leather chair. 

Hermione and Harry both moaned loudly as his sperm shot 
out into Hermione's tight asshole, filling her with it's warm 
creamy flood. After a few moments Hermione looked up at 
the chair, and saw it empty. A moment of panic hit her, until 
she realized that Lily was sitting on the floor not too far 
away, smiling. Harry felt a twinge of panic too, opening his 
eyes and looking over to see his mother standing naked so 
close to them. She smiled and knelt down, her firm, tanned, 
naked body still glistening from the sweat of her recent 
orgasm. 

Hermione shuddered when Lily stroked her hair, a small 
orgasm shooting through her. Her pussy had soaked her 
thighs, and she could feel the light caresses of the early 
morning air on hercuntlips. 

“I bet he came in buckets up your ass, baby," Lily said. “I 
love that feeling when a man squirts up my ass. It's so hot 
and sexy." 

Hermione nodded, feeling Harry's still-hard cock jerk in her 
butt. 

“Do you and Dad...I mean do you two...'', Harry began, 
unable to ask his mother straight out, despite the 
circumstances of their relationship over the past couple of 
weeks. 

“You bet! Your father loves to assfuck me more than 
anything else," smiled Lily, “and it looks like THAT runs in 
the family too, right?" 



Harry blushed and smiled at his gorgeous naked mother. He 
was just about to ask her what was she doing here and doing 
what she did while his father was still at home, when 
Hermione squirmed beneath him. 

“I have to get up Harry.”, she said. 

The two parted and Lily gasped at the thickness of her son's 
still-erect cock, still not believing how big it was, despite 
feeling it just the other day. 

"Mrs Potter,”, Hermione began while Harry failed down on 
his butt right there on the second floor corridor. "Wasn't your 
birthday a few months back?” 

"Don't remind me. Thirty-six for almost half a year now! 
Ugghl”, mocked Lily. 

"Well, I can think of a really nice present Harry can give you 
for your birthday... a little late... but still...”, Hermione 
grinned, looking straight at Harry's semi-hard cock. 

"Have another round with you two?!”, Lily replied grinning. 

"I am, if Harry's willing. How about it? Willing to show your 
Mom a good time stud?” Hermione asked, almost giggling at 
the look on Harry's face. 

Harry looked from one to the other, and then noticed that his 
mother still had the dildo in her pussy, although turned off. 

"Sure! I guess so. I mean, I... ” 

"I'll take that as a 'yes',” Lily said, smiling at her handsome 
young son. "Can I start by sucking that gorgeous-looking 
cock of yours, honey?” 



"Sure Mom!" 


"Why don't you let him eat you while I get him ready, 
honey?" she told Hermione. 

Hermione moved over to Harry, then straddled his face. He 
began licking her slippery pussy, and Hermione began to 
relax. Lily lowered her mouth to Harry's cock, sucking the 
head and then taking him almost all the way down. 
Hermione watched in disbelief as Lily deep-throated Harry. 
Harry groaned into Hermione's cunt, and Lily smiled to 
herself, knowing that her horny young son would be 
groaning louder by the time she was finished with him. 

She examined his cock after he gained full hardness, and 
thought how good it would feel to have his hard young meat 
crammed up her ass or even her pussy. She couldn't wait! 
Lily straddled Harry and slid her dildo out, replacing it with 
her son's long, thick cock-meat. She sighed as she sat down, 
and Hermione watched her lover's cock disappear neatly 
into his mother's juicy wet cunt. Lily rotated her hips around 
and worked up and down on Harry's shaft, getting him nice 
and wet. She was aching with anticipation of her son's hard 
young prick stuffed deep into her ass, but it felt too damn 
good in her pussy. 

Lily began humping up and down on Harry's cock, forgetting 
her ass-fuck for the moment as she felt a sudden orgasm 
overtake her. 

"OOOOOOOHHHH, YES FUCK YOUR COCK INTO MY HOT 
CUNT, HARRY! I'M CUMMMING!", screamed Lily. 

Harry felt his mother's hot pussy pulse and contract around 
his cock as she came, noting that she was much tighter than 
he expected, her cunt was very wet and slippery, which 
meant he could hold out a lot longer than he had planned. 



Lily pulled her self off Harry's hard cock and positioned it 
between the cheeks of her gorgeous creamy ass. Hermione 
looked down and felt an orgasm rising as she watched the 
head of Harry's cock press into Lily's asshole. Lily held the 
young wizard's cock poised at the entrance to her puckered 
hole, but her balance was awkward and she appeared to be 
having trouble. 

Hermione leaned forward and took control, holding Harry's 
cock to Lily's ass. Slowly Lily lowered herself, spreading her 
anus with the head of Harry's thick cock. Both Lily and Harry 
moaned. Hermione leaned back, once the head was in. To 
her surprise, Lily lowered herself in one movement, impaling 
her butt to the hilt on Harry's rock-hard cockmeat. 

"Ohhhhhhh, GAWWWD!", Lily cried, clutching her tits. “Now, 
fuck me! FUCK MOMMA'S ASSHOLE, BABY!'"' 

Lily began rocking her hips, pumping Harry's cock in and out 
of her asshole. Hermione watched, feeling her own orgasm 
about to arrive. Harry licked her clit and shoved two fingers 
in her ass, and Hermione came with a loud squeal. 

“Ohhhhh yeahhhhh, make me cummmmmm!'', Hermione 
cried, shaking and quivering her firm teen ass over Harry's 
face. 

“Suck her pussy, Harry.'', husked Lily. “Shove your tongue 
right up her hot, juicy little cunt and lick her out good!" 

Hermione moaned even louder as Harry shoved his tongue 
inside her. Then, she fell off to one side, curling up on the 
floor. Lily looked down and saw Hermione, naked and 
shaking in orgasm on the floor. Her sparse brown pussy hair 
didn't conceal the glistening wetness on her cunt, and she 
could see Hermione's puckered hole pulse as she spasmed 
again. 



“Fuck my ass Harry!", Lily said. "Shove that fucker up 
mommy's hot ass and fuck me hard, baby!" 

Harry rocked his hips in time with hers, fucking his mother 
as he had fucked Hermione earlier. He could feel her cunt 
juice running down onto his balls, the wonderful tightness of 
her sphincter, and her womanly passion. 

"Fuck her!", Hermione moaned, getting more and more 
excited by the second. "Fuck your mom's hot ass, Harry!" 

"I am!", Harry cried out, ramming his mother's asshole with 
his thick cockmeat, plunging into her hot, buttery depths 
over and over again. 

Lily was able to relax her ass at just the right time, keeping 
her son just on the edge, breaking the rhythm at just the 
proper moment several times. Harry felt the cum backing up 
inside his balls, from all the false alarms. His mother did it 
twice more, each time begging for him to fill her ass full of 
his semen. Harry grabbed her ass tightly and began 
pounding into her butt as hard and fast as he could. Lily let 
out a long, wavering moan as their bodies slammed 
together. Hermione crawled around and lay on the floor 
watching Harry's tight, muscular ass pump back and forth, 
his strong arms pulling Lily's ass hard against his thrusting 
cock. 

"Yeah! Shoot it!", Hermione said, fingering her gooey, open 
clit. "Cum in your Mom's ass, Harry!" 

"YES!, you gorgeous young prick! Fill me! Uhhhhhhhhhhh! 
Ohhh! Squirt my butt full of cum!", Lily cried, "Fuck my ass 
like you did Mione, honey! Make me your cum-filled butt- 
fucking momma!" 



Harry felt it, and plowed deep into his mother's tight 
asshole, his cock straining deep inside her. Lily felt his 
thrust, and the throbbing of his cock. A gush of warm cum 
flooded into her butt, then another and another. 

"Ohhhh Gawwwwwwwddd Cummmmm, baby!" Lily moaned, 
shaking all over. "Cummm in my ass!" 

Harry grunted and fucked deeply into his mother's tight 
asshole, feeling his cock spurting over and over. His balls 
were clenched tight against his body. Hermione reached up 
and tickled his balls, sending another several squirts of jism 
into Lily's asshole. They collapsed in a heap, panting for 
breath and sweating heavily. 

"Oh, by the way Mrs Potter..." Hermione said, giving the hot 
redhead witch a very deep passionate kiss, "Happy 
birthday!" 

"Thanks, baby!", smiled Lily. "I hope I don't have to wait 
long for a fuck like that one." 

"No way. Mom!", said Harry, grinning at his hot mother who 
just finished a very steamy kiss with his equally hot 
bestfriend and lover. His eyes were on his mother's naked 
tits all this time. "I feel so damned horny right now, I could 
fuck the both of you till the sun is up." 

Lily rose up to her feet from the bucking bronco she just 
rided and glanced down at her son's still stiff, pulsing cock 
as he was still on his back there on the corridor floor. 
Mmmmmmmmm, he probably could too, she thought. She 
gave Hermione a devilish grin. 

"What do you think, Hermione, honey. Do you think he's up 
to satisfying the two of us... all night?" 



Hermione grabbed Harry by the cock. “Oooooh, let's find 
out, Mrs Potter," she giggled. "Which bed... Harry's or the 
water bed?" 

"Water bed... is bigger, darling," laughed Lily, leading the 
way into the room with the water bed. 

Once inside, Lily lay down on the bed and spread her legs 
wide, smiling up at Hermione and Harry like some naked, 
Greek goddess. 

Harry reached out and stroked the outer lips of his mother's 
pussy. Her sigh made him braver and his fingers stirred and 
probed freely. He might have stroked her pussy longer if 
Hermione hadn't interrupted. His bestfriend was taking 
control... 

"Harry, I think your Mom's pussy needs a big wet kiss." 

Harry only needed the idea. He lowered his head between 
his mother's thighs, rested his chin on her pert little asshole 
and started licking her drooling sex. He used his thumbs to 
part the soft folds of his mother's pussy, lapping his tongue 
up and down the cunt-slit, curling it around her stiff clit. 

"Oh, Harry, that's nice!" Lily gasped. 

Hermione stared at Harry's tongue licking at Lily's cunt, her 
eyes smoldering as she rubbed at the moist slit between her 
own slender young thighs. She touched one of Lily's tits, 
pulling and twisting the nipple. Lily looked up at the hot 
teen and smiled knowingly. 

"Hermione, you look as if. . . do you want to lick my pussy, 
too?" 


Hermione didn't answer, but her tongue lolled out. 



“She can't lick your cunt now, Mom," said Harry lifting his 
face from his mother's crotch. “I wanna fuck you first. She 
can lick your pussy after I fuck you." 

Hermione squeezed Lily's tits and watched as Harry knelt 
between her wide-spread thighs, inching his cock into the 
wet, creamy tightness of his mom's cunt. 

Lily, her breath taken away by the penetration of Harry's 
cock, pushed her hand outward and up the back of 
Hermione's thigh to cup her rounded ass. Hermione turned 
to give Lily a better position to feel her as she watched Harry 
fuck his cock all the way into Lily's pussy. Holding her by the 
hips, Harry began to pump, fucking his cock in and out of his 
mother's eagerly upthrust cunt. 

Panting with lust, Hermione ran her fingers through Lily's 
soft cunt-hair, excited by the way Harry's cock made Lily's 
cuntmound bulge out around his impaling thickness. When 
Hermione's fingertip found her throbbing clit Lily, squealed 
softly, shoving her hand to Hermione's pussy, feeling the 
wet heat of her cunt. 

“Oooooh, Harry, fuck me, baby!" Lily gasped, tossing her 
hips up to meet the plunge of his cock. “Fuck mother! 
Uhhhhhh, Ohhh! You feel so hard in my pussy, baby! Fuck 
me, Harry! Fuck your momma real hard!" 

The pistoning of Harry's cock inside Lily's cunt fascinated 
Hermione. 

“Ooooh, I'm getting so hot watching you two!" she squealed. 
“Mrs Pottter, you should see how his cock goes in your cunt! 
Ooohhh, it's beautiful!" 

“It feels beautiful!" Lily gasped, lurching up and grinding 
when her son rammed deep. 



“So hot, so wet," Hermione whimpered, spreading two 
fingers over the swollen lips of Lily's cunt, feeling Harry's 
cock slide in and out. 

Shifting her hips, Hermione turned her naked ass toward 
Lily's head. Lily needed no further encouragement, and 
plunged her middle finger into Hermione's cunt. 

“Oooh, Mrs Potter!'' Hermione squealed, spreading her legs. 
“Do it to me! Finger-fuck my pussy! Oooh, fuck my cunt... 
fuck me with your finger!" 

Lily finger-fucked Hermione eagerly, churning her ass while 
her son pounded energetically into her liquid cunt. Harry 
reached out and began to squeeze and fondle Hermione's 
full round tits as he rammed his prick into his moaning 
mother. 

Hermione kept rubbing Lily's clit. Sweat built up on them, 
but it went unnoticed. The heat inside the bedroom became 
oppressive, but they paid that no attention. 

Lily whipped her ass up and down, fucking her cunt onto her 
son's cock with all the strength she could muster. Her pussy 
was burning, tingling so deliciously. Squeals and gasps of 
ecstasy bubbled from her throat. 

Hermione stared in glassy-eyed passion at the shaft of 
Harry's cock penetrating his horny mother's cunt. It was 
slippery with pussy-juice, his balls slapping at the crack of 
Lily's grinding ass. She could not reach his balls, and shoved 
her hand under Lily's ass, gripping a bunching asscheek as 
if to help Lily move up and down. 


“This is gonna make me come fast!" Harry gurgled. 



“Yessss! Come in my cunt, baby!” Lily wailed. ”1 want to feel 
your cock squirt cum in my cunt, Harry!” 

Lily was fucking her finger as fast as she could into 
Hermione's tight, wet little cunthole, and Hermione was 
trembling as she jutted her ass to make it easier for Lily. 

"Uhngggghhh! I wanna make you come, too. Mom!” Harry 
groaned. "You gotta come, too!” 

”Ohhh, baby!... I will!” Lily whimpered. ”Oh, Ohhh! Will I 
ever come!” 

"Come in your Mom's cunt, Harry!” Hermione sobbed. "Fill 
her hot cunt with jizz!” 

Harry fucked his mother hard and deep, his body going stiff. 
Lily let out a soft yelp, grinding her cunt up onto his 
pommeling cock. She pushed her finger as far into 
Hermione's cunt as she could, a low moan swelling from her 
when she felt her son's cock jerk, then the hot gushing of his 
cum-load. Her pussy clutched his cock at the base, then 
began to pulsate as her orgasm exploded around his virile 
prick. 

Hermione felt them coming and pressed Lily's hand into her 
own cunt, Lily's finger mashing deliciously against her 
throbbing clit. With a cry, Hermione burst with orgasm, her 
cunt contracting about Lily's deeply buried finger. The three 
of them strained and clung tightly to each other, moaning 
loudly as the pleasure filled them. Slowly, Lily lowered her 
ass, mewling with gratification as her son's still-hard cock 
slipped slowly from her satisfied cunt. 

When Hermione felt Lily's finger fall from her pussy, she fell 
backwards on the bed, breathing heavily, her legs spread 



wide apart. Her tight pussy gaped slightly open, revealing 
the insatiable wetness inside. 

“Ohhh, that was good!” Lily finally breathed. 

Hermione was staring at Harry's cock. It was wet with Lily's 
cunt-cream. Even his balls gleamed with a liberal coating of 
his mother's pussy-juice. Lily saw the expression on 
Hermione's face, and sensed that Hermione was nowhere 
near satisfied with the one orgasm she had given her. Harry 
seemed to understand. He stood up and knelt between 
Hermione's thighs, spreading her legs wide. 

"Want me to suck your cunt, Hermione?” he asked, kissing 
his way up her creamy inner thighs. 

Hermione could hardly speak, but nodded her head. Her 
eyes were still glazed with passion. Lily turned onto her side, 
watching as her son licked his way all the way up to 
Hermione's cunt. She was both fascinated and surprised at 
her own responses. After fucking her own son, she felt no 
jealousy at all, only excitement as Harry prepared to suck 
Hermione's juicy fuck-slot. 

Hermione leaned back, watching Harry. The moment his 
tongue made contact with her clit, she gasped loudly. 
Grabbing the back of his head, she smashed his eager face 
into her cunt. 

"Ohhhh, Harry!” the teen witch cried out. 

Harry licked swiftly, sliding his tongue along Hermione's 
juicy wet pussy-slit, flicking madly at her swollen clit. Her 
eyes bulged when he darted his tongue in and out of her 
cunt. Her hips rose and she began to grind her cunt into his 
face. The juicy sounds were loud in the room, adding to the 
feverish excitement. 



“Suck her good, Harry! “ Lily urged as she watched. “Suck 
her hot cunt! Fuck her pussy with your tongue, baby! Make 
her come!" 

Harry fucked his tongue deep into Hermione's steamy cunt, 
poking and licking and wiggling it until the teen witch 
thought she would faint with excitement. He grabbed her 
churning ass in his palms, feeling the hot, smooth inside 
surfaces of her thighs brushing his cheeks. 

“Oooh, Ohhh!" Hermione sobbed. “Ohhh, suck my pussy, 
Harry! Suck my cunt and fuck it with your tongue! 
Unnnghhhhhh! Ohhh, I love this! I love getting my cunt 
sucked!" 

But it didn't last long. Hermione was much too hot, much too 
aroused. She began to buck and grind mindlessly, deep, 
husky moans coming from her sensuously parted lips. She 
smashed her cunt over and over into Harry's open mouth, 
his tongue inside her pussy, his lips sucking her clit. 

Watching intently, Lily fondled her own cunt, one leg up. 
bent at the knee. She was hot, but not so hot she was losing 
control. Watching her son suck and lick Hermione's cunt 
sent shivers of passion through her. 

“Ummmmm! Harry! Harry, I'm gonna come!" Hermione 
cried. 

Harry squeezed Hermione's ass, ramming his tongue as far 
up into her tight cunt as he could. That sent Hermione's hips 
lurching up, her cunt tight against his mouth. She yelped, 
then began to come, the spasms strong, making her hips 
jerk and her stomach ripple, her legs squeezing Harry's 
head. Seeing Hermione come, Lily cupped her own pussy 
tightly, a small orgasm bursting inside her. 



When Harry pulled his head from between Hermione's slick 
slim thighs, his face was wet from nose to chin. He sat back, 
licking his lips, grinning proudly. 

“I like to suck pussy,” he said. ”1 like how it feels on my 
mouth, all soft and hot and wet.” 

"You just love pussy,” his mother grinned. 

Harry laughed. "You wanna lick Mom's cunt, Hermione?” 

Hermione stared at Lily's open, drooling cuntlips as she 
fondled Harry's balls. "Maybe later, but for now I want a juicy 
big cock!” she grinned. 

The wizard was grinning from ear to ear as he lay back on 
the bed, waiting for his naked bestfriend and mother to suck 
his cock back to life so he could fuck them both again. 'Shit! 
He must have died and gone to heaven!', he thought as his 
mother leaned over and began to lick up along his thigh. His 
bestfriend started to do the same on the other leg. 

Harry watched them, his cock jutting in the air with 
throbbing hardness. Their tongues swirled and left trails of 
hot wetness on his thighs. Squirming beneath their hands 
and lips, Harry began to moan as the sensations rippled 
through his naked body. 

"Mmmmmm, you like that, don't you, honey?” his mother 
asked softly. 

"Ohhhhhh, yeahhhh. Mom!” 

"Just lie back and let us have some fun, Harry.” Hermione 
giggled, sounding totally wanton. 



Lily lapped at her son's thigh near his balls. Hermione held 
his cock at the base and aimed the cock-head toward Lily, 
rubbing the dripping tip of Harry's erect prick over Lily's 
cheek. Lily purred softly and licked at the smooth cock-tip, 
then across her son's piss-hole. Hermione made a low 
gurgling sound, watching intently as Lily licked and sucked 
at Harry's long, thickening cock. 

Lily lifted her son's balls in her palm and Hermione eagerly 
kissed them, licking Harry's large, pink ball-sac eagerly as 
she stared up sensuously at Lily. Harry began to pant hotly 
as he watched his mother's wet tongue swish on the head of 
his cock and felt Hermione's lips suck hungrily on his 
swollen nuts. 

“Mmmm, your cock is dripping so nicely, Harry," Lily purred. 
"Hermione, don't you want a taste?" 

Hermione stared at Harry's cock a moment, then darted her 
tongue against his piss-hole, licking it at the tiny slit, her 
eyes half closed in a dreamy expression. Lily lowered her 
mouth to her son's balls, twisting her hot, eager tongue 
around them. She gazed at Hermione, watching Hermione 
press her lips over Harry's fat cockhead, sucking hard as her 
fist gripped the base of the wizard's prick tightly. 

Pushing Hermione's fingers off her son's cock, Lily began 
licking at the base, running her tongue through the downy 
hairs, rubbing his smooth balls on her cheek. She kept 
licking at the throbbing shaft of her son's cock and watched 
Hermione close her mouth around his huge cock-head. 

As Hermione sank down, taking Harry's cock deep into her 
mouth, Lily ran her tongue up, licking at the stretching, 
cock-filled mouth of Hermione. Harry closed his eyes. 



enjoying the wonderful sensation of two sets of soft, 
attentive female lips devouring his throbbing young prick. 

As Hermione deep-throated his cock, Harry felt his mother's 
tongue on his cock-shaft near his balls. It took all the reserve 
he had to prevent himself from coming there and then. But it 
was important he held back... he had TWO pussies to satisfy 
tonight! 

Her cunt burning, and her eyes gazed with passion, Lily 
watched Hermione take most of Harry's cock into her mouth. 
She ran her tongue over the teen witch's lips and down to 
her son's balls, then up again. She pressed her tongue past 
Hermione's lips and into her wet, hungry mouth. Hermione 
moaned and began sucking up and down, Harry's cock and 
Lily's tongue in her mouth. 

Hermione moved her hand up along Lily's thigh, writhing her 
lovely body sensuously against Lily as she sucked on Harry's 
cock. Lily moaned softly at the contact, opening her thighs 
and urging Hermione to touch her crotch by pushing her 
hips forward. Hermione responded by moving her fingers up 
into Lily's eagerly-offered crotch, caressing the wet lips of 
Lily's cunt. 

Lily pulled her tongue from Hermione's cock-stuffed mouth 
and sucked her son's balls into her mouth just as Hermione's 
finger began to rub at her clit. 

Hermione pushed her mouth down, her lips at the base of 
Harry's cock. Hermione's lips met Lily's, making them both 
moan softly. Excited by the highly erotic contact, Lily shoved 
her hand up Hermione's thighs, her hand between them, 
fondling Hermione's tight little ass. 

"Mmmmm, nice!" Lily purred, lifting her mouth. "Hermione, 
let me suck his cock a while! Play with my cunt and let me 



suck on Harry's cock a little!" 


Hermione pulled her lips Harry's his cock reluctantly, but 
gasped in delight as she watched Lily swallow it deeply. She 
moved her fingers on the wet slit of Lily's cunt, parting her 
own thighs a bit to give Lily more room to feel her up. Lily 
bobbed her face up and down, sucking wetly on her son's 
cock, and thrust a finger into Hermione's tight, steaming 
cunt. Hermione, with a squeal, rubbed harder on Lily's 
vibrating clit, pulling Harry's balls into her mouth. 

Harry panted as he watched them, his cock burning with 
hardness. His balls ached gently, loaded with cum. His 
hands fondled their tits, squeezing and twisting the stiff 
nipples. 

"Ohhh, what hot fucking mouths!" he gasped. 

Hermione giggled around his balls. 

Lily pulled from him. "What a hot big fucking cock, baby!" 

"Mmmm, nice balls, too, Mrs Potter!" Hermione mewled, 
releasing Harry's balls and running her tongue up and down 
his cock. 

As Hermione's tongue reached the wizard's swollen 
cockhead, Lily dipped her face and pulled both Hermione's 
tongue and her son's cock into her mouth. She finger-fucked 
Hermione with more aggressiveness, sucking eagerly on 
tongue and cock. Hermione breathed hotly, and began to 
finger-fuck Lily in return. Her tongue twisted along the shaft 
of Harry's cock inside Lily's mouth. 

Harry squirmed his naked ass on the bed, groaning in 
ecstasy. He watched their tits jiggle as their fingers plunged 
into each other's fiery wet cunts, their mouths on his cock. 



“Oooooh, Ohhh! I can't stand it any more!" Lily cried, 
watching Hermione suck her son's cock. "Let's make him 
come, Hermione! Let's see how much come he has left in 
those gorgeous balls of his!" 

With their faces close, Lily and Hermione licked at the head 
of Harry's cock, their tongues touching, tasting each other 
as well as his prick. Harry stared down at them with glowing 
eyes, his ass bunching. He clutched their tits hard in his 
hands, hearing the wet sounds as Hermione and Lily fucked 
their fingers into each other like crazy. 

Both Lily and Hermione were eager to make him come now, 
and as they sucked on his cock they kept thrusting their 
tongues into each other's mouth at the same time. 

"Ohhhh, yes!" Harry cried out. "Suck it, you horny cunts! 
Suck my fuckin' cock!" 

Lily worked her lips down her son's cock, pulling Hermione's 
tongue inside along with it. As Hermione pressed her tongue 
against the head of Harry's cock, she sucked up and down, 
mewling deep in her throat. Her lips tingled with erotic 
delight, her mouth wet. Harry began to strain upward, his 
face starting to contort as the rapture slowly became 
unbearable. He was quickly getting to the point of coming 
off, and his squirming told them so. 

He started gasping, making throaty choking sounds, 
gripping them each by a tit as hard as he could, his head 
and shoulders lifting off the bed. His cock throbbed inside 
his mother's mouth, pre-cum oozing from his piss-hole. 

Lily and Hermione both tasted his seeping pre-cum. It made 
Lily eager to have him gush jism, and caused Hermione to 
twist her tongue as best she could inside Lily's mouth. 



“Uhhnnghhhh! Yeahhhh!” Harry moaned loudly. “I'm gonna 
come!" 

A huge jet of cum spewed from Harry's piss-hole into his 
mother's vacuuming mouth. Lily moaned as she tasted his 
yummy jizz, and Hermione's eyes closed dreamily as she, 
too, tasted it. The spurts came swiftly, filling Lily's mouth. 
Jism spread over both tongues, and Lily began to swallow 
what she could, but the young wizard was cumming a 
bucketload and what the horny mother couldn't swallow 
oozed out around her lips, smearing those of Hermione. 

Harry cried out with the force of his climax, spewing cum 
rapidly into his mother's mouth. Lily gulped and sucked, and 
Hermione moaned at the taste of Harry's delicious cum-load. 

Thinking he was finished, Lily lifted her dripping mouth. 
Hermione, with a squeal, closed her lips over Harry's cock 
and sucked as hard as she could. Two more spurts of cum 
gushed out of his cock into her hot mouth. With a wet sound, 
Hermione pushed her cunt hard against Lily's buried fingers 
and began to come in waves of hot orgasm. 

Lily felt Hermione's pussy convulse on her finger, and seeing 
she was gulping the final squirts of jism from her son, cried 
out as her own cunt exploded with a wild, hot series of 
contractions. She closed her lips around Harry's balls and 
sucked them while Hermione kept sucking on Harry's slowly 
wilting cock. 

When they finally sat up, their lips were puffy and glistening 
wetly, their eyes glowing, looking very pleased with what 
they had done for Harry. Harry slumped back, breathing hard 
as his body trembled, the light from the bedlamp glistening 
on his sweaty young body. 


“Did I come enough?" he asked quietly. 



“Come enough?" His mother laughed huskily. “If you had 
come any more, it would have choked me, baby! 
Mmmmmmm, I loved it!" 

“So did I!" Hermione whispered, licking Harry's cum from her 
lips as she pulled her hand from Lily's thighs. “I felt your 
cunt when you came, Mrs Potter." 

“I felt your pussy, too, baby" Lily replied. “I'd say we don't 
really need Harry to come. What do you think?" 

“Hey!" Harry yelped, sitting up. 

“Just kidding," Lily laughed, kissing her son on the lips. “It 
wasn't just our fingers that made us come, it was sucking 
that beautiful cock of yours, right Hermione?" 

“You bet, Mrs Potter!" giggled Hermione, staring at Harry's 
huge cock and balls. “But I'd rather do something else with 
it!... Can you get it hard again, Harry?" 

The teen wizard just grinned back at Hermione and fisted his 
semi-hard dick, coaxing it back into life. A couple of long, 
hard jerks and Harry's nine inch prick began to swell 
noticeably, well on the way back to full erection. 

“Ohhh, you two are insatiable!" laughed Lily. 

“You complaining. Mom?" smiled Harry, lewdly jerking off in 
front of his naked mother. 

“Mmmmmm, mmmmm! No way, baby! I can't get enough of 
you!" 

Harry lay back and stared at his mother's juicy cunt. “Me 
either. Mom. Me either!", he muttered as Lily wantonly 
spread her pussylips and began to rub herself openly in 



front of her son. Hermione did the same and within a few 
minutes, Harry's cock was once more raging with hardness. 

“You first, honey" Lily offered. 

With a low moan, Hermione straddled Harry and squatted 
over his upthrust cock. As she settled down, Lily moved 
closer to watch the teens fuck. 

Once Harry's thick cock was buried in her cunt, Hermione 
began to bounce her hot hearth shape ass, fucking herself 
deliriously on Harry's rigid cock. She lunged up and down, 
twisting sideways, squealing with pleasure. Lily knelt and 
fondled Hermione's pumping ass, sliding her hands 
underneath Hermione to feel her full firm tits. She caressed 
Hermione's creamy thighs, her sweet ass, her tits, then her 
hand moved down again. She held her son's balls, watching 
Hermione's ring shape cuntlips bulge around his stiff prick. 

Hermione orgasmed in no time, bucking and squealing on 
Harry's cock like a two-dollar whore. Fucking Harry while Lily 
watched had a lot to do with it, too. She had never been so 
turned on in her life! 

“Now me!" Lily gasped. “My turn, Hermione! Ohhh, my cunt 
is on fire for his hard cock!" 

Hermione rose, and Lily quickly squatted over her son, 
plunging down hard onto him, impaling herself almost 
viciously on the wizard's huge, glistening shaft. Like 
Hermione, Lily whipped her gorgeous ass about, grinding 
her pussy down hard onto Harry's prick. She began 
trembling as Hermione ran her hands about her naked body. 

Harry, too, was touching his mother, playing with her 
jiggling tits. Lily cried out and fucked him faster, her tight. 



clinging cuntlips sliding up and down the length of his 
slippery shaft with delicious smoothness. 

Hermione knelt beside them and began to suck on Lily's tits. 
Lily grabbed the back of Hermione's head, cramming her 
nipple far into the teen witch's wet hot mouth, grinding her 
cunt down hard on Harry's cock. 

“Suck my tit. Hermione!" she sobbed. “Ohhh, suck my tit! 
Harry, fuck me! Fuck mother! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me! 
Ooohhh, I'm cummmming again!" 

As soon as Lily slumped forward over him, Hermione rolled 
onto her back and spread her thighs wide. 

“Me, now, Harry!" she gasped. “Fuck me now!" 

Harry yanked his cock from his mother's cunt, and fucked 
into Hermione's cunt in a quick lunge. Lily, feverish with 
heat, leaned over and began sucking Hermione's tit. Her 
tongue swirled as her lips pulled. The rapid plunge of Harry's 
cock into Hermione's cunt and the wet heat on her tit 
brought cries of ecstasy from the teen witch. 

But, panting hard Harry, pulled his cock from her, and 
rushed between his mother's legs. He rammed his prick into 
his mother's cunt hard, making Lily gurgle with lust. 

“Ohhh, Ohhh, this is so hot! It's happening already!" Lily 
sobbed. “Harry, fuck me hard! You're going to make me 
come again, baby!" 

Harry fucked harder, making wet, slurping sounds. 

“Now! Now, Harry!" 



Lily slammed her cunt hard against him, coming in wave 
after wave of orgasm, her cunt gripping his cock, rippling 
along the cock-shaft. She was still coming when Harry jerked 
his prick from his mother's pussy and plunged deeply into 
Hermione's cunt. 

Hermione wrapped her legs about his, churning her naked 
ass in a frenzy, coming hard. But Harry, unable to take any 
more hot squeezes on his cock, pulled free, and on his knees 
before the two naked witches, began to come like a fountain. 
He squirted streaks of cum through the sparse hair on 
Hermione's cunt, then twisted his body and sprayed the 
redish hair of his mother's pussy. He came and came, like 
only a sixteen years old wizard can, soaking their quivering 
crotches completely with cock-cream. 

Hermione recovered first. She sat up quickly and began 
sucking the head of Harry's cock, tasting the last remnants 
of his tasty sperm. When she pulled her mouth off, she saw 
Harry's jism in Lily's pussy-hair and dipped her face to Lily's 
crotch, licking hungrily. Her tongue swirled through the soft 
cunt-hairs, touching the tip of Lily's clit. Lily's hips jerked 
upward. 

"Ohhh, you'll make me come again, Hermioneeeee!" Lily 
gasped. 

Hermione raised her head, giggling. “I guess I do!" 

"Lie back," Lily said, pushing Hermione down. 

She leaned over and licked her son's cum from the hairs of 
Hermione's cunt. But before she raised up, she twirled her 
tongue around the seventeen years old witch's throbbing 
clit a few times. 


"There, we both licked each other's cunt." 



“Do me more," Hermione said as they lay back smiling at 
each other. “I want to cum again, Mrs Potter." 


“Mmmmm, so do I," Lily said. 

“Fucking witches," Harry said playfully, before he went to 
sleep. “Never satisfied." 

He was right! The two horny witches got in a sixty nine a 
went at it long after Harry went to sleep, until themselves 
went to sleep in that position after a very satisfying orgasm 
for both... 


Chapter 34 - Fourway or three plus one 

Like any virile, sixteen years old wizard, Harry awoke the 
next morning around eleven with a partial harden. It was 
much firmer than normal. Automatically, his hand reached 
down under the sheets to grip his lengthening cock. In his 
mind's eye, Harry replayed every last lurid detail of the 
night before over and over, squeezing and rubbing his hard 
cock until it was in a state of full, throbbing erection. Harry 
began to jerk himself off with long deliberate strokes, just as 
he had done every morning since he was about thirteen. 

But then it struck him... he didn't have to play with himself 
anymore! Not after knowing he had pussy available to him 
just a couple of rooms down the corridor! There were three, 
no... four... willing and available pieces of delectable snatch 
living under the same roof! Harry's cock leapt at the 
thought, and he jumped quickly out of bed, hurrying down 
the hallway to Nym's room, hoping that his sexy cousin was 
still in bed and feeling as horny as he was. The door was 
open, but Nym's bed was empty. 'Damn!', he thought. 
Turning around, Harry went back down the hall until he 
stood before Hermione and Fleur's bedroom door. 




He simply opened the door and stepped quietly inside. 

There Hermione lay sprawled in the centre of the big double 
bed. She was still fast asleep, with the white, satin sheets 
barely covering her obvious nakedness. Harry looked quickly 
about as he moved slowly towards the foot of the bed. 'She 
must be catching up on sleep after last night', he thought 
with a smile. His cock stirred again as he looked down at his 
sleeping bestfriend. She was so beautiful... so sexy. Her 
crotch was covered by the sheet, but her firm, full, round tits 
with their large, pink nipples made the young wizard's 
mouth water. He had to see her pussy again! Her body was 
driving him wild! 

With a grin, Harry reached down and grabbed the sheet, 
pulling it slowly, lower and lower down over Hermione's 
sleek, naked thighs. To Harry's delight, Hermione stretched 
in her sleep, opening her thighs wide apart as the sheet 
slipped, ever so gradually, down over her lower body. Harry's 
heart began to beat like mad as Hermione's cunt came into 
view. The moist, swollen lips were wide open, giving Harry a 
clear view of her juicy, inviting cuntslit. Unconsciously, 
Hermione was giving Harry exactly the kind of show he 
craved. In his sexual fantasies, Harry had frequently 
visualized a horde of beautiful, sexy witches, lying before 
him, just like the hot dark brown witch was doing this very 
moment, spread-eagled and naked. 

As the sheet fell away from Hermione's thighs, Harry stared 
hungrily at her exposed pussy, licking his lips as his eyes 
devoured her nakedness. He stood transfixed for several 
seconds before leaning over her. Hermione, at seventeen 
sure had a hot body, a body so perfect that could give a run 
for the money to the hot and sexxy Fleur, their lover for 
almost a year now. And Fleur sure was one of the most 
beautifull witch on the planet. Both had dynamite bodies 
that were even more beautiful than the nude young models 



who posed in the muggle magazines that Harry used as he 
jacked off a few years back when he was younger. With a 
lustful smile on his handsome features, the wizard climbed 
onto the bed and knelt between Hermione's carelessly 
spread thighs, careful not to wake her. At least not yet 
anyway! 

The heady, aromatic fragrance of Hermione's moist cunt 
filled Harry's young nostrils as he bent his head towards her 
open crotch. Ever so carefully, the wizard eased her smooth, 
creamy thighs wider apart and lay down on the bed, 
positioning his mouth directly above Hermione's long, 
glistening slit. The lips of his sleeping bestfriend's cunt 
gaped obscenely open, revealing the juicy, pink wetness 
within. It was a delicious sight which the excited young 
wizard found impossible to resist. 

With eager hands, Harry began to stroke Hermione's naked 
belly and smooth inner thighs, occasionally letting his 
fingertips brush tantalizingly against her moist, curly 
cuntbush. 

Harry could feel the heat emanating from Hermione's cunt 
and it spurred him on. Leaning on his elbows, the wizard 
reached out and smoothed the soft hair away from her pink 
cuntslit and very slowly inserted a finger into it. Hermione 
moaned softly, instinctively lifting her hips up against the 
invading digit. Although her cunt muscles quivered and 
clasped at his finger, Hermione still remained fast asleep. 
Harry inserted a second finger and began to fuck them 
slowly in and out of Hermione's tight, slippery cunthole, 
watching her face intently for any signs of awakening. 
Hermione's cunt-juice began to ooze out around Harry's 
fucking fingers and dribble down the crack of her ass. 



On impulse, he leaned forward and licked up the clear, 
fragrant droplets before they could fall onto the bedsheets. 
As Harry's hot, wet tongue rasped suddenly over her 
sensitive flesh, Hermione's eyes flew open. The first thing 
she saw was the top of Harry's head, bobbing up and down 
between her wide-spread thighs, and the first thing she felt 
was the pure bliss of his tongue and fingers working on her 
quivering gash. Hermione groaned with pleasure as she 
realized what was happening, and reached down to grab the 
wizard's head with both hands, pressing his mouth into her 
eager cunt. 

“Ohhh, Ohhhh! Harry! I thought I was dreaming! 
Ahhhhhgggghhh! Yesss! Suck me baby! Eat my cunt, love!" 

Harry looked up from her crotch with a sly grin on his juice 
streaked face. 

"Hi, Mione! I couldn't resist breakfast in bed.", he laughed, 
"You looked so damn appetizing, I couldn't help myself!" 

"Mmmmmmmm, and I'm glad you did too, love!" Hermione 
smiled and stretched lewdly, pushing Harry's face back 
down onto her temporary neglected cunt, anxious for more. 
"Eat me!",she whimpered, "Lick my hot cunt, love! Ohhhh, 
I'm so fucking wet! Put your nice long tongue inside me, 
honey and suck me off!" 

Hermione cried out as Harry's hot lips covered her pussy and 
sucked her puffy cuntlips and distended clit into his mouth. 
She spread her feet wide, bending her knees and pulling 
them back until her aroused twat stood out like a mound of 
runny pink jelly. Harry licked and sucked at Hermiones cunt 
like a hungry young pup. Holding her naked ass-cheeks in 
both hands, he lifted her hot, willing cuntflesh to his mouth, 
licking and sucking the entrance of her womanhood. Harry's 



mouth on her clit was driving Hermione wild, and she 
gurgled deep in her throat as the wizard chewed gently on 
her inflamed clit. 

“Ohhhh! Fuck, that's good, love! Suck my clit! Make me 
come! Make me come and I'll let you fuck my hot, juicy cunt! 
Wouldn't you like that, Harry?" 

Harry didn't reply, but the increased vigour of his mouth 
movements on her clitoris told Hermione that, that was 
exactly what her horny bestfriend had in mind. Harry rotated 
his mouth hungrily in the heated wetness of Hermione's 
wide-open twat, her spread cuntlips covering his face with 
sticky, fragrant juices. As his horny bestfriend squealed and 
bucked her pussy against his chin, Harry slipped his hands 
under her tight, firm asscheeks, pulling her hot, juice-filled 
cunt harder against his open mouth. Hermione's cuntflesh 
writhed and pulsed against his face as Harry buried his stiff, 
pointed tongue deep inside her seething cunthole. 

Hermione was in seventh heaven as Harry noisily sucked up 
her abundant juices and then began to thrust his hard 
tongue in and out of her quivering snatch like a short, fat 
cock, giving himself up completely to the wild, raw energy 
that surged between them. His beautiful bestfriend felt the 
same, all thoughts of the nature of their coupling were 
blotted from their minds. While they enjoyed each other's 
bodies sexually, they ceased to be bestfriends, and became 
simply, male and female, engaged in the age-old ritual of 
mutual, sexual gratification. 

As his nose pressed repeatedly against Hermione's clit, 

Harry heard her uninhibited moans of pleasure increase in 
both loudness and pitch. Her cunt began to contract, 
opening and closing around his tongue until he had a hard 
time breathing. Then he spread her still wider with his palms 



and began to stab and flick his tongue against her 
prominent clit, trying desperately to make her come, teasing 
the hard, erect little bud until she almost passed out from 
sheer pleasure. 

“Ahhhhhhghhh! Fuuuuccckkkk! Suck it, Harry! Put your lips 
around it and suck like mad! I gonna come all over your 
mouth, baby! Ohhhhhhhhh, Ohhhh! Yess!” 

Hermione's tongue-ravaged pussy flowered open even wider 
as she neared orgasm, her cunt-juices flowing freely out over 
Harry's sucking mouth and chin, to trickle slowly down into 
the damp crevice between the cheeks of her compact ass. 
The erotic scent of Hermione's fully aroused cunt filled his 
nostrils as Harry lifted his lips to her clit and sucked it deep 
into his mouth. He sucked and nibbled at it with a fury, 
pressing it hard between his lips and occasionally flicking it 
with the tip of his tongue, but always returning it deep into 
his mouth as he sucked on it like a baby on a tit. 

Hermione could feel her climax building rapidly, flowing 
outward from her loins like a firey tidal wave of white-hot 
pleasure. She pressed frantically on the back of Harry's head 
as he ate her, rubbing her cunt savagely against his face 
until she suddenly stiffened, screaming in violent orgasm. 

"Ohhhh! Ohhhhh! Arhhhhhggghhhh!... Ohhhh! Oh, Ohhhh, 
I'm cummming Harry!... I'm cumming in your horny fuckin' 
mouth, love! Eat my juice! Ohhhh, fuck yesssssss!" 

Torrents of cunt juice exploded into Harry's fast working 
mouth, spreading their sticky warmth all over his cheeks and 
down his chin until Hermione heaved one last time, grunting 
out the last of her orgasm as she collapsed back onto the 
bed. 



The wizard looked up at Hermione, his lower face still 
pressed into her cunt, watching her tits, her pink nipples 
jutting stiffly upward. Hermione looked down at him, a 
satisfied smile on her glowing face. 

“Merlin, that was good, Harry!", she breathed. “I think it was 
even better than last night!" 

“Practice makes perfect, Mione", the wizard grinned. 

Hermione held out her hands, and Harry scrambled up over 
her body until he lay on top of her, his stiff monster cock 
pressing urgently against the damp flesh of her stomach, 
throbbing gently. Hermione's pussy shivered with renewed 
cuntheat as she felt Harry's big prick against her belly . 
Although she'd just experienced a very powerful orgasm, 
she longed for his hard, virile cock filling her pussy. With the 
memories of last couple of days of pure bliss seething in her 
brain, Harry's strong, muscular body was like an aphrodisiac, 
turning heron again... something fierce! 

Hermione reached down between his muscular thighs and 
wrapped her long, slender fingers around his swollen prick, 
pumping her fist up and down Harry's long, hard shaft a 
number of times. With a moan, she pulled his cum-coated 
mouth down onto her own and kissed him passionately, 
tasting her own cuntjuice on his soft, wet lips. Harry cupped 
Hermione's firm, full, round titties and squeezed gently. His 
tongue parted her lips and darted down her throat as the 
wizard returned Hermione's hot, fervent kiss with equal 
passion. Hermione pulled her lips from his. 

She began to move her body against his in a slow, sensual 
rhythm, rubbing the tip of his cock against her twat, 
dragging it slowly through the entire length of her wet, juicy 
cuntslit. 



“Ohhhhh, Harry!”, she moaned, ”Ohhhhh!...Uhnnnghh!” 


Hermione rubbed the wizard's cock at her clit, mewling 
softly. Harry looked down between them, writhing his ass 
with eagerness, anxious to ram his impatient cock up 
Hermione's tightly-stretched cunt at the slightest 
provocation. Hermione looked up at Harry with glazed eyes. 

"Does my hot, wet cunt feel good, love?”, she moaned, "Tell 
me, Harry! Tell me what you want...” 

Hermione was breathing heavily now, panting in long, deep 
breaths as her hand slid his swollen cockhead rapidly back 
and forth between the lips of her slippery gash. She was 
using his cock to tease herself with, but most of all she 
wanted him to talk dirty to her, to build up the excitement of 
their inevitable fuck with verbal images... horny, depraved 
images of fantasies she longed to experience with her 
handsome lover. 

"Your cunt's all hot and wet, Mione!”, he said, kissing her 
nipples one at a time. "... all hot, wet and juicy for my big, 
fat cock!” 

Hermione nodded, her eyes fixed on his face, almost 
hypnotized by his words. 

"Yes! Oh, yes! Your cock is big alright, love! Very big!”, 
murmured Hermione, almost inaudibly. 

Harry's cock twitched in her hand. 

"You like to fuck don't you, Mione!”, grinned Harry, pinching 
her pink nipples. "You like plenty of long, stiff cock rammed 
into that hot, juicy slit of yours, don't you, you horny cunt?” 



Hermione shuddered and squeezed his cock as she 
remembered their first time. 

“Yes! I love it! I always have, ever since we fucked for the 
first time!" Harry could certainly believe that! 

“You play with yourself a lot too when your alone, don't you 
Mione?", he breathed, running his hands slowly over every 
inch of Hermione's firm, creamy breasts, rubbing each nipple 
in turn. 

Harry's voice was low and husky as he ran his fingers down 
between her thighs and grabbed a handful of cunt. The wet 
heat emanating from Hermione's cunt-hole delighted him. 

He also felt moisture there... and plenty of it. In response, 
Hermione yanked even faster on Harry's thick shaft, 
enjoying his finger action on her itchy pussy. Harry, inserted 
his middle finger neatly into Hermione's gaping cunt. As it 
sank into her pussy, Hermione jerked her ass up off the bed 
and whimpered deep in her throat. 

“I want you so much," she sighed, kissing him softly on the 
mouth, “I want you to fuck me so much!" Hermione flexed 
her pussy-muscles around Harry's exploring finger. 

Harry lowered his head and tried to suck Hermione's left tit 
into his mouth. Hermione gave a soft little cry and began to 
stroke the back of Harry's head as he suckled her. 'Life sure 
has become one long, endless orgasm for her together with 
her bestfriend!', she thought, as Harry began to bite gently 
on her nipples. 

Lifting his head from her jutting breasts, Harry looked down 
at Hermione with smouldering eyes, a wild idea had just 
entered in his fevered brain. 



“Would you like me to fuck you up the ass Mione?", he 
breathed, pressing a finger into the puckered little ring of 
Hermione's anus. 

Hermione let out a little yelp at the sudden, exquisite 
pressure on her nether hole. It had always been one of her 
special treats to be fucked in the ass, and the thought of her 
ybestfriend and lover ramming his big, fat cock up her back 
passage made Hermione positively squirm with delight. 
Harry sensed her reaction and pressed harder, wriggling the 
tip of his finger until it slipped easily inside her buttery 
asshole. Hermione writhed against him, moaning loudly with 
mounting pleasure. 

“Yeahhh! You like that, don't you, Mione?", gasped Harry, 
surprised at the strength and suddenness of Hermione's 
reaction. He was dead right, the highly aroused teen witch 
loved the feel of his finger in her tight ass, but Harry had 
excited her beyond all control, and right now it was her 
sizzling cunt that needed immediate attention. 

“Ooooooooh, Harry! You can fuck me in the ass later!", she 
squealed, “I don't think my poor pussy can stand it any 
longer! Fuck me, love! Ram that big, long pole you call a 
cock into my cunt, love, and fuck me hard!" 

Harry knew that it was time. His bestfriend was jerking on 
his cock and wiggling her snatch up at him like crazy... 
totally past caring about anything except getting her 
hungry, insatiable cunt well and truly fucked. 

“Okay! Spread it for me!", ordered Harry, positioning his 
prick at the entrance of Hermione's flooded gash. “Open 
those cuntlips up wide for my cock, Mione, and I'll fuck your 
hot, juicy cunt till you faint!" 



Hermione whimpered with pleasure. Using one hand to 
spread her pussy-lips, she gripped Harry's huge, bloated 
cockshaft with the other, and stuffed it unceremoniously 
into her wet, gaping snatch. 

As his cock entered her, Harry slammed forward, and with 
one mighty stroke, rammed it savagely up to the balls inside 
Hermione's tightly stretched cunthole. 

"OOOOOH SWEET HARRY, WHAT A COCK!", screamed 
Hermione, "SO LONG... AND SO HARD! OHHH, LOVE!... YOU 
FEEL SO HUGE! I CAN FEEL IT UP IN MY BELLY! OH YESSSSS! 
DO IT, HARRY!... FUCK MEEEE!" 

"Ohhhh, Mione! Not so loud!", gasped Harry, "The whole 
fuckin' manor will hear you!" Hermione took no notice, she 
was too engrossed in getting as much of Harry's magnificent 
erection into her cunt as she possibly could. Her pussy walls 
clasped his big, throbbing rod like a vice, holding him firmly 
in it's tight carnal grasp. 

"Move your ass!", urged Hermione, "Oooooh, yeahhhh! 

That's it! Now, fuck me love! Fuck my hot, horny cunt! 
Uhhhhhnnnngghhhh! Ohhhh, that feels goooooooood!" 

Harry lifted himself up on his elbows and began hunching 
his hips, pumping his cock back and forth inside Hermione's 
mound with long, deep strokes. Hermione lifted her head 
and stared down between their sweat-soaked bodies, 
watching excitedly as Harry's virile cock slid deliciously in 
and out of her snatch. Harry saw what she was doing and 
kissed her damp forehead. 

"Can you see my big, fat cock fucking your twat, Mione?", he 
asked. 


"Oooh, Merlin! Can I ever, love!", nodded Hermione. 



Her eyes were round and bright, fixed intently on Harry's 
thick, purple-veined shaft as it reamed her drooling cunt. 

She put her hands on his shoulders for support as he lurched 
forward, his weight pushing her bodily towards the head of 
the bed. 

“Watch it!", grunted Harry. “Watch your horny cunt take 
every inch of my fuckin' cock! Watch me fuck you, Mione!" 

His bestfriend's crotch bounced up and down against him, 
taking his glistening prick as deeply as possible. On the 
down-stroke, Harry began to grind his hips in a slow circle, 
mashing his pubic bone hard against her stiff, throbbing clit. 

“Ohhh, Harry! You're making me so fucking hot!... Ohhhh, I 
love the feel of your cock up my cunt!... Bang it to me, 
love!'', she cried, “Yes, that's it! Fuck me! Screw your horny 
fuckin' bestfriend long and hard!" 

With gasping ecstasy, she bounced her ass faster and faster, 
matching his powerful cockthrusts with equal force. Harry 
fucked like a stallion, and Hermione was determined to 
enjoy him to the fullest. Not only now, but every chance she 
got! Harry ran his hands all over her tingling flesh, 
squeezing her big, jiggling tits and creamy thighs. Anxious 
to please her, the wizard fucked her like a demon, gripping 
her taut, firm ass with both hands as he filled her hungry 
cunt with a full nine inches of throbbing monster cock. 

“Drive it into me, love... make me come now! Fuck me hard, 
baby... make me come all over myself! Uhhhhh, deeper! 
Deeper!" 

Harry loved to hear Hermione beg for it, his cock seemed to 
swell even more as she gasped obcenities into his ear, 
urging him on. His sperm filled balls slapped noisily against 
the crack of her ass, and the contracting muscles of 



Hermione's cunt gripped his pistoning shaft so tightly, it 
almost felt like his prick was being wrenched from his body 
each time he pulled it out of her. Harry inched forward, 
changing the angle of penetration, plunging his cock in so 
deep that Hermione occasionally felt his cockhead enter the 
very mouth of her womb! 

“Is that...Unghh!.. deep enough for you, Mionel", panted 
Harry, increasing the length and tempo of his thrusts. His 
voice was hoarse and his words were punctuated by 
frequent grunts of exertion. 

“Mmmmmmm! Ohhhh Ohhhh, yessssss! Oh, love! It's going 
in so fuckin' deep! I'm gonna come any second. Don't stop, 
whatever you do, you gorgeous little prick!... I'm almost 
there!" 

Her pleading voice died away to a wordless murmur as Harry 
grabbed her firm, round tits, one in each hand, and fucked 
his raging cock into Hermione's upthrust cunt as hard as he 
could. The muscles on his back and thighs bulged with the 
effort as Harry gave the half-crazed witch everything she 
had begged for...and more! 

Harry sensed Hermione's orgasm blossom long before he 
heard her loud scream of release. The whole sheath of 
Hermione's slick, quivering cunt closed tightly around his 
shaft, gripping and pulling at his pounding cock like a 
hungry, sucking mouth. 

“AHHHHGGHH! OOOOOH, HARRY! I'M GUMMING, LOVE! 

NOW! OOOOOW! NOWWW!", yelled Hermione. Their bodies 
were a blur of motion as bestfriends and lovers fucked like 
two wild animals in heat, abandoning themselves 
completely to their pleasure... 


...SS...SS...SS... 



'I wonder if my darling cousin has woken up,' Nym mused, a 
sly smile wrinkling her pretty mouth. Tossing her book aside, 
Nym got up from the couch and went up the stairs of Potter 
Manor. The house appeared to be empty because her aunt 
and uncle were at work, Hermione and Harry were still 
sleeping and Fleur was sunning herself outside by the pool... 
at least that was what she knew an hour ago when she went 
in the Potter library! As she reached the second floor and 
moved down the hallway, some sounds from somewhere got 
to her ears. Moving further, the sounds became louder and 
louder until Nym recognized a familiar moaning sound. It 
was her cousin! He was definitely fucking someone, she 
knew that much, but who? 'Fleur or Hermione or Lily?...' 
thought Nym. She tiptoed quickly down towards the source 
of the noise. It was coming from the bedroom which 
Hermione and Fleur used. Nym's pulse quickened with 
excitement as she moved closer. 

Peeking inside, she saw two naked bodies writhing on the 
bed. One of them was her cousin, but Nym couldn't see who 
the other belonged to. She was on her back with her legs 
spread, and Harry was on top of her with his back to the 
door, pumping his cock into her tight cunt. And boy did it 
ever look tight! From this angle, Nym had an unobstructed 
view between her cousin's legs. 

She could clearly see how the witch's slick cuntflesh gripped 
her cousin's cock, pulling out around it as he withdrew and 
being forced inside as he rammed back down. 'Ohhhh! 

That's making me hot, just looking at it!' though Nym, 
licking her lips. Suddenly, the witch on the bed squealed 
loudly, "Mmmmmm! That's so good! So fuckin' good!... 
Shove it in me!... Fuck me hard!" 

"Uhhhhh, You mean like this love?", grunted Harry, jerking 
his hips downwards with rapid, sledgehammer thrusts. 



“Uhhhh! Ohhhh! Oooooh, fuck! Mmmmmmm, yesss! Uhhh! 
Just like that!” 

Suddenly, Nym recognized the witch's voice. "Hermione!”, 
whispered Nym under her breath. 'She sure is getting her 
brains fucked out', she thought, listening to Hermione's 
graphic language. Looking closer, Nym sow that Hermione's 
thighs were spread wide apart with her heels locked around 
Harry's waist. 

As Harry fucked his cock into the seventeen years old 
witch's tightly-stretched cunt, her slim, athletic hips bucked 
high up off the bed to meet his every powerful thrust. Nym 
licked her lips at the wonderful sight of her cousin's cock 
sliding wetly in and out of the dark brown's juicy snatch. She 
was getting so turned on, she simply had to join in. She was 
very sure Harry wouldn't mind, the same as Hermione. 'Well 
Hermione would mind... until she'll get her rocks off,” she 
thought smugly, pushing open the door. The pair on the bed 
were far too engrossed in fucking each others brains out to 
notice as Nym stepped into the room and closed the door 
behind her, putting a silencing charm on it because those 
two 'rabbits' forgot. 

"Well! Well! Well! What have we here?”, asked Nym loudly, 
moving over to the bed. Both Harry and Hermione stopped 
dead in their tracks and turned as one, toward the sound of 
the unexpected voice. 

"Nym!”, said Harry, looking relieved, "Ohhhh! You scared the 
living shit out of me!” 

"Aren't you pleased to see me, cousin?”, Nym said, sitting 
casually on the edge of the bed. 

Hermione looked like she could scratch her eyes out. Her 
mouth was still open but nothing was coming out of it 



because she must be building towards one of those 
senzational climaxes Harry like to give. It was kind of erotic 
and Nym suddenly remembered one time Harry's cock was 
between Hermione's slackly parted lips. 

“What's wrong, Mione?'', giggled Nym, “Cat got your 
tongue?'', she smiled at the interrupted witch. 

“C...couldn't you come in after I came?'', asked Hermione 
frustrated, trying to hump under Harry. 

“Oh, I just heard there was a little orgy going on over here", 
replied Nym smugly, “so I decided to come over and see for 
myself!" 

Hermione looked at Nym with total irritation, “Yeah... still, 
couldn't you wait?" 

“Well maybe... but the view here is much better...", said 
Nym, reaching out lovingly to caress the taut, round cheeks 
of her cousin's naked ass. “And I can touch too..." 

“Well... you always say two is fun, three is a fuckload of 
fun!", grinned Harry. Hermione's cunt twitched around his 
prick when she thought when she said t to Harry the first 
time. 

“I... I told only you that!", said Hermione blushing, glancing 
in Nym's direction, 

“Oh... I know that one too! But in our case I may add: and 
four and five is just magic!" grinned Nym. 

“That's a good one!", laughed Harry, caressing his 
bestfriend's tits. His cock was still buried in her cunt, and it 
had lost little of it's former hardness. The hot, tight grip of 
Hermione's pussy having a lot to do with that. 



“Well? Are you two just going to lie there like that, or are we 
going to get this show on the road?", asked Nym, standing 
up to undress. 

They watched as Nym took of her top. The dark haired witch 
wore no bra, and as her firm, rounded tits fell free, Hermione 
shuddered with an excitement she really loved feeling. Harry 
felt her's cunt moisten noticeably around his cock as the 
temporarily subdued fires in Hermione's hot twat began to 
burn fiercely once more. 

“Ready to join us, Nym?“, murmured Hermione, her kathy 
voice back, “Or just watching?" 

“Don't worry your sweet ass, love, I won't be watching for 
long!", husked Nym in an equal kathy voice, stepping out of 
her skirt. Both pairs of eyes on the bed were watching her as 
she undressed. She left her panties on, and knelt next to 
them, spreading her thighs as wide as she could so they 
could both see her panty-covered mound. 

Harry's mouth began to water, and he licked his lips sexily 
as soon as he saw the telltale, moisture seeping through the 
front of his cousin's panties. Nym saw his lewd gesture and 
smiled, “Hungry, cousin dear?", she murmured, running her 
fingers lightly up and down the crotch of her panties, feeling 
the wet heat radiating through the thin nylon. Harry knew 
that his cousin liked to leave her panties on when she 
masturbated. She said that the erotic feeling of wet nylon 
rubbing over her slippery flesh always made her extra horny. 

“Ohhhh, you look good, Nyml", groaned Harry, beginning to 
move his cock in Hermione's cunt as he watched his cousin's 
fingers push the thin fabric into her juicy slit. 


“Good enough to eat, cousin?", grinned Nym, pulling the 
elastic of her panties aside to give him a look at the moist. 



pink inner flesh of her tasty pussy. 


“Why don't you bring that hot, tasty pussy of yours over 
here where I can get my mouth on it, and I'll show you!" 

Hermione listened intently to the lewd exchange between 
cousins and began to lift her cunt up at Harry, urging him to 
continue fucking her. His cock had grown even larger now 
that his cousin was with them, and Hermione was more 
happy then ever. 

“Fuck me, Harry!'', she urged, “Please, fuck me like you did 
before!" The wizard began to move his hips once more, 
stroking his large cock in and out of the younger witch's 
tightly clasping slit. 

Nym stood up once more and stepped out of her saturated 
panties. “Yeah! Fuck her Harry!", whispered his cousin, 
climbing onto the bed, “Fuck her hot cunt real good... and 
while you're doing that, you can suck on mine!" 

Nym stood facing her cousin with one foot either side of 
Hermione's shoulders so that his mouth was in line with her 
pussy. With legs spread far apart, she ran her fingers 
through the pink, curly pubic bush between her legs and 
pulled open her pussylips for him. Harry moaned deep in his 
throat at the exquisite sight directly in front of his eyes. 

His cousin had always had a gorgeous little cunt, and ever 
since that X-mas night eight monts ago, he was hooked on 
eating her tasty slit. He watched as it flowered open before 
his eyes, revealing her most private inner parts to his lustful 
gaze. 

“Move closer Nym! I can't reach you!", he said, jerking 
forwards trying to get his lips onto his cousin's tasty twat. 
The movements thrust his prick further into Hermione, who 



moaned loudly, delighted at the extra deep penetration. 

Nym arched her crotch towards her cousin, pushing it at 
him. Harry pressed his face into her hot, wet gash and began 
to lick and suck hungrily the familiar flesh. 

Hermione looked up and saw Harry's tongue quickly 
disappear into Nym's squirming cunt. The younger witch 
sure would like a taste! It was stimulating to say the least! 
Especially since the two participants were cousins. She 
humped her hot cunny up onto Harry's driving cock, 
quivering at the prospect of seeing two cousins suck each 
other. Hermione began to writhe and squirm her tight twat 
up at Harry's cock as wanton incestuous thoughts filled her 
naughty mind. 

Harry's lips were everywhere at once as he licked and 
sucked hungrily at Nym's musky gash. Knowing how his 
cousin liked it, Harry repeatedly dragged the tip of his 
tongue through her cuntslit from asshole to clit and back 
again, stopping only to stab it deep into her juicy hole. This 
brought loud moans from the highly aroused Nym who 
grabbed the back of her cousin's head and pressed his face 
into her eager snatch. 

“Harry! Ohhh, Ohhhh Ohhhh yesss! Use your tongue like a 
cock, love! Stick it right up into my cunt!" 

Her cousin quickly obliged. Spreading his mouth over her 
opening, he plunged his stiff tongue as far up inside her 
straining pussy as he could, sucking noisily. 

“Arhhhh! That's it! Unggghh! You're making me want to 
come already!" 

Hermione watched as Harry sucked his cousin's hard, erect 
clit back and forth between his lips, getting more excited by 
every moment that passed. Nym's knees almost buckled 



with the exquisite pleasure she was experiencing. From her 
position directly under Nym's open thighs, Hermione could 
see everything. It helped to speed up her own orgasm 
watching Harry suck his cousin's squirming snatch while he 
fucked her. Harry's cock was moving at full steam now, 
slamming into Hermione's cunt at almost the same tempo 
with which his tongue was stabbing into Nym's twat. All 
three were nearing orgasm now, and the room filled with the 
wet slapping sounds of flesh against flesh and the musky 
aroma of hotly aroused pussy. 

Harry concentrated on each of their swollen clits, sucking his 
cousin's wetly back and forth between his lips, while 
mashing Hermione's against her pubic bone with his driving 
cock. The witches' bodies quivered, their asses gyrated, and 
their tits jiggled as both of them squirmed around wantonly 
in their quest for release. Finally, Nym squealed with 
pleasure and began to frantically mash her drooling cunt 
against her cousin's face, pulling his head between her 
juice-smeared thighs with both hands. 

“Uhhhhh! Ahhhhhrrrrggg! Fuuuuckkkkk! I'm 
cummmmmmmmmmming!", she bellowed. 

Nym's legs shook and her back arched as she climaxed 
violently. Hermione came soon after, writhing and shrieking 
like a wounded animal, slamming her hips up at Harry's cock 
with such force that it almost dislodged his mouth from his 
cousin's creaming pussy. 

Nym flopped back down onto the bed beside them, 
completely exhausted. She watched intently as her cousin 
rammed his thick, swollen prick into the younger witch's 
tightly-stretched cunt with deep, hard strokes. 'Ohhhh, what 
a cock!', thought Nym, 'I bet she's feeling that right up to 
her tonsils!' Hermione sure looked like it was. Her eyes were 



tightly closed but her pretty mouth was wide open, 
squealing and moaning obscenities as waves after wave of 
unimaginable pleasure spread rapidly outwards from her 
cunt, totally consuming her lithe, body in an inferno of 
primeval lust. 

“Oooooh! Uhhhhhhh! Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck me!”, she 
groaned, grabbing her bestfriend's heaving asscheeks with 
both hands. 

Harry felt Hermione's cunt muscles contract around his cock, 
gripping his pumping shaft with unbearable tightness. In no 
time at all, his hips jerked wildly as the thick cream stored in 
his swollen balls for more than half an hour since he woke up 
came shooting out of the end of his prick. An incoherent 
stream of obscenities poured from Harry's mouth as he 
fucked his spurting cock deep into Hermione's twat, flooding 
her hot cunt with his, sticky seed. Hermione came again as 
she felt the white-hot jets strike the walls of her womb and 
ground herself up against his bucking cock as hard as she 
could. 

Nym lay back and rubbed her juicy pink-lipped pussy as she 
watched her cousin's jism flow out between Hermione's 
cuntlips, bubbling up around his gleaming cockshaft in a 
thick foam. Her eyes were locked to the incredibly exciting 
sight. Harry lowered his mouth to Hermione's trembling lips, 
and kissed his bestfriend and lover passionately, his cock 
still moving slowly inside her cunt, although their respective 
climaxes had passed. He was soaking in the juicy tightness 
of her fluttering hole, savouring the remnants of her fading 
orgasm. Nym scrambled towards them on her hands and 
knees and lowered her head between their joined thighs. 

Harry gasped as he felt his cousin's lips on his balls, sucking 
the big round eggs into her mouth, one at a time. Then, she 



moved her attention to his cock and began to lick down the 
shaft to where it disappeared into Hermione's clasping slit. 
Nym shuddered, and ran her tongue gently over the 
younger witch's cum-coated pussylips. Now it was 
Hermione's turn to moan as Nym began to lick the tasty 
mixture of jism and cuntjuice from the seventeen-year-old's 
quivering cunt. Leaning forward to nibble on one of 
Hermione's hard nipples, Harry looked up at her and smiled. 

Hermione sure was in a world of her own. But she was 
brought back to earth as Nym lifted her head and spoke to 
her cousin. "Harry dearest, how 'bout pulling that baseball 
bat, you call a cock, out of Hermione's pussy for a second so 
that I can get at both of you a little better?" Harry turned his 
head over his shoulder and grinned at her. 

"Who's feeling hungry now, cous!", he smiled. 

Nym giggled and returned her mouth to her cousin's cock, 
running her teeth up and down the exposed shaft. 

"Ouch! You little bitch! That hurt!", he laughed. "How many 
times have I told you not to play with your food!" 

Regretfully, Harry pulled his cock out of Hermione's hot, 
clasping pussy, and collapsed onto the bed beside her. She 
immediately rolled over and snuggled up against him until 
his cock lay along her inner thigh, only inches from his 
bestfriend's well-fucked cunthole. The instant Harry's prick 
sprang free, Nym lunged forward and took her cousin's long, 
glistening organ into her mouth, resting her cheekbone on 
Hermione's leaking pussy as she sucked and licked at the 
the aromatic mixture of jism and girl-cum which covered 
Harry's cock and balls. 


Hermione moaned softly at the delightful pressure on her 
clit, and instinctively began to rotate her hips in tight little 



circles, rubbing the parted lips of her horny snatch against 
the side of Nym's face. 


“Ohhhmmmmmmm! That's niiiiice!",she whimpered, 
pressing her firm, round tits into Harry's searching mouth. 
Her pussy trembled as he gluttonously sucked and licked 
her erect nipples. Hearing Hermione's groans of pleasure, 
Nym removed her lips from her cousin's cock and suddenly 
plunged her mouth onto the younger witch's quivering slit. 
Hermione screamed as the older witch's tongue slithered 
into her cunt and contacted her inflamed clitoris, sending 
waves of unimaginable ecstasy through her whole body. 

"Oh, Ohhhh! Uhhhhhnnnnngggghh! Yessss! Suck it! Suck 
it!", she squealed, as her little bud stiffened up under Nym's 
tongue. 

Hermione shuddered with delight and instinctively ground 
her flooded cunthole against Nym's vacuuming mouth like 
she'd been doing it all her life. 

"Hey, don't forget about giving my cock a little attention, 
cous!", Harry said lifted his mouth from Hermione's tits. Nym 
nodded her head as best she could with her face buried in 
Hermione's cunt, and murmured something unintelligible. 
For the moment, she was having far too much fun eating 
pussy to worry about her cousin's problems. Besides, she 
could eat his prick later! He was always horny! 

Harry knew that once his cousin started sucking pussy, she 
would be busy for some time, and his cock desperately 
needed some mouth action. He sat up and straddled 
Hermione's boobs, rubbing his stiff, hard prick between the 
soft globes of tit-flesh, pushing the tip towards her face. 
Hermione looked up at him with lust-glazed eyes. 




“Open your mouth, Mione" he panted, “and suck on my 
cock!" The words filtered through the dark brown's pleasure- 
filled brain, as Hermione opened her mouth to receive 
Harry's huge shaft. It tasted so funky as it slid between her 
lips, and she realized that it was the remains of her own 
cuntal secretions and Harry's sperm that she was tasting. 
The very thought only served to excite her more, especially 
with the added pleasure of Nym's expert lips and tongue 
devouring her inflamed twat. Closing her eyes, Hermione let 
her mouth accept Harry's penis. She began to enjoy the feel 
of his hard, slippery flesh throbbing powerfully between her 
lips. Harry moved his hips back and forth, sliding the full 
length of his cock between her tit's and into her hot mouth. 

“Yesss! Suck it! Suck my cock, love!", moaned Harry, “Oh, 
that feels so good!" 

Hermione relaxed the muscles of her throat and allowed just 
the tip to penetrate as deeply as she dared. Harry was 
gently with her and soon, she accepted more and more of 
him into her throat without gagging. 

“Ohhhh Ohhhh! Unnnnhhhh! That's it! Take it all, Mione!", 
he yelled, almost loosing control. 

He longed to deep-throat fuck his eager bestfriend and he 
knew that she was experienced and would take him all. 
Hermione sucked on the bloated head of his cock for a while. 
She licked it furiously, darting her hot pink tongue out and 
around the tip like a slippery little snake. Her own loins were 
heaving madly to and fro as Nym buried her whole face in 
Hermione's juicy cunt and tossed her head from side to side, 
sucking and licking everything she could get her lips and 
tongue on. 



As Hermione's tight, hot lips moved up and down on his 
cock, Harry could feel the cum rising in his balls. “Oh! Fuck 
yes, Hermione! Keep that up! I'm gonna blow any second!'', 
yelled Harry. Hermione increased her mouth suction, anxious 
to feel Harry's hot load spurting into her mouth, eager to 
taste his creamy jism. But Nym had other ideas! 

“Oh no you don't cousin!'', she squealed, pulling her 
glistening mouth from Hermione's squirming pussy. 

“You've already fucked Hermione once! I want some of that 
big fat prick for myself!" Nym scrambled up beside them 
and lay flat on her back with her long, tanned thighs wide 
apart. 

“What are you waiting for love?", she husked, “Put it in and 
fuck my hot, wet cunt ragged!" 

Nym gave her cousin a devilish little smile as she looked up 
at him and ran her fingers through the juicy, wet slit 
between her open legs. Harry smiled back. 

“You always did have a way with words, Nym..." He bent 
forwards and kissed Hermione's parched lips. “Sorry, Mione! 
This will have to keep till later.", he whispered, “I have to 
take care of a little family business". 

Hermione grinned at the joke and watched as Harry climbed 
between his cousin's open thighs. Seeing a look of 
disappointment cross Hermione's face as Harry prepared to 
mount her, Nym reached out and touched her thigh. 

“While loverboy here is taking care of the itch in *my* 
pussy, why don't you put yours back on my mouth and I'll 
finish sucking you off!", said the older witch, rubbing her 
hand suggestively over Hermione's naked flesh. 



Hermione quickly positioned her wet, scarlet gash over 
Nym's upturned face, more than willing to continue where 
they had left off. 

“Ohhh, Merlin yes!”, Hermione cried out as Nym buried her 
face in her pussy, and resumed sucking and licking the 
witch's tasty slit with renewed vigour. 

By now, Harry knew exactly how his horny cousin liked to be 
fucked. She loved to be teased for a while..., played with..., 
until her hot young snatch simply begged for his big, hard 
monster-cock. Harry wedged the tip of his cock between 
Nym's pinkly parted pussy-lips, and began to rub the fat, 
bulbous cockhead up and down the milk-slick crevice. 
Occasionally, he dipped it fully into her flooded cunthole, 
wetting it down in his cousin's abundant juices before 
pressing it against her hot, throbbing little clitoris. 

The hard mushroom-shaped tip slid back and forth in her 
slick cunt as Harry positioned himself for the inevitable 
reaction. Nym felt her pussy pulsate and lubricate with 
need, her hips moving involuntarily against her cousin's 
teasing prick in slow, humping circles as she frantically 
tongued Hermione's delicious slit. Hermione moaned and 
wrapped her arms around Harry's neck, pulling his mouth 
against hers as Nym licked her teen cunt to a juicy, 
glistening froth. 

Nym couldn't stand it any longer. Her cousin's cock sliding 
up and down her pink, fur-lined gash was too much for her. 
Tearing her mouth from Hermione's cunt, the highly aroused 
metamorph screamed out her need. 

"Do it Harry! Do it now!”, she pleaded, "I can't stand it any 
longer! I've got to have a fuck! I've just got too!.. Please, 
Harry! Stick it in and fuck me!” 



Her cousin had been waiting for just this moment. She was 
ready! It took only an instant to reposition the head of his 
cock, then he took hold of her slim hips and lunged 
forwards, jamming his monstrous prick into Nym's twat to 
the hilt. 

“Uuuummmm... Ungh! Ungh! Ooooohh, Merlinnnnnn! 
Harryyyyyyyyl”, Nym squealed into Hermione's squirming 
cuntflesh as Harry's cock sank balls deep into her snug, tight 
hole. 

Harry had always marvelled at the tightness of his twin 
cousin's cunt. No matter how many times he fucked her, his 
cock always seemed like it was buried in a hot, velvet vice! 
She sure had very good control of her metamorph body. Nym 
moaned and writhed beneath him, stabbing her tongue into 
Hermione's oily slit with the same savage beat that her 
cousin was using to fuck his big, wonderful cock into her 
cunthole. It seemed that her belly was full of hard prick, and 
each time the bloated tip slammed against her uterus, a 
sharp, delightful shock travelled throughout her entire body. 

"Ohhhh, yessss! Fuck me, Harry! Fuck meee! Ooooooooh! I 
love your prick!" Nym found it hard to keep her mouth 
attached to Hermione's cunt as her strong, virile, young 
cousin began to fuck her quivering pussy with long, deep, 
powerful strokes. Nym resumed her oral attack on 
Hermione's snatch, licking the pink, glistening flesh and 
slipping her tongue deep into the younger witch's musky 
gash. Hermione squirmed her hips downwards onto Nym's 
upturned face, jerking her fur-covered mound against the 
witch's hotly probing tongue. 

"Ohhhhhhhh! Nym! That's it, love! Lick my pussy! Fuck my 
cunt with your tongue!", moaned the excited teen witch. 



Her firm, round tits jiggled tantalizingly up and down in 
front of Harry's face. Still slamming his prick deeply into his 
cousin's cunt, Harry leaned forward and without missing a 
single beat, sucked one of Hermione's hard, pink nipples 
into his mouth. Hermione screamed with delight. Now she 
had two mouths licking and sucking her tortured flesh. It 
was just too much for her! 

“Ohhhh! Ohhhh! Ohhhh! Unnnnhh! I'm coming! Unnnhhh! 
Oh, Nym! Suck my clit! Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh!" 

Nym felt Hermione's thigh muscles tense and contract 
against her cheeks as she began to suck the witch's 
throbbing ditty in and out of her mouth, as if it was a tiny, 
stiff little cock. At the same time, Harry slid his lips off her 
nipple and trailed them up over her straining neck, 
searching for her open mouth. Hermione bent her head to 
his and their mouths locked together, tongues sucking, 
probing, dueling. She moaned loudly against Harry's 
crushing kiss as she came, squirming her cunt down hard 
onto the sucking mouth and swirling tongue between her 
thighs. Hermione's creaming cunt filled Nym's mouth with a 
torrent of hot, sweet witchy-cum, which she immediately 
sucked up hungrily, swallowing every last drop that 
Hermione's drooling pussy had to offer. 

As her climax subsided, Hermione lifted her sopping cunt 
from Nym's juice- smeared face and flopped down on the 
bed beside them, totally exhausted. 

"Nice one, Mione?", Harry grinned. Hermione looked up 
dreamily and noticed that his gaze was fixed on her 
carelessly spread twat and the thick, clear juice that still 
oozed from the quivering, crimson gash. 



“Ohh, Merlin yes! That was fantastic!”, she murmured, ”1 
came like a rocket!” Harry smiled at her enthusiasm, his 
cock still moving strongly inside Nym's pussy. Now that 
Hermione's cunt wasn't plastered against her mouth 
anymore, Nym could concentrate on the long, hard prick 
filling her belly. 

She realized suddenly that she could feel her cousin's 
monstrous cock pressing against her intestines. The shaft 
was hot against the walls of her vagina, and the head 
punching against the opening of her uterus was sending 
thrilling tingles to all parts of her body, particularly her tits. 
She reached up and pulled Harry's head down onto her 
heaving breasts, guiding his mouth over first one nipple and 
then the other, until both were covered with a gleaming film 
of saliva. Nym moaned with desire, "Fuck me Harry! Fuck me 
hard! Make me come like you always do!” 

Harry saw the desperate need on his cousin's face as she 
clawed at his back and pulled his hips against her grinding 
cunt with all her strength. 

"Ok cous!”, he grunted, "Lift up your legs and we'll show 
Hermione a REAL fuck!” 

Nym obeyed, pulling her knees up and wide, opening her 
streaming pussy until Hermione became a little afraid that 
Harry's piercing cock would split his cousin in two! Nym had 
no such worries. Being a metamorph, she knew she could 
take every inch of her cousin's huge cock and still crave 
more! His pubic bone mashed wetly against her clit with 
each mighty thrust, sending waves of ecstasy coursing 
through her writhing loins. 

Hermione was amazed at the ferocity with which Harry was 
fucking his own cousin! His wet, glistening cock was almost 



a blur as it stabbed non-stop into Nym's eagerly-spread 
cunthole. The tight, slippery sheath gripped him like a vice, 
and Hermione stared in wonder as the dark red, inner lips of 
Nym's cunt clasped and sucked at her cousin's long, thick 
organ like some juicy, pink mouth. Sobbing in ecstasy, Nym 
strained her hips high, shoving her wide-open pussy up at 
her cousin's impaling cock with every stroke. 

“Fuck! Unnngh! Unngh! Ohhhh! Ohhhh, yesssl", she 
whimpered, as Harry reached down and slid a finger easily 
into her tight asshole. He knew his cousin well, and used 
every trick in the book to stimulate her. 

Hermione slid her hand down to play with her slippery, wet 
pussy as she watched Harry's finger disappear into Nym's 
anal orifice. That was one opening she really liked playing 
with! Lubricating a finger in the juice of her slit, Hermione 
spread her legs as wide as she could and slid the slick digit 
down the crack of her ass until the tip rested against her 
own rubbery ring. She gasped at how good it felt just 
pressing against the sensitive puckered flesh of her anus. 
With her eyes glued to the wildly fucking pair on the bed 
beside her, Hermione carefully twisted and probed with her 
fingertip until suddenly, the elastic ring of muscle relaxed, 
and her finger slid inside up to the first knuckle. 

“Ohhhhh! Ummmmmmmmmmm!'', she moaned with wicked 
pleasure, surprised at how easy it had been to get her finger 
in. She soon became even more excited at just how good it 
felt! Her asshole gripped the probing digit like a hot, velvet 
vice as Hermione pushed her finger deeper and deeper. The 
urge to fuck her finger in and out of the tight, clinging 
sheath was irresistible. Harry looked over at Hermione as she 
began to move her finger in and out of her butthole. He 
smiled down at Nym and said, “Hey cous! Looks like 
Hermione needs a little rear end action!" 



Nym turned her head and saw Hermione's finger disappear 
to the hilt in her bowels. Her asshole was wide open now and 
her finger felt like a cock fucking into the hot, buttery tunnel 
of her ass. Hermione inserted her thumb into the slimy tube 
of her vagina, at the same time her middle finger penetrated 
her rectum. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhh! Mmmmmmmmmm! Ohhhh! Yesssssss!”, 
moaned the dark brown witch as she felt both her holes 
filled simultaneously. 

Hermione was in seventh heaven! She closed her eyes and 
began to fuck herself with her hand, stabbing her asshole 
and pussy with stronger and stronger thrusts until she was 
whimpering and moaning incessantly. Spurred on by the 
horny witch's shameless display, Harry and Nym redoubled 
their own carnal efforts. Nym's legs were drawn up and wide, 
and her cousin's cock continued to penetrate her insatiable 
twat, again and again, withdrawing to the end, then driving 
in all the way, until his balls slapped against the crack of her 
ass. 

"Unnnggghh, cous! You gorgeous little fuck!", cried Harry, as 
Nym used the muscles of her pussy to clasp and caress the 
shaft of her cousin's cock as it entered her snatch. 

Nym smiled. She had her own secret weapon, and she was 
using it to perfection. Harry knew he couldn't last much 
longer, but he wasn't going to give in so easily. He hoisted 
his cousin's legs up over his shoulders and grasped her slim 
buttocks firmly with both hands, then thrusting forward with 
all his might, Harry fucked his cock into Nym's upthrust cunt 
even deeper than before. 

There was a ringing and pounding in Nym's ears, and each 
time her cousin slammed his prick into her cunt, she felt as 



if it was going to come out of her damn throat! She began 
clawing at his back, hunching and heaving off the mattress 
to force his cock into every nook and cranny of her pussy. 

“Harder, Harry! Fuck me harder! Ram it in deep! 
Unnnhhhgggghh! Ohhh, Ohhhhddd!", squealed Nym, her 
voice strained with the incredible effort. 

Harry squeezed his cousin's buttocks together, forcing the 
walls of her cunt tighter around the thickness of his 
pistoning cock as he drove her body deep down into the 
protesting mattress, nailing her twisting ass to the bed with 
every powerful thrust. 

Hermione watched as her bestfriend and the metamorph 
duelled with each other, trying their utmost to push the 
other over the edge without coming themselves. It was a 
fairly equal battle, with each adversary knowing the secrets 
of the other, but eventually, it was Harry who managed to 
gain the upper hand. Nym could contain herself no longer. A 
powerful orgasm was blossoming in her groin, and there was 
nothing she could do to hold it back! 

“Yesss! Now, Harry! Ohhhhh, nowwwww! Unnnhghhh! 
Fuuuuuuuckkkk! I'm cummmmmmingggg! 
Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!'' 

Her slender legs, pulled tight on either side of her cousin's 
thickly impaling cock, and her meat-filled cunt quivered 
spasmodically with the strength of her orgasm. 

Harry was barely able to hold himself back as his cousin 
convulsed beneath him. His balls ached with the need to 
empty their painful, cumbersome load into her tightly 
gripping cunthole, but he managed to contain himself until 
just the right moment. 



“Yes! That's it! Cum, love! Cum! Cum for me!", Harry 
chanted, fucking her savagely, pumping into her until 
nothing else existed but his stiff cock in her hot, quivering 
cunt. 

Hermione was close to coming too. The highly aroused 
seventeen years old witch was using both hands on herself 
now, as she tried to match the furious tempo that Harry was 
using to fuck his cousin only feet away. The dual penetration 
of both asshole and cunt was something she had tried 
before, and it always bringed her off real quick! Not to 
mention the unbelievably exciting sight of Harry's rock-hard 
prick pounding incessantly into his cousin's lust-soaked 
snatch. 

The room was filled with the heavy sounds of sex! Moans 
and whimpers of pleasure almost drowning out the wet, 
rhythmic slap of flesh against flesh. Nym was riding a tide of 
passion that she had never felt before. Her cousin had never 
fucked her with such wild abandon before, and Nym 
suspected that Hermione's presence had a lot to do with 
Harry's increased arousal, and for that matter, her own! She 
had already come once, and now, Harry's tireless cock was 
drawing another orgasm out of her tortured pussy. 

“Ahhhh! Unhhhh! Fuuuuck! Unnnh! Unnnh! Yesss! I'm 
cummmmming again!'', she screamed. 

Nym arched her back up off the bed, pushing her cunt up at 
her cousin, the friction driving her wild. She twisted her 
hips, lifting her legs and wrapping them tightly around 
Harry's plunging ass, her heels digging into the small of his 
back. At her side, Hermione was thrashing around 
mindlessly, and making gurgling sounds as if she could 
hardly breathe. 



“Unnnggg! Ohhhuunnnghhh! Fuck! Oh, Ohhhhsssss! I'm 
gonna cummmmm tool", Hermione squealed as she 
climaxed real hard, her cunt pulsing with tight, wet heat, her 
asshole grabbing at her deeply embedded finger. 

Harry couldn't hold back any longer! Hermione's wanton 
display of lust, combined with Nym's powerful cuntal 
contractions triggered an immediate reaction. His cousin felt 
it too as she writhed beneath him, heaving her hips up off 
the bed to meet his every thrust. She groaned with pleasure 
as she anticipated the firey stream which would soon spurt 
from the end of her cousin's prick and fill her thirsty cunt. 
Harry's body stiffened and his cock seemed to swell even 
larger as it ploughed rapidly into Nym's spasming wetness. 
He felt the pressure building in his balls as his own orgasm 
suddenly arrived. 

"Arrgghh! Fuuck! Ohhhh, Fuck! Here it comes, cous! Here it 
fuckin' comes!" 

Harry felt his cousin's cunt grab his cock with a tightness 
that almost weakened him. The flexing pulsations of it 
around his cock caused his balls to draw up against the base 
of his prick. He lifted his head towards the ceiling, his eyes 
squeezed shut, his mouth open, his face contorted in a mask 
of pure pleasure. He let out a yell as hot jets of thick, creamy 
jism gushed from the tip of his cock, squirting deeply into 
his cousin's convulsing cunt. 

Nym cried out with pleasure as she felt her cousin coming in 
her pussy. The splashing juices and the hard, jerking cock 
deeply imbedded in her cunt combined to push her over the 
edge once more, and she screamed with him as a third 
massive orgasm wracked her helpless young body. 



“Unhhhgggghh! Ohhhhhh! Harry! Fuck me! Fuck me hard! 
Unnnnngghhh!” 


“Ohhh, yes, cous! Come with me! Come! Come! You hot little 
cunt!”, cried Harry as the eager, incestuous pair clung to 
each other, trembling in mutual climax. 

Hermione was sobbing and moaning beside them, fingers 
still buried in both of her juice-covered holes, her slim ass 
bucking mindlessly up and down on the bed as her own 
orgasm slowly subsided. She looked over at Harry and Nym, 
and saw that they were locked in an after-fuck embrace, 
kissing passionately. Harry's cock was still buried in his 
cousin's cunt, and he was grinding his hips against hers in 
slow circles. Hermione could hear Nym still whimpering 
softly, the sound muffled by Harry's devouring mouth. 

Pulling her fingers out of her crotch, Hermione knelt beside 
them and ran her fingers lovingly over Harry's muscular 
buttocks, dipping them down between his legs until her 
fingers found his balls. They were swollen to twice normal 
size, and Hermione knew that Nym's cunt must be full to 
overflowing with Harry's thick, sticky sperm. The thought 
made her tingle with excitement. Eagerly, she moved her 
hand lower and felt the warm wetness of Nym's juices cover 
her fingertips as she slid her fingers down to the junction of 
cock and cunt. And her mouth soon joined theirs in a very 
naughty and passionate three way kiss... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

After taking a nap on one of the pool lounges, Fleur had 
woken up really horny thanks to a very "fun” dream she had. 
Excitedly, she rushed in the Potter Manor and up the stairs 
to have a talk with Harry about a banana being eaten by a 
kitty. 



After getting on the second floor, Fleur went straight to his 
room. To her surprise, Harry's bed was empty. Then, 
suddenly, she heard moaning sounds coming from hers and 
Hermione's bedroom down the hall. Grinning, evily, the sexy 
blonde tiptoed down to the half-open door and peeped 
inside. 

Harry and Hermione were on the bed, fucking noisily. 
Hermione Granger's long slender legs were wrapped around 
her bestfriend's narrow hips, her heels locked in the small of 
the wizard's back as Harry rammed his thick cock into her 
cunt with deep, powerful thrusts. Hermione's long nails 
clawed her bestfriend's broad, muscular shoulders as she 
hunched her ass up off the bed, grinding her twat up against 
his pounding prick. 

Fleur's cunt began to drool at the horny sight of Harry 
fucking his beautiful bestfriend. She desperately wanted to 
join them, but didn't want to disturb them in their moment 
of fun. After all, she didn't like when Hermione did that. At 
least, not at first. The familiar feelings of arousal rising deep 
within her moistening pussy quickly washed away any 
feelings the horny veela may have had after her dream, 
replacing them instead with a rising flush of passion. 

She dropped a hand to her crotch and slipped her fingers 
under the waist-band of her bikini panties, stroking and 
rubbing her hot, gooey slit as she stared with mounting lust 
at the copulating couple on the bed. 

Fleur leant weakly against the door-frame, her knees 
beginning to feel like rubber as she fucked two stiff fingers 
into her blonde pussy-hole. Her clit was throbbing like mad, 
sending small sharp shocks of pleasure shooting through her 
loins each time her knuckles mashed rhythmically up 
against it. The veela masturbator was lost in a fantasy world 



of self-gratification and voyeur bliss as she gazed longingly 
at Harry's long, hard prick fucking Hermione's hot, clinging 
cunt. Then, suddenly, a whispered voice behind her shocked 
her into reality. 

“Need a hand with that, love?" 

Fleur twisted around to see Nym standing behind her. 

Harry's metamorph cousin was as naked as Hermione and 
Harry, and judging by the jar of Vaseline in her hand and the 
lewd grin on her face, the three of them had been going at it 
for sometime. As Fleur began to speak, Nym pressed a finger 
against the veela's lips. 

“Shhhh...", she whispered. “Let's just watch for a while, 
okay?" 

Fleur nodded and turned around, feeling Nym's naked body 
press up against her from behind. Nym reached 'round and 
cupped Fleur's full round tits, at the same time grinding her 
pussy-mound against the veela's hearth shape ass. Fleur 
responded by pressing back against her, enjoying the feel of 
Nym's firm, naked flesh against her back as she stared 
lustfully at Harry's pistoning prick. 

“They started after they woke up," whispered Nym, slipping 
her hand down into Fleur's bikini panties. “I found them at 
it!" 


Fleur gave a low moan as Nym's fingers slid seductively into 
her slippery slit. 

“You want him to fuck you too, don't you, Fleur?'', husked 
Nym as they watched Harry fuck his cock powerfully into his 
groaning bestfriend. 



“Yesssss!”, hissed Fleur, hunching her cunt forward against 
Nym's foraging fingers. She couldn't keep her eyes off 
Harry's monster cock. 

“He's already fucked me once this morning," whispered 
Nym, “Now Mione gets another turn..." 

Fleur was delirious with lust. Watching Harry fuck his 
bestfriend and lover and her girlfriend while his cousin 
finger-fucked her drooling cunt was so totally arousing, the 
veela almost couldn't stand it. She watched wide-eyed and 
listened intently as Nym explained what had been 
transpiring in the Potter Manor while she was taking a nap 
by the pool. 

“After Harry finished fucking Mione, she and I were gonna 
sixty-nine while Harry fucked me up the ass... See?", 
continued Nym, showing Fleur the jar of Vaseline she'd been 
on her way back from the bathroom with. “But now that 
you're here, Fleur, I've got a better idea." 

Nym began to undress the hot veela, sensuously removing 
her micro bathing suit bra followed by her micro bikini 
panties, until Fleur stood before her, completely naked. The 
hot sexxy veela stood nude and trembling in the doorway, 
but not with cold or fear... Fleur was trembling with horny 
anticipation. 

As the last garment hit the floor, Nym dropped to her knees 
in front of Fleur and buried her face in the blonde's juice- 
filled cunt, causing the hot veela to grab at the door-frame 
for support. A small cry of pleasure escaped her pink lips as 
Nym's long experienced tongue delved deeply into her 
quivering cunt. 

“Uuuuuuuhhhhhhuuuuuhhh", moaned Fleur, grabbing the 
back of Nym's head. As the metamorph's very long tongue 



slithered and writhed like a tiny purposeful snake between 
her pussy-lips, Fleur spread her legs as far as she could 
standing up, and thrust her hips forward, forcing Nym's 
tongue deep into her boiling hot snatch. 

Fleur could hardly stand. Nym's mouth was doing 
wonderfully depraved things to her saturated slit, and the 
sight of Harry's gorgeous big cock slamming in and out of 
Hermione's cunt, combined with Nym's twisting tongue 
stabbing in and out of her tight little fuck-hole was just too 
much for Fleur to bear. She came with a loud groan, her legs 
wide apart and her hands clenched in Nym's pink hair, 
humping her slender hips into the metamorph's glistening 
juice-covered face as she climaxed like crazy. 

"Well, well, well!", came a voice from the bed. "I do believe 
we have some more audience." 

It was Hermione. Harry had finished fucking her and lay on 
his back beside his beautiful bestfriend gasping for breath, 
his long thick cock twitching out the last creamy remnants 
of his orgasm onto her deeply tanned thigh. 

Fleur stared at them with glazed eyes, her own orgasm 
prolonged expertly by Nym's morphed mouth and almost 
five inches tongue. She watched as Hermione opened her 
legs wide, letting her well-fucked cuntlips gape open. 

Harry's fresh sperm drooled from Hermione's pussy in a rich, 
creamy flood. 

"When you're finished Nym, my cunt needs a good long 
clean-out, love!", murmured Hermione to her bestfriend's 
cousin. Then she looked up at Fleur, shamelessly stroking 
Harry's cock as she spoke. "And I'm sure Fleur can get Harry 
interested in what she has to offer... right, love?" 


"S.. sure, M...Mione!" 



Fleur followed Nym into the room and watched as the 
gorgeous hot metamorph scrambled onto the bed between 
Hermione's wide-stretched thighs. Harry grinned, fucking his 
rapidly re-awakening cock into Hermione's tightly clenched 
fist. 

“Come here, Fleur," he husked. “Come sit on my cock while 
Nym sucks the cum out of Mione's cunt!" 

Fleur faster then lightning clambered onto the bed, eagerly 
straddling Harry's lean thighs. Hermione still had hold of her 
bestfriend's cock, jacking him off slowly as Nym hungrily 
tongued her feverish, cum-filled gash. 

“Put it in her, Mionel", Harry groaned as he felt Fleur's hot, 
moist cuntlips nudge the head of his rampant prick. 

Hermione positioned her bestfriend's rigid cock into Fleur's 
tight, wet fuck-hole, letting her fingers do the walking as she 
explored both of their eager sex organs with equal delight. 

“Hey! Later, Mione!", chided Harry with a grin. 

Hermione grinned knowingly at her handsome bestfriend 
and removed her hand, concentrating instead on the 
exquisite sensations Nym's morphed mouth and tongue 
were generating in her gaping, upthrust cuntslit. 

Harry looked up at Fleur and grabbed her by the tits. 

“Now! Let's fuck, love!" he grunted, ramming his huge prick 
up into the veela's tight cunt with a single vicious stroke. 

“Uuuuuuuuhhhhhhh, Harry! Ohhhh, yesssss! Fuck me!", 
moaned Fleur, as the wizard's mammoth organ slid once 
more into the her cock-hungry cunt. 



Beside them, Nym was eagerly tonguing Hermione's sperm- 
filled cunt. She loved sucking Hermione to orgasm almost as 
much as she loved getting fucked by her constantly-horny 
cousin... the love of wild, uninhibited sex of any kind 
seemed be everywhere since she started her vacantion. She 
sure was glad that she impersonated her uncle James. 
Mmmmm... uncle James? What would aunt Lily say if she 
borrowed her body and place in her husband's bad? A thing 
to think about... but in the meantime... 

“Cream for me, Mione," Nym rasped, her words muffled on a 
mouthful of wet cunt so that they bubbled out into 
Hermione's pussy-hole. Nym's hot tongue curled and 
whipped at Hermione's clit. “Cream in my mouth... cum on 
my tongue, Mione!" 

“Uuuuhhhh, yes, love!" Hermione sighed. 

The flow from Hermione's cunthole was getting hotter and 
thicker as her cuntjuice began to turn to cum-cream, and 
she began to jerk her crotch up into Nym's face frantically, 
her excess pussy-juice dribbling down the metamorph's 
chin. With a moan, Nym slid one hand under Hermione's ass 
and began to finger Hermione's pink, puckered little shit- 
hole. 

Simultaneously, Nym slid four fingers up into Hermione's 
saturated cuntslit and started finger-fucking Hermione's 
fuck-hole while sucking hungrily on her erect clit. 

Hermione began to cry out as the spasms of climax racked 
her loins. Clinging to the back of Nym's head with both 
hands, Hermione ground her cunt against Nym's face 
frantically. Nym's tongue was fairly flying as it drove up into 
Hermione's flooded fuck-hole again, alongside her fingers. 



“Oooohhhh! I'm coming! Fuck! Ohhhh! I'm commmmmming, 
love!" Hermione gasped as Nym continued to suck expertly 
on her exploding clit. 

But Nym was well aware of that. Her mouth was full of 
Hermione's tasty cream, her tongue was awash, literally 
floating in the stuff. As she shot her tongue up Hermione's 
creaming fuckhole, Nym gulped and gurgled in cunt-lapping 
delight, milking Hermione's cunt with relish. 

Hermione began to moan and shake, her magnificently body 
shuddering wildly as spasm after spasm rippled through her 
quivering loins. 

"Come forme, Mione!" moaned Nym, her voice muffled in 
Hermione's orgasming cunt. "Keep coming!" 

Nym's mouth filled with another deluge of Hermione's cunt- 
cream... steaming hot and fragrant. She rubbed her whole 
face around in Hermione's pussy like a terrier shaking a rat, 
stabbing her tongue as deeply into Hermione's hot, 
quivering fuck-hole as it would reach, sucking alternately at 
the ringy wet pussy-lips. 

The final wave of her orgasm rushed through her and 
Hermione stiffened, gripping the back of Nym's head with 
both hands, her legs spread wide and shaking, and her 
pussy quivering. 

Fleur loved the feel of Harry's big cock sliding into her tight 
cunt. Squatting over his loins, she had slowly lowered her 
tender, gaping pussy down over the young wizard's rampant 
prick, holding the full penetration for a few moments as she 
savoured the joy of having her needie eager fuck-hole 
stuffed to the brim once more with Harry's long, hot, 
throbbing cockmeat. 



As the horny twenty year old veela began to bounce up and 
down on him, Harry thrilled to the wonderful sensation of 
having every inch of his pounding prick enveloped in tight, 
steaming veela pussy. His prick-shaft pulsed, and his cock- 
head flared, as Fleur's tight, slippery cuntwalls enfolded 
him, rippling and fluttering up and down his cock-shaft as if 
she were jerking him off with her cunt. 

Her tight pussy clung to the contours of his prick, as if it had 
melted and then congealed around his cock like a mold. Her 
full, round, perfect tits jiggled provocatively before his face, 
so Harry licked at her nipples, then buried his face in the 
firm flesh of the veela's bobbing breasts. 'Ohhhh it was 
wonderfull to fuck a perfect body and mind witch like Fleur', 
Harry thought. From the first time last September first she 
loved to fuck, and as long as he was around she wouldn't 
have to go without. 

Fleur lashed her shapely ass from side to side and pumped 
her hips up and down on Harry's rigid prick. Twisting from 
the waist, she added torque to the straight in-and-out 
friction, grinding her young fuckhole down onto his upthrust 
prickmeat. Harry hunched his hips up to meet her as Fleur's 
ass descended, and his long, thick cock surged deeply up 
into her steaming, creaming fuck-tunnel. 

Harry's cock seemed to fill her her to the brim, pumping 
cunt-juice out of her excited twat in a steady flow. His fat 
cockhead plunged into the depths of her pussy like a 
battering-ram, and more cunt-cream flooded her crotch. 

Fleur was gasping... her lovely angel face radiant with 
desire... eyes narrowed and mouth wide open as she panted 
and whimpered with the excruciating pleasure of being well 
and truly fucked! 



Harry's long, hard prick was hammering so deeply into her 
tightly clasping cunt-hole that Fleur almost expected it to 
come out of her mouth... spurting creamy jism out of her 
mouth in a sort of reverse blowjob. 

"Fuck...fuck...fuck...fuck..." she began to chant, saying the 
word each time she slid down to the hilt on Harry's huge, 
pounding fuck-tool. 

He grunted and rammed into her harder, rattling her bones, 
stuffing her tight, squirming fuck-hole so full that Fleur 
thought her hipbones might jump out of their sockets! She 
liked it when Harry fucked her hard... it reminded her that 
she was really alive and loved... and she practically loved to 
be fucked... long, and hard, and very, very deep... 

They began to grind together faster and harder as they both 
soared towards the looming crest of total fulfillment. Waves 
of hot, lusty pleasure coalesced between Fleur's sweaty 
thighs and shot up and down her arched spine, swirling back 
into a creamy maelstrom of ecstasy deep inside her cock- 
filled pussy. 

Harry's balls swelled, almost ready to erupt with the lava of 
his lust. He shoved his fuckmeat into the hot veela above 
him frantically, whipping his cock in to the brim, jerking her 
about on his violent lunges, transfixing her quivering loins 
on his smoking-hot fuck-rod. 

Fleur fell forward and kissed him, sucking Harry's hot tongue 
into her mouth. She wished that he had two pricks so that 
she could suck him and fuck him at the same time... or even 
three, so that she could enjoy an asshole full, as well. Then 
she realized that what she craved so much happened just 
yesterday. She DID have three cocks that she fucked. Fleur 
couldn't wait to try that again! 



Sucking on Harry's tongue, which was still flavored with 
Hermione's cunt-cream, Fleur reached under her ass and 
fondled his balls. With her other hand, she pulled alternately 
at her stiff nipples and fingered her shithole, running her 
hands all over her perfect body in a frenzy of adolescent 
desire. 

"Ooohhhhh, Ohhhh! I'm gonna cum, Harry! Fuck! I'm gonna 
cummmmmm!" breathed Fleur into Harry's panting mouth. 
“Cum with me! Please cum in my cunt! Uhhhhhhhhhhh! 
Ohhhhdddddddd!" 

Harry grunted and slammed his cock up into her convulsing 
pussy with gusto, his massive prick coring her tight cunt like 
an apple. Fleur's cum-juice gushed out from her fuck slot 
like a fountain, all milky and frothy as it washed over Harry's 
balls and drenched his thighs. 

“Oooooh, Ohhhh! Ohhhh, fuck!" she wailed. 

Harry lifted her athletic ass up until the head of his prick 
prick was just inside her clinging cuntlips, holding her 
steady for an instant, then slammed her down onto his 
upthrust cock again. 

“Take it, love!" he howled. “Fuckin' Merlin! I'm cumming 
too!" 

Fleur cried out with joy as she felt Harry's cum squirt into 
her pussy. She creamed again, and he shot another hot, 
creamy wad into the very core of her cunt. Each time he 
pulled the veela's squirming cunt down on his cock, Harry 
pumped another of geyser of sperm into her. 

Fleur gasped and moaned, tossing her blonde head as she 
bounced up and down on the hard, throbbing cock squirting 
deeply inside her pussy. It felt as if she were squatting 



astride a fire hose. Her ass jerked wildly as she rode Harry's 
prick, literally siphoning the hot, churning semen out of his 
balls with her cunt-muscles. 

Harry slumped back, drained, his muscular young chest 
heaving. Fleur continued to grind her sperm-filled cunt up 
and down on the youth's still-hard cock, prolonging her own 
orgasm as much as possible, and in the process, milking the 
few last drops of precious spunk from Harry's pisshole. 

Then, drained too, she settled over him and held him in a 
loving embrace. Her tits rubbed against his chest as she 
kissed him affectionately. Then she slowly pulled her pussy 
up and off his prick. His cock stood upright for a moment, 
then slowly began to subside, sinking down in a fat coil of 
glistening flesh along his thigh. Even semi-hard, it was still 
an awesome sight, slathered with cum and cuntjuice. 

Hermione moaned deep in her throat at the delicious looking 
sight and scrambled between her bestfriend's wide-spread 
thighs. She took his slimy prick into her hot mouth and 
sucked on it voraciously, whimpering with delight at the 
sweet taste of cum and cunt-juice blended into one rare 
nectar, relishing the sweet, tangy flavor of a cock that had 
just been soaked in creaming cunt. 

She cleaned Harry's prick-knob to a gleaming purple luster, 
tongued his fuck stalk until it glistened and lapped up the 
overflow from his drained balls. She licked his thighs and 
belly and her tongue rustled through his pubic thicket like a 
little pink rodent in the undergrowth. 

Nym and Fleur were engaged in a voracious sixty-nine, with 
the hot blonde tonguing Nym's pink-haired pussy while Nym 
sucked out her cousin's creamy cum from Fleur's pink cunt- 
slit. 



Hermione lifted her head and watched the two witches eat 
each other for a second. They were such a gorgeous 
contrast. Although Nym had just rewarded her with a 
delicious orgasm using her talented mouth and tongue 
(which she suspected was morphed), Hermione's passion 
was instantly rekindled. Having hot, sexy Fleur fuck with 
them added a new dimension to her lusty relationship with 
the others, and Hermione planned to enjoy it to the full. She 
looked up at her panting bestfriend and grinned. 

“Can you come again, love?” she whispered. “I want you to 
fuck me again. In the ass this time. I feel like a deliciously 
dirty ass-fuck." 

"If you can get it hard again, Mione. Sure, I'll fuck you in the 
ass!" he rasped. 

Harry reached down and cupped his balls, squeezing gently, 
to see if they had started to recharge themselves. His hand 
slid up and folded around his prick and he began to 
tentatively pull it up and down as Hermione sucked on his 
cock-knob. 

"Oooooh, yes, love! Jerk yourself off in my mouth," Hermione 
panted. "And when it gets hard enough, I want you to stuff it 
up my hot, horny ass!" 

"Okay, Mione!" Harry grinned. "Anything you say!" 

In a way, it was more depraved than when she simply 
sucked him off. Having her bestfriend jerk off in her mouth 
made her cunt twitch with fuck-lust. Harry placed one hand 
behind Hermione's head and frigged his cock into her mouth 
vigorously. His cock-shaft began to ripple and stiffen again. 

Hermione sighed with joy as she felt her bestfriend's meaty 
mouthful expand and harden. She dropped her head down 



and sucked half of his cock into her mouth as his fist 
pounded up and down on the lower half, bumping against 
her lips on the top of the stroke and brushing against his 
balls as he jerked back down again. 

Jerk by jerk, Harry's monster erection grew and Hermione 
pulled her lips up to the tip of his prick, sucking the swelling 
head and licking at his dilated pisshole. Soon Harry's virile 
young cock was at full attention. 

“Ohhh, fuck, what a cock!" groaned Hermione, her desperate 
lust beginning to get the better of her. She released her 
bestfriend's rock-hard prick and turned around on all fours, 
her legs spread and her ass poking provocatively at Harry. 
"Now, shove that big thing up my hot ass and fuck it hard, 
love!" 

Harry grabbed Hermione's hips, and pulled her ass back 
onto his rampant cock, pressing the bloated tip into her 
tightly puckered little anus. With well-practiced ease, 

Harry's hard prick slid into Hermione's juicy asshole like a 
hot knife through butter. Hermione groaned and hunched 
back against the deeply satisfying penetration of her 
bestfriend's long prick, moaning loudly. 

"Ooooooohhhh, Ohhhh! That feels so gooooood, love!", she 
wailed, squirming her ass shamelessly back onto her 
bestfriend's rock-hard erection. 

Harry began to pump his cock in and out of Hermione's 
tightly clasping butthole, making her ass-cheeks ripple and 
her tits bounce lewdly with the impacts of his muscular 
young hips against hers. Hermione moaned, low and 
sensually, loving the way her bestfriend's balls slapped 
deliciously against her gaping cuntlips, stimulating her 
throbbing clit wonderfully with each savage thrust. 



Excited by her moans of pleasure, Harry began ass-fucking 
Hermione faster. He grabbed her slender, writhing hips and 
began pumping his cock into her tightly clinging asshole 
with long, hard vicious thrusts that made Hermione's slender 
body shake and quiver with the sheer force of them. 

“Fuck me! Cum in my ass, love! Fill my with your hot cum, 
love!” Hermione panted hoarsely. 

Her body began to gleam with a fine sheen of sweat. So did 
Harry's... and soon, Hermione's slippery asscheeks began to 
slap against her bestfriend's hard, muscular thighs in that 
strong, deliciously punishing rhythm that Hermione enjoyed 
so much. 

Her thighs quivered and her ass tensed up. Harry heard her 
gasp, exhaling one short breath... then another. He slowed 
his cock-thrusts a little. He had brought Hermione to the 
brink, and now he was trying to keep her there. 

Beside them, Fleur and Nym were curled up, head to twat, 
tonguing and fingering and sucking each other's cunts like 
crazy, totally engrossed in a heated frenzy of lesbian lust. 
Harry slowed his fucking movements long enough to watch 
his cousin stick out her tongue and lap at the creamy pink 
gash of Fleur's blonde pussy. 

“Suck my cunt, baby!" Fleur cried, her hot perfect body 
shaking like a leaf. “Suck me where mon amour fucked me! 
Lick my pussy! Oh, Nym. Nym, Nym! It's so beautiful! It's so 
dirty and delicious! Suck me!" 

Harry watched as Fleur forced her mouth back over the wet 
mound she'd just been sucking and spread the lips of Nym's 
pink and sultry cunt with her tongue, stabbing it relentlessly 
inside again and again... licking and probing the inner lips 
of his cousin's hot, seething twat with renewed vigour. Both 



witches made lewd, slurping sounds as they ravenously 
sucked up each other's spicy, free-flowing cunt-juice. 


All the while, Harry continued to pump his cock inside 
Hermione's hot, buttery asshole, making Hermione squirm 
with pleasure. It was obvious that Hermione wanted to cum 
bad. Her bestfriend was torturing her deliciously by keeping 
her so close to orgasm like this, but right now she needed 
release! 

“Uuuuuuuhhh, Harry! Merlin, Harry! Fuck me harder, love! 
Fuck my ass real hard! Oooo, please screw the hell out of 
me! Harry! Your cock is so big, so hot, so hard inside me! 
Move it faster! Faster! Oh, yes! Yes, Harry! Fuck me, son! 

Fuck me, love!", she moaned, lost in the heat of her 
primeval lust. 

Harry began to fuck Hermione's tight, buttery asshole as 
hard as he could, letting his carnal instincts take control. 
Hermione slammed back against him, the flesh of her ass 
continuing to ripple and shake with every solid stroke, her 
breasts swaying and bouncing beneath her. 

"Ohhhhh! Yesss! Fuck my ass, Harry! Fuck it hard and deep!" 
she chanted. "Ooooooooooh, yessssss! Merlin, it feels sooo 
gooooood." 

"Uhhhnnnnngghh, Merlin! I love fucking your hot ass, 
Mione!" Harry groaned loudly. 

"Ohh, yes, me too, love! Harder!", panted Hermione, her 
voice hoarse and breathless with lust. 

Harry rammed his cock into Hermione's snugly sucking 
asshole as hard as he could, making her squeal and gasp. He 
leaned forward and cupped her tits, feeling them quiver as 
he pounded his prick into her. 



Hermione lowered her shoulders to the bed, raising her ass 
to her bestfriend's powerful thrusts. Harry's fingers gripped 
her roughly, literally pulling Hermione's tight, clasping anal 
sheath over his cock as he slammed the thick glistening, 
shaft deep up inside her heaving belly. 

“That's it, Mione! Throw that hot, fuckin' ass of yours back at 
my prick!" he moaned. “Merlin, I love fuckin' you!" 

Harry abandoned himself totally to the wondrous feeling in 
his groin. The flames of lust leapt and lapped up and down 
the length of his deeply buried cock until his belly felt like it 
was on fire. The liquid, surging lava of lust, exploded in his 
body and burned throughout his universe. It spread in an 
ever widening circle, centered in his balls, until finally his 
entire torso was engulfed. His brain was clouded and, as 
orgasm smashed through his mind he jetted what felt like 
gallons of hot, seething jism up Hermione's tight, heaving 
ass. 

Hermione rocked and bucked and ground her ass wantonly 
back against her bestfriend's squirting cock. He was buried 
full length in her hot clinging rectum as he came and 
Hermione began to moan passionately, biting her lower lip 
to keep from screaming out too loudly. 

Again and again, his virile young balls lurched in their tight 
sack and again and again he erupted inside Hermione's 
tortured anus. Hermione felt as if she were lost in a world of 
orgasmic pleasure, unending pleasure, a world that revolved 
around her bestfriend's ejaculating cock. Her asshole was so 
tight around him, so filled with his swollen cock, that it 
quickly filled with his jism and then overflowed. Each new 
geyser forced more of the white heat out around the widely- 
stretched rim of her tiny anal sphincter. 



As orgasm seized her body and blanketed out the world 
except for her bestfriend's pounding prick buried deep in 
her butt, Hermione abandoned all attempt at restraint. 'Fuck 
who ever was in the manor', she thought, and screamed loud 
and long, feeling the surging flood of orgasm wash through 
her body and crash into her brain. A brilliant fireworks 
display ignited behind her eyelids, and Hermione was soon 
completely lost in the ecstasy of her climax. 

'AHRGGGGGGHH! FUCK! FUCK! UHHHHHHH!" She couldn't 
stop cumming it seemed. She always came hard with her 
bestfriend's massive prick stretching her asshole. "HARDER! 
HARDER! FUCK ME HARDER!" 

Harry did just that, slamming his cock powerfully into 
Hermione's quivering rectal sheath as he finished coming. 

"UNNHHHGGGGGGHHHH! MIONE! FUCK!" he yelled, 
emptying his balls into her creamy ass. 

Even after Harry's prick had stopped squirting up inside 
Hermione's butthole, he kept fucking her tight clinging, 
sperm-filled ass unmercifully. He reached underand thrust 
three fingers into her sloppy twat, feeling his cock still 
stabbing her ass through the thin, separating membrane. 

Hermione could only moan and writhe in absolute ecstasy as 
her bestfriend began to bring her off again, stabbing his 
fingers up into her cunt and rubbing her clit with his thumb 
as he reamed her ass with his still-hard cock. It was all too 
much for Hermione and she climaxed again, screaming out 
her orgasm to the world. 

"UGHHHHGGGGGGGHHHH! UUUHHHHH! GODDDDDDDD! 
FUCCCCCCKKK!" 



Her orgasm ballooned in her and then burst and Hermione 
writhed like a madwoman, her ass impaled on her 
bestfriend's thick, gushing hose of a cock while he fucked 
his fingers deep into her cunt and mashed her tiny 
throbbing clit with his thumb. 

Harry fucked Hermione for another few minutes before his 
own exhaustion caught up with him. The tension in his body 
seemed to have drained into her through his cock and then 
he was limp and quivering with the effort of fucking for he 
didn't know how many hours. 

He collapsed on her back and crushed her heaving and 
vibrating body into the beds mattress under his, then he 
kissed the back of her neck through her dark brown hair as 
his pulsing dick slowly deflate... still deep in her ravished 
ass. Hermione could feel all his hot creamy jism inside her 
bowels. The thought always thrilled her. Sexually, she'd 
done almost everything possible with her bestfriend over 
the last year and half, but the best of all was having him 
fuck her up the ass. She would leak cum everywhere, but it 
was his cum and that made it all the better. But now he was 
staying deep inside her, his dick the perfect but plug... 

Fleur and Nym were completely oblivious to the climactic 
events on the bed beside them. Both witches were very 
close to their own orgasms, licking and probing and sucking 
each other's juicy, spread cunt-slits like there was no 
tomorrow. 

Nym had sucked more than a few willing cunts in her time, 
but Fleur's was definitely the most delicious pussy she had 
ever tasted, and judging by the enthusiasm with which Fleur 
was returning the favour, the hot blonde was a very talented 
cunt-licker herself. 



Fleur was very, very close to orgasm as well. Nym's hot, 
sucking lips wrapped tightly around her throbbing clit had 
the hot, sexy blond3 in orbit! She moved her slender hips in 
tiny, sensuous circles, grinding her juice-filled pussy against 
the metamorph's face, making small, whimpering little 
sounds of pleasure. Nym did the same, plastering her 
drooling, pink-haired snatch over the blonde-haired veela's 
eagerly sucking lips. 

Together the horny, cunt-sucking duo sucked and licked and 
tongue-fucked themselves into total oblivion. Eating each 
other ravenously until finally they exploded in mutually- 
induced orgasm, writhing and moaning and quivering as 
they sucked up each other's creamy cunt-spendings. Then, 
like two contented, purring cats, the two girls licked each 
other's saturated pussy-fur clean. 

Harry and Hermione were grinning at the two witches when 
they finally surfaced, their faces wet and glistening with 
each other's juices. 

“Looks like you two, had fun," grinned Harry. 

Fleur gazed at the wizard's sticky, limp cock and grinned 
back that was resting half up Hermione's ass, both of them 
spooning on their sides, with Harry behind. 

“You had time to notice?" Fleur smiled. “Or you can still fuck 
us all at the same time?" 

Harry ignored the taunt and jumped on her, pulling his rock 
hard cock out of Hermione's ass, unleashing the flood gates. 
Fleur wasn't expecting such a sudden attack, and she 
gasped as he wriggled between her nice long legs and 
began pounding his hugely engorged cock against her slick 
tender pussy. But she quickly recovered from her surprise. 



“Oooooh, yeah, Harry, fuck me!” she cried. Harry managed 
to hit the target, and his wrist thick cock slammed to her wet 
steaming depths. She arched her body to take it, then 
wrapped her legs around his waist and locked them there. 
She and Harry started fucking at each other like maniacs. 

"Ooooooh, shit, ooooooh!” she howled. 

"Ahhhhh, Merlin, yeah!” Harry groaned. 

"Hmmmm, looks like we just have to wait our turn!” Nym 
grinned. 

”1 just hope he lasts till he gets to me. I'm horny again,” 
Hermione said. 

Just for insurance, she started playing with herself, stroking 
her index finger slowly and sensuously over her tender clit. 
Nym immediately began doing the same thing. They kept up 
a steady buzz of pleasure in their pussies as they watched 
Harry fuck Fleur. 

He wasn't taking his time like he usually did. He seemed 
frantic to get the witch off before he came himself. And no 
wonder - he had two more impatient witches waiting for his 
big hard cock. Harry fucked Fleur like a pile driver, 
practically knocking the breath out of her. 

Fleur wasn't complaining, though. Her eyes screwed shut, 
her teeth bared in a snarl of pleasure, she was gurgling and 
moaning as she took his deep-driving prick. She clawed his 
shoulders and creamed a molten flood of cunt juice. 

"Unnnnhhhh, shit, yessss!” she moaned. "Fuck my brains 
out, Harry, I love it!” 


"Oh, Merlin!” Nym moaned. "I can't take much more of this!” 



She pistoned her finger faster over her squirting clit, 
shivering with excitement. Her hot horny eyes were locked 
on Harry's jack hammering cock as it flashed in and out of 
Fleur's wet cunt. Her finger kept pace with his prick, jerking 
furiously. 

Hermione found herself copying Harry's hard rhythm, too. 
She just wished she had his fat cock inside her. It would feel 
so much more satisfying than her finger. But she had to be 
content with what she had. She slid the finger into her cunt. 

“Mmmmmmm, yeah!" she gurgled. 

Nym turned to see what was making her friend so excited. 
She saw Hermione slide one finger, then two, into her 
drooling little cunt. Hermione was shamelessly finger- 
fucking herself as she watched Harry and Fleur. She was 
fantasizing that he was fucking her instead. 

"Good idea!" Nym cried. 

She stuffed two fingers into her cunt and pumped them fast 
and hard. It was a good imitation of a cock, but it could be 
better. She managed to wedge a third finger into her 
drenched cunt, and that was perfect. She fingerfucked 
herself blissfully. 

"Unnnnhhh, Mione, try this!" she panted. "This is perfect!" 

Hermione looked over and saw Nym stretching her cunt 
almost to bursting with three pistoning fingers. It looked 
obscene but exciting. She tried it, too, jamming a third 
finger into her hotly aroused box. Nym was right, it was the 
same thickness as a real-Harry cock. 


"Ohhhhh, shit, yes!" Hermione gasped. 



Harry was intent on getting Fleur off, but he couldn't help 
hearing the squeals and moans of the other witches. He 
glanced over and saw them finger-fucking themselves 
frantically while they watched him. It was so kinky and 
exciting, he damned near shot his load. 

Somehow he managed to hold out. He went into high gear, 
fucking Fleur with all the speed and force he could 
command. The perfect blonde under him arched her body 
sharply to take his thundering cock as deep as she could. 
She rubbed her swollen joy button against his jerking shaft. 

“Unnnnhhhh, unnnnhhhh - Harry, gonna come!" she 
gasped. 

"Fleur, I hope so!" Harry panted. 

He'd never wanted to come more in his life. While he fucked 
a gorgeous big-titted blonde, a sexxy dark brown and kinky 
pinkhead were finger-fucking themselves, lusty out of their 
minds as they waited for him to fuck them. 

He wanted to blast ten gallons of jizz into Fleur's greedily 
squeezing cunt. But he had to save that hard-on for Nym 
and then Hermione. He gritted his teeth and went on fucking 
Fleur as hard as he could. She suddenly stiffened, groaned, 
and then rocked violently beneath him. 

"Ooooooh, love. I'm cominggggg!" she wailed. "Ooooooh, 
shit! Uunnnhhhhhhh." 

"One down, two to go," Harry muttered hoarsely to himself. 

He pulled his soaked cock out of Fleur's burning cunt and 
turned to Nym. Hot-eyed with lust, she gave him a wicked 
grin, whipped her cream-soaked fingers out of her cunt, and 



rolled over onto her hands and knees. She poked her hot ass 
up in the air. 

“Do it to me this way, Harry," she invited. 

“Oh, yeah!" Harry growled. 

His lust boiled up again as he grasped her slim hips and 
ogled the tiny pink opening of her fur-fringed box. He 
punched the swollen head of his prick into that inviting hole, 
then shoved in as deep as he could. He groaned as he 
encased his meat in searing velvety flesh. Nym sobbed with 
pleasure and creamed a huge sizzling flood of juice. 

“Unnnnhhhh, Merlin, fuck me with that big thing!" she 
moaned. “I need it so bad!" 

“So do I," Hermione put in, “so don't get him off, Nym." 

“I'll try!" Nym gurgled. “I mean I'll try not to! I mean, oh, 
shit, never mind!" 

Hermione laughed, knowing her friend was having too much 
fun to think straight. But she really prayed that Harry would 
hold out and fuck her, too. She'd feel pretty damned 
frustrated if he didn't. She kept finger-fucking herself as she 
watched them. 

“Unnnnhhhh, unnnnhhhh, yesssss!" Nym panted. 

Harry wasn't being slow with her, either. He was pounding 
his cock into her like there was no tomorrow, making her 
slim body shake violently with the impact. But Nym loved 
his roughness. She clawed the bed to stay upright, and thick 
pearly cream gushed from her cunt and down her thighs. 


“Fuck it to me, fuck it to meeeeee," she wailed. 



“Oh, wow," Fleur sighed. “This is so wild. I just came, and 
now I'm getting horny again watching them." 


She could see that Harry was almost at the end of his tether. 
He'd started out so confidently, sure that he could satisfy all 
three witches. Now he was aching to come, and he still had 
two witches to get off. He'd got to his limit. He was fucking 
since he woke up... a few hours back. 

“Merlin... how can he still go?" Fleur said astonished. “He's 
fucking for hours..." 

Hermione grinned, thinking about it. Yes, he was fucking 
since eleven or something and now was past three o'clock. 
But right now her super bestfrien seemed about to blow. 
Harry was red-faced and gasping as he fucked into Nym as 
fast and hard as he could, desperately trying to get her off. 
He was doing his best, but greedy Nym was holding off her 
climax, savoring the fun. 

“Unnnnhhhh, honey, I love it," she gurgled. “I just love it. 
Fuck me forever!" 

“Hey, Nym, I'm waiting, you know," Hermione said. 

“Hmmmm?" Nym moaned. “Oh, yes, all right!" 

Hermione was getting more impatient by the second. 
Somebody had to be last with Harry, but she wished it 
wasn't her. She worked her three bunched fingers deeper 
and harder into her achingly horny cunt, trying to ease the 
boiling need inside her. 

“Hermione!" Fleur exclaimed. “What in hell are you doing?" 


So Fleur had finally noticed? Hermione laughed and said, 
“I'm masturbating, honey. I'm too horny to just sit here and 



watch. Mmmmm, it feels so good!” 


Fleur seemed both shocked and tempted. She'd copied Nym 
when she rubbed her clit, and now she couldn't resist trying 
out Hermione's method. She timidly slid a finger into her 
cunt, then shivered with pleasure. Hermione was right, this 
felt very nice. Fleur began finger-fucking herself with 
growing excitement. 

But they were both distracted when Nym gave a loud house 
groan and began to come. They watched enviously while the 
beautiful pinkhead bucked and writhed around the fat hard 
skewer of Harry's thundering cock. 

"Unnnnhhh, shit, fuck - whaaahhhh!” she howled. 

"Oh, Merlin!” Harry groaned. 

It had taken every last ounce of his will power not to come 
when Nym did. He ached to shoot his load, but he had a 
reputation to keep up. He was a stud, and he didn't want to 
lose that title. He could do the job, he told himself. He just 
needed a minute to rest. 

He tumbled back onto the bed, gasping, but Hermione didn't 
give him even a second to recuperate. She was mounting 
him as he landed. She straddled him and wiggled around till 
she'd caught the engorged head of his cock between her 
slick hot pussylips. With a happy groan she slid down his 
prick. 

"Ohhhhh, yeah, Harry, fuck meeee!” she cried. Harry felt like 
a fucking machine. He grasped Hermione's tiny waist and 
started pumping his cock in her sizzling slick cunt, hoping 
she'd get off before he did. Her greedy cunt sucked and 
squeezed at his meat. His balls felt ready to burst. 



“Ohhhh, fuck it to me hard, love!” Hermione moaned. "Fuck 
as hard as you can!” 

Harry didn't have much choice, he was so frantic to come. 

He growled lustily and fucked her into her like a maniac. She 
squealed with delight and fucked right back at him, jerking 
her hips to his hard rhythm. He felt a spasm in his balls. 

"Awwww, shit, awwwww. I'm comingggg,” he yelled. 

"Ohhhhh, yesssss, ohhhhhhh!” Hermione wailed. 

She'd already finger-fucked herself right to the brink of 
orgasm, so it was no problem for her to get off as fast as 
Harry. They rocked and bucked together in a long violent 
mutual orgasm. Fleur and Nym watched, fingerfucking 
themselves like crazy. Then they began to come, too. 

"Oooooh, shit, oooooh!” Fleur screamed. 

"Unnnnnhh, unnnngggghhhh!” Nym moaned. 

Harry simply collapsed on his back as he jetted the last of 
his come into Hermione's greedily sucking womb. And she 
crushed her tits over him, heaving like after a marathon, his 
cock still deep inside her ravished pussy. Soon,Nym and 
Fleur snuggled on either side of the heaving couple, going 
fast to sleep... 

Hermione couldn't stop a grin forming on her sleepy 
features. She sure was THE QUEEN... 


Chapter 35 - A very useful bench 

After her wild three weeks at Potter Manor, Hermione spent 
her first morning home doing some cleaning in her closet. 




There were so many old clothes since she was younger, that 
she forgot what was in there. Sorting through her piles of old 
clothes, she hauled out a pair of bright, silk shorts she knew 
she bought three years ago and she knew now they were 
two sizes too small for her. She also found a yellow 
sleeveless shirt that had 69 printed on its front. Determined 
to have a little fun after all this work, she got out of the 
closet with those old clothes of hers. She was curious to see 
what she looked like in the get-up now when she had filled 
up a bit. She might even wear it for someone very special to 
her that was spending a few days here with her. 

She slipped out of her clothes quickly and pulled on the 
shirt and shorts without bothering about underwear. And 
when she gazed at her reflection in the mirror, she couldn't 
help but smile to herself. If anything, she looked more naked 
with the stuff on than she did without. The basketball shirt 
was so sheer the full mounds of her tits were bursting out its 
front. The upper swells of her tits jiggled lewdly over the 
tight top, and the sides of her tits were clearly visible 
through the armpit circles. Her nipples tented out its front 
like squat pebbles. 

She twirled and pouted in front of the mirror, entranced at 
the way her tits joggled inside the tight harness of the shirt. 
Her ass was just as interesting. The shorts were so small they 
dug deeply into her ass crack, and her ass cheeks puffed out 
obscenely from under the hems. Her cunt hair peeked out 
sexily at the tops of her lean thighs. 

“Mione, you in here?" a very familiar voice called suddenly 
from downstairs. Hermione's heart skipped a beat. It seams 
that her special green eyes someone was looking for her... 
already. And... she'd have to put in an appearance now, she 
thought mischievously. Dress like she was, she walked 
downstairs. 



A green eyes young wizard was wandering around in the 
livingroom looking for her. As she approached, he turned 
around, and his eyes almost popped out when he saw her. 

“Merlin's balls!" he gasped, gaping stupidly at her lewd 
outfit. 

"Oh, I was just making some order in my closet and I found 
these and had to try them on," she explained, glancing 
down at her tits self-consciously. 

He too was staring at her tits. He was amazed that they 
stood out so firm and high without the help of a bra. Her tits 
were mouth-watering. And those legs! So long and slender 
and perfectly shaped. His hot bestfriend was gorgeous! 

"Need any help with something?" Hermione continued 
smugly. 

"Bells," he grunted oddly, unable to take his eyes off her tits. 
"What?" 

"Bells. Dumbbells. Weights. You know. I want to lift some 
weights. Does your dad have bench for pressing weights." 

"Yeah... I think dad has one set up in the back room," she 
said, leading the way. 

Harry followed her toward a room at the back of the big 
house, watching her ass cheeks flex beautifully as she 
moved. Those shorts were so fucking tight! Her ass cheeks 
were oozing out in back like they wanted to escape. 

"Here it is," she announced, stepping into the cramped little 
room and urging him in after her. The place was actually a 
storage area and was cluttered with many boxes full of stuff 



the Grangers didn't use or were stored there. But right in the 
center of the room was what they were looking for, a low, 
narrow bench with a steel frame attached to cradle a set of 
weights. Hermione gazed at the apparatus with a blank 
stare. 

“This is not like the magical one I have at home. Can you 
show me how it works?" he said. There was a leer in his eyes 
as he spoke. 

“I thought you knew how this work?" Hermione said. But 
then she shrugged, turned her back on him, and leaned over 
the bench gingerly. How the hell did this thing work, 
anyway? She was supposed to know, but she never tryed it. 

It was one of her dads old things and she didn't have the 
vaguest idea. 

The young wizard sat on a box and smiled to himself. He was 
going to enjoy this. His hot dark brown bestfriend was half- 
naked and was about to go clambering about on top of the 
low bench. It should be something to see. He knew 
everything there was to know about weight benches, but he 
wouldn't have told her that for the world. 

“I guess you kind of lay on it like this," she said, crawling on 
all fours across the narrow platform. Her ass bucked up 
toward him beautifully, and as he watched, her movements 
forced her shorts to one side. A lovely, hair-lined slice of cunt 
winked at him lewdly. It shone like a half of a split peach. 

“I don't think so," he put in helpfully, adjusting his cock in 
his lap. As soon as she'd bent over in front of him, his prick 
had begun to grow. 

“This way maybe?" she suggested, squirming around toward 
him so that he had a clear view down her shirt into her tits. 
With her body bent over like this, her lush tits hung down 



below her like ripe melons. The nipples pointed to the 
ground like bullets. 

“I don't think that's the way either. Here, let me help you." 

He was sliding onto the bench in front of her, straddling it 
with both feet on the floor. He reached around and in back of 
her, so that she had to lean back out of his way. And 
suddenly he was raising part of the bench, resetting it at an 
angle like a reclined car seat. He pushed her over gently till 
she was settled comfortably on the angled board. Her legs 
split and found the floor, supported her in her weird, new 
position. 

"Oh! My! How nice! I'd no idea you could adjust these 
things!" 

"Oh sure. You can adjust several things," he said. 

He reached out a hand, slipped his fingers under the top of 
her tight T-shirt, and tugged it out and down slowly. The 
material stretched to snapping point and suddenly her left 
tit flopped into view, pulled out of shape by the gripping 
shirt, then the other one. Both tits were lolling weirdly out 
over the top of her shirt. The nipples were bent down 
towards the ground. 

"Ohhh! Merlin!" exclaimed Hermione, too thrilled, to do 
anything. She knew very well where this was going. After all, 
that was why she dress like this. She gazed down at her 
oozing tits along with him, amazed at how much bigger they 
seemed as they thrust out over the top of the shirt. 

"See, your shirt's adjustable too!" he teased, squatting 
confidently on the bench. "I bet your shorts are as well." 

He gripped the elastic top of her shorts in both hands and 
there was a tremendous tearing sound. The silk briefs were 



suddenly split in two, hanging over her thighs uselessly, 
exposing the bristling hair of her cunt to his view. 

“Grab hold of the supporting bar behind you," he instructed. 
“I'll give you a demonstration of how I think this apparatus 
works." 

Without hesitation, her heart pounding crazily, Hermione did 
as she was told, reaching her hands back and up to grasp 
the steel bar. She stared down at him, a strange little thrill in 
her pussy, what he would do next. 

“It's really quite simple," he began, scooping his great fists 
underneath her ass cheeks and raising her up off the bench. 
His fingers kneaded her plush ass cheeks and separated 
them gently. All the time he lifted her, raising her crotch 
higher and higher till her feet were up off the floor and her 
cunt was inches away from his, face. 

He bent his head, opened his mouth, and began to lick and 
slobber at her cunt, scraping his tongue up and down over 
her crotch hair and cuntlips. He was soon digging his tongue 
inside her, probing the inner pit of her cunt and cranking her 
soggy pussy flaps this way and that. 

“Ohhh, goodness! Ohhh, my!" Hermione groaned, her cunt 
melting under his lips. “You're eating me! You're eating my 
cunt!" 

“Fucking right!" he mumbled between licks of her inner 
cunt. “And a sweet one it is too! A real tasty little pussy!" 

He resumed work on her, diddling his tongue as far into her 
gaping cunt as he could poke. His mouth was mashed up 
against her pulpy cuntlips, and his lips warped them oddly. 
Syrupy cunt juice was purling down and soaking his chin 
and the crotch hairs surrounding his mouth. 



“Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh, wow!” she muttered, watching him nip 
and suck at her cunt. This sure was exciting! She didn't want 
him to stop! She didn't want him ever to stop! 

His nose mashed into her pussy hair. He supported her with 
his hands under her ass. One of his fingers crept into her ass 
crack and searched out her asshole. 

"Ohhh! What are you doing? Ohhh!” she crooned, her 
eyelids fluttering with excitement. "Eat me! Eat me! Eat 
me!” 

His finger found the pit of her asshole and began to 
corkscrew about expertly. Her ass writhed and wriggled in 
his hands. They couldn't move very far. His finger pushed 
inside the tight ring of her puckered asshole. 

"Ungh! Ungh!” she bleated, not quite believing all this was 
happening. A tongue in her cunt and a finger up her ass! 
What a fantastic thing! What a great way to spend her first 
day at home! 

She bent her knees and raised her legs in the air, hooked 
them wide over his shoulders. Her heels rested just below his 
shoulder blades. The split of her pussy cracked even wider, 
allowing him to go much deeper with his drilling tongue. 
Suddenly he was touching her clit, pummeling the tiny 
button back and forth without mercy. Her entire lower body 
seemed to dissolve. 

"Ooooooh! Ooooooh, fuck! Eat me! Dig that tongue deep! 
Ooooooh, fuck! I love it! I fucking love it!” she cried. Her tits 
jiggled like water-filled balloons on her chest. 

"Mmmmm,” he moaned, slobbering and sucking on her clit 
like his life depended on it. He thrust his finger deeper up 



her ass, driving it past the first and second knuckle and 
twisting it every which way. 

“I'm coming! Ooooooh, fuck, I'm coming!" she croaked, her 
body writhing insanely above the weight bench. She clung 
to the upper bar tightly for support, her knuckles turning 
white with the strain. Her thighs swayed in and out on either 
side of his head. 

Great flashes of pleasure shot up from her cunt into her belly 
and chest, driving her crazy and forcing her to toss her head 
back and forth with lust. His tongue wouldn't leave her 
alone. It licked and sucked and nipped at her raw clit, not 
once allowing her a moment's peace. Her ribcage trembled 
with tension. 

“Ooooooh, please! Ooooooh, please!" she gasped, closing 
her eyes tightly. 

She was so helpless! She couldn't have escaped if she'd 
wanted to! She didn't want to! Her fists clutched the bar for 
support and her legs wrapped tautly around his back. Her 
cunt was caught in the sucking grip of his mouth. Her 
asshole was plugged up with his marauding finger. This 
whole situation was insane! She wouldn't have stopped for 
the world! 

“You like that? You like that, Mione?" he gloated, lifting his 
greasy chin up from her cunt a moment. He sucked in great 
gulps of air in preparation for more cunt-diving. 

“Ooooooh! Don't stop! Fuck! Don't stop! Eat me! Eat my 
cunt!" she wailed, urging her pussy mound up against his 
mouth, bending her back in a deep arch. “Use your mouth 
on me! Don't ever stop! I need your tongue! I need it!" 



He let her writhe about helplessly for several seconds, 
content that the longer he waited, the more desperately 
she'd need him. But then he too wanted more. Her cunt was 
just too sweet and fresh and juicy for words. There was 
nothing like her cunt! He bent his head and began to lick 
and poke at her cunt hole with his tongue. 

“My clit! Suck my clit!" she pleaded, digging her heels into 
his back, trying to draw him closer to her. His tongue felt so 
good! 

“Ahhhhh," he sighed in her pussy hair, pelting her raw, pink 
clit with little beats of his tongue. It was driving her crazy. 
Before he was through, he'd have her weak in the knees. 

He'd have her begging him for his cock. He'd have her 
pleading! 

“I love it! Oh, Merlin, I love it!" she groaned, rolling her head 
from side to side. Her legs swayed in and out, cradling his 
head gently. Her lovely, flat, brown belly humped up towards 
him with regular twitching movements. One of her hands left 
the supporting bar a moment to caress and squeeze her tit. 
She needed her tits squished! She was hot! She was so hot! 

“Ahhhhh," he repeated, scooping up great, flowing beads of 
pussy juice that were drooling down her cunt walls. She was 
leaking crazily! Her pussy was squirting cunt juice out into 
his mouth! 

“Squeeze my tits! Please squeeze my tits!" she begged, 
pressing one of her huge tits back in on itself. Her nipple 
shot up damn near half 'n inch high. 

Obligingly, he reached up a hand, flicked her wrist away, 
and began kneading and hefting her tit mound with his 
fingers. Her tit was so firm and solid, like a globe of rubber 
with a toggle switch mounted on top. Some nipples his 



bestfriend had! They were hard enough to poke your eye 
out! 

“Yes! Ohhh, fuck, yes! Squeeze my tits! Feel my nipples! I 
love it! I need it so!" 

She tossed her head from side to side, her eyes clenched 
tightly shut with pleasure. Now that he had taken over on 
her tits, she once again gripped the supporting bar, fearful 
she would fall and jerk his thrilling tongue out of her fucking 
cunt. She humped her crotch up at him, urged her tits into 
his mauling hand. It all felt so good! 

Sex could be so wonderful! Just when she thought she had 
experienced everything, something happened to make her 
wonder if life was long enough to feel everything there was 
to feel when it came to sex! Here she was, buck-naked with 
her betfriend, letting him eat her cunt on her dad's weight 
pressing bench, and she was having the time of her life! She 
was exploring whole new areas of feeling! 

Her climax continued a little less violently, but strongly 
nonetheless. Her cuntlips quivered, drooling out wad after 
wad of sticky gunk onto his face and mouth. Her clit was 
raw! She thought he was going to suck her clit right off! She 
swore he would suck the fucking thing right out of her 
spasming cunt hole! 

“Ooooooh! Ooooooh!" she groaned, half out of her mind. 
Each time he twirled his finger up her asshole, she writhed 
in pleasure forcing her cunt tighter onto his sucking mouth. 
Then he ate her clit all the more, making her wriggle and 
shake weirdly. 

In a sudden flash, she realized what the cure was. There was 
only one solution to this exquisite torture and that was a big 
stiff cock. She needed a great, thick log of a cock up her 



cunt. That was the only solution to all this. She needed to be 
fucked. She had to have his prick soon or go insane. 


“Cock!” she muttered hoarsely, glaring down at the top of 
his head. “Cock! I need your cock! Please! Give me your 
cock! Shove it inside me! Shove your cock up my cunt!” 

She tried to draw her tortured pussy away from his tongue, 
but he wouldn't let her go. His grip on her ass was tight and 
strong. With his finger up her asshole, he could direct her 
anyway he wished. She began to whimper deep in her 
throat. She couldn't stand much more of this. She was about 
to burst into tears of frustration. 

“Please! Give me your cock! I'll do anything! I'll suck you 
off! I'll swallow your cum! You can fuck me between my tits! 
Or up my ass! Yeah, you can fuck me up the ass! But please, 
shove it up my cunt first! I need, it! I need to be fucked so 
bad! ” 

Her voice broke into a sob, and he looked up from her cunt 
in alarm. His cunt-sucking had really had an effect! The hot 
dark brown was begging for his cock, just as he'd predicted! 
He removed his cum-soaked face from her gaping cunt and 
lowered her ass back down onto the bench. With a popping 
sound, he unplugged his finger from her asshole. Then he 
knelt on the bench and began to undress. She stopped 
whimpering and watched him, her legs still draped loosely 
over his muscular shoulders. There was a strange, fiery light 
in her brown eyes. 

He pushed his jogging shorts down off his crotch. His long, 
thick cock vibrated out from the mass of hair on his lower 
belly. His prick was so long and enormously thick, like the 
branch of a tree. Its great, heavy cockhead swayed down at 



an angle, purple in the storage room's half-light. A pearl of 
clear liquid hung off its tip like a decoration. 


“Ohhhhh, Merlin!" Hermione groaned, rolling her eyes at the 
sight of his massive prick. It was too good to be true! His 
cock was just what she needed - a prick so huge it would 
damn near split her in half! "Give it to me! Let me suck it!" 
she begged, reaching down a hand for him. 

He brushed her hand away impatiently. "You said you 
wanted a cock up your cunt. That's where you're going to 
get fucked. At least to start with. If you want to suck it, you'll 
have to wait a while. You can suck it later!" 

He took the thick cockshaft in his hand and nudged his prick 
forward till the gleaming, purple head was mashed up 
against the gasping slice of her reddened cunt. Her 
glistening cunt hairs were matted together with his spit and 
her pussy juice. Her gnarled cuntlips parted for him. He 
drove forward slowly. 

"Oooooh! Oooooh, fuck!" she hollered, gripping the steel bar 
above her tightly and closing her eyes with need. She bent 
her back and urged her cunt up at him, trying to impale 
herself on his cock before he could do anything more. But 
her legs were still hooked up over his shoulders, and her 
weird position didn't give her much control. She waited for 
him to fuck her, her cunt twitching with anticipation. 

He glared down into her crotch and watched as the 
enormous granite mushroom of his cockhead dug under the 
flaps of her pussy and began to push them apart. The prick 
crown was so huge, and what was to follow behind it was so 
thick. The way her rubbery cunt slabs were warping this way 
and that was fantastic. 



“Ooooooh, fuck, cram it inside me! Ooooooh, I need cock so 
bad!” she groaned, dipping her head in an attempt to follow 
the progress of his giant prick. "Split me in half! Split me in 
half with your fucking cock!” 

Her cuntlips wrapped themselves around the satin bulb of 
his cockhead and sucked his prick inside hungrily. Hunks of 
pink pussy tissue wriggled out her hole and nipped at him, 
sticking themselves to his hard cock like thick, oily lips. The 
stiff, reddened button of her clit rubbed down along his prick 
shaft and folded over on itself. 

"Oooooh, fuck! I love it! More! More cock! Push it in till it's in 
my chest! Every inch! I want every last fucking inch!” 

He pressed onwards, and the head of his cock disappeared 
inside her madly sucking cunt hole. An inch of bloated 
cockmeat followed. And another. And another. Till her pussy 
flaps seemed stretched to capacity around the invading 
prick. But he drove deeper, sending the head of his 
cockshaft far up her pussy. 

"Ooooooh! Ungh! Ungh!” she bleated, closing her eyes once 
again in concentration. His prick was so fucking huge! This 
was like a fucking baseball bat! 

"How do you feel, Mione?” he leered. "My cock big enough 
for you? My cock long and thick enough for that hungry little 
cunt of yours?” 

"Yes! Ohhh, yes! I love it! I love every inch of it! Ram it 
deep! Ram it so deep!” she pleaded. 

Four, five and six inches of cock vanished into her ragged 
pussy hole and he met the first hint of resistance. Her cunt 
walls nipped tightly at his bulk, stretched that taut around 
his fucking prick. He may not have touched bottom yet, but 



he seemed to have stretched her as wide as she would go. 
He paused a moment to rest, sweat glistening on his brow. 


“Keep going! Don't stop! For fuck's sake, don't stop!'' she 
moaned. “I need every inch of it! Send it deep! Cram me full 
of cock! Cram me full of your lovely, thick cock!'' 

He rested one more moment, blinked away the sweat from 
his eyes, then drove forward, cramming the final two or 
three of his colossal prick deep in her gnarled cunt, just as 
she desired. He stayed there a moment between her legs, 
every last inch of his thick cock embedded in the helpless 
witch's deep pussy. His balls were nestled tightly between 
the nook of her golden thighs. 

“Yes! Oooooh, yes!" she breathed, sighing deeply. She felt so 
full! She felt so utterly crammed with delicious, sewing hard- 
on! A sweet, satisfied smile broke across her glistening face. 

“You took it all! You took every inch!" he praised, gaping at 
the lips of her pussy wrapped snugly around the base of his 
cock. 

“You're beautiful! Your cock's fucking fantastic!" she 
whispered raggedly, her eyelids droopy with lust. “Fuck me 
now! Fuck that big thick cock back and forth inside me till I 
can't stand it!" She began to wiggle her ass against him, 
squishing his balls back into his thighs. 

He took a deep breath, and clamping both his great hands 
around her slender waist, began to fuck his fat cock in and 
out of her pussy with a series of short, steady jabs. His prick 
shone with a layer of cunt juice each time his cock pulled 
back into the open. Hercuntlips wriggled in and out, back 
and forth as he fucked her. 



“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” she grunted, her tits shimmying on 
her chest at every thrust. What a way to spend a summer 
break! Fucking your ass off in the storage area! of her 
parents home And oh how thrilling! Nothing mattered, as 
long as she had this great, thick cudgel of a cock fucking in 
and out of her all day long! 

“You're so tight!" he raved. Back and forth, back and forth 
he drove his cock, carving her cunt hole as wide as he could, 
bending her pussylips right and left and up and down. 

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!" she cried, her pussy still spasming. 
She'd been coming for the better part of ten minutes, it 
seemed. And she didn't want the feeling ever to stop. 

“Shit, I'm gonna come soon! You're sucking me dry! I'm 
gonna come any minute up your hot pussy!" he wheezed, 
his ass cheeks a pale blur as he fucked back and forth 
between her legs. “You're driving me crazy, Mione! Your 
cunt's sucking up all my jism already!" 

Hermione was only half listening, caught up in the long, 
extended flow of her own climax. The muscles of her cunt 
pulsed and contracted against his bloated prick, nipping 
and massaging his cock without mercy. Great oily blasts of 
cunt juice rolled down her pussy channel and bathed his 
balls and upper thighs. She was shooting cunt juice out like 
lava. 

“Yeah, I'm there! I'm fucking there!" he roared, drilling his 
cock into her now with long, vicious strokes. His belly 
twitched in and out, smacking up against her ass loudly. 

He reached up to grasp her jiggling tits, mauled them and 
squeezed them with his hands. He tweaked her stone-hard 
nipples and tugged them far up off the plush mounds of 
flesh. They were like scalding hot pebbles to the touch. And 



all the while, he fucked in and out of her, never once letting 
up in his frantic fucking pace. His balls swung crazily 
beneath him, their scalding load of jism whipped to a fury in 
his ball sac. 

“Come inside me! Yes! Come inside me!" Hermione wailed, 
suddenly aware of what was happening to him. “Splatter me 
with cum! Shoot out all you've got inside me! I love it! I love 
jism!" She rammed her ass at him, sinking herself on his 
hard prick again and again and again. 

“Ohhh! Ohhh! Ohhh!" he yelled, biting his lip. He left her tits 
and gripped both his hands to her ankles, cranking her legs 
up and apart in a wide, obscene arc. She had had her legs 
hooked up over his back for long minutes, but now he got 
them, far apart in a huge V, splitting her pussy so that he 
could study her cunt in detail at the moment of climax. Her 
ass was raised up in the air, supported only by the incessant 
fucking of his prick in her pussy. 

“Coming! Coming up your hot cunt!" he croaked, plowing his 
prick into her one last time. 

Great steaming wads of spunk belched out his cock tip deep 
into the helpless witch's ragged cunt. Far, far up her cunt 
she felt the hot jizz explode, cascading every which way like 
some magnificent douche. Cum wriggled and spun up her 
cunthole, like mercury caught in a tube, spurting out and up 
in creamy, waxy knots. 

“Ooooh! I feel it! Yes, I do! I feel your hot jizz up my cunt!" 
she groaned. “SO good! So good! So good!" 

He strained, his face reddened and drawn with effort. He 
fucked into her again and again, splashing thick, scalding 
wads of spunk high in her cunt. Cum jetted out of his prick 
in waxy gobs, squishing back and forth in her deep pussy 



channel and seeping back along the driving shaft of his 
prick. He plunged his cock back inside her, bloating her with 
enough cum to last her a month. 

“Ohhh, so much! So much fucking spunk!” she yelled, her 
eyes rolling. "So much cum up inside me! I love it! Hot white 
creamy jizz! Pump me full of it! Spurt it all out inside me!” 

She shucked herself up and down under him, accepting 
each thrust of his granite-hard cock gratefully. She could 
fuck like this all day! If only he could keep pumping! If only 
it didn't have to be over! 

"Damn, Mione!” he grunted, watching ropes of white jizz 
froth back out her cum-blasted cunt. His cock was covered in 
jism, glistening like a greased pole. He fucked into her 
steadily, firing off blob after blob of steaming gunk up her 
hole. He swore he could hear the squirting of his cockhead 
deep within her pussy. 

"Don't stop! Oh, please don't stop!” she begged, sensing a 
gradual slowing of his hips. "I need your cock inside me so 
bad! Don't take it out! Let it stay inside me! Oh, please! 

Don't stop!” 

Hot wads of cream still sprang from his prick, but he was 
easing up in his thrusts, pumping his ass a little more 
leisurely as he came down from his climax. One more giant 
squirt, jetting to the very depths of her steaming cunt 
tunnel, and he was finished, his balls emptied of their 
sizzling load. He lowered her outspread legs slowly and let 
them dangle lazily over his twitching thighs. 

"Please! I need more! Please fuck me! Don't stop! I'll go 
crazy! I love your hot cock! I love it!” 



He glared at her tiredly, his hips driving into her gently now, 
his hand mauling her tits with soft, easy strokes. He sensed 
his cock wilting inside her cum-clogged cunt. His prick 
chugged in and out of her like a glazed sausage, jism and 
pussy cream dripping from its surface. 

“I'll tell you what," he put in, looking her in the eye. “I'll fuck 
you up the ass, how's that? I'll cram my cock up your 
asshole and fuck you till you can't walk. How'd you like a 
nice thick cock up your pretty little cock teasing ass?" 

Hermione felt a quiver of excitement run through her. Up the 
ass! A cock up her ass! An ass-fuck was probably exactly 
what she needed to round out this perfect fuck. 

“Yes! Ohhh yes!" she groaned, her belly twitching. “Fuck me 
up the ass! I want you to! I'd love it! Take that big thick cock 
of yours and ram it all the way up my ass! I'll take it! I'll take 
every last inch of it!" 

His muscles glistening with a fine coating of sweat, the 
young green eyes wizard pulled back from her, slopped his 
emptied prick from the soggy, wet folds of her pussy. A 
great, creamy flow of jizz drooled out of her and soiled the 
narrow weight bench. Cum ran off the edges and dribbled to 
the floor noisily. He knelt, thrust his tangled pants lower 
down his legs, and grabbed her once again by the ankles. 

He flipped her onto her side then onto her belly, watching 
with interest as her huge tits mashed into the bench 
beneath her. Without being told, she kept her hold on the 
steel support bar over her head, her hands simply changing 
position on the thing, as if she were a gymnast. 

He leaned over her and pulled her lovely thighs apart with a 
harsh jerk. Her hair-lined cunt cracked wide and oozed more 



cum onto the bench. He palmed her plush, pale ass cheeks 
and spread them apart roughly. 

“Nice ass! Nice fucking asshole!" he praised, delighting in 
the feel of her taut, rubbery little asscheeks. They were the 
fresh, solid ass cheeks of a seventeen years old witch, the 
finely-toned ass buns of a hot girl who exercised regularly... 
in bed or where ever or when ever. And he was going to fuck 
them! He was going to crank them wide with his bull-cock 
and bury the length of his prick far up her asshole. 

"Merlin, Harry, but you have a big wand!" she giggled, her 
face flat against the supporting panel of the weight bench. 
"It's awful fucking thick!" 

"And you love it!" he grinned back, taking his cock in hand 
and plowing the head up and down in the crack between her 
ass cheeks. He dipped it into the soaking-wet pit of her cunt 
several times, coating his cockhead with slime and scooping 
it up along the wide-spread furrow. Her ass-split gleamed 
with oily juice. 

"I love it! I love getting fucked up the ass!" she moaned. "It 
feels so strange! Like nothing else I've ever done! It feels so 
kinky!" 

"Well, here goes, witch, kinky or not! Get ready for a stiff 
cock up your ass! Here we go!" He primed his prick two or 
three times in his fist, making sure his cock was totally stiff. 
Then he guided the cockhead to the crinkled circle of her 
asshole, plopped his prick tip against the tight ring, and 
pressed forward. Her plush ass began to dent around the 
invading thickness. 

"Oooooh! Ooooooh!" she grunted, her mouth bent out of 
shape against the bench back. "So fucking big! So fucking 
huge!" 



“We haven't even started yet! Before we're through you'll be 
begging me to stop! Feel it! Feel it go in!" 

He braced his prick in his hand, keeping his cock straight 
under all the pressure. Her asshole was not budging, and a 
bend was developing in the middle of his cock. He bore 
down harder, twisting his prickhead between her tight ass 
cheeks. Her body slid forward slightly under his weight. 

“Oooooh! Oooooh!" she moaned, a gnawing itch beginning 
in her asshole. She bit her lip and clenched her eyes shut 
tight. 

“Gonna ass-fuck you till you can't stand it!" he gloated, 
glaring into the small of her back. Under all the strain, her 
back was buckling oddly, developing a deep hollow as her 
ass was pushed forward and her tits squished into the bench 
below. Her ass cheeks were rising, high off the bench by the 
power of his thrust. 

“Mmmmmmmmmmm!" she moaned, the first signs of 
pleasure rising in her voice. She wondered briefly if she 
could really hurt herself, letting him fuck her up the ass. But 
her asshole was built for his monster cock. 

“It's going! Fuck, it's going! Feel it!" he roared, clenching his 
teeth. “My cock's going up your asshole!" 

“Unggghhh! Unggghh!" Hermione yelped, digging her 
thighs into the sides of the bench. She swore she heard a 
cracking sound, and suddenly the great thick log of cock 
was fucking into her asshole, cranking wide her ass cheeks 
and plowing inward, deep into the steaming darkness of her 
asshole. “Unggghhh! Unggghhh! Unggghhh!" 

“Oh, yeah! Oh, yeah! Oh, yeah!" he croaked, watching the 
great satin bulb of his cockhead dig under the reddened 



circle of her asshole. Her skin was folding down over him, 
sucking his huge, bloated prick tip inside like an old friend. 
His cock wedged itself between her ass cheeks like a 
crowbar. 

“Oooooh! Oooooh! Unggghhh!” she groaned, her lower body 
suddenly numb. 

'The head's inside! The head's completely inside your 
asshole!" he reported, sinking more and more of his weight 
onto his granite-hard cock. A full inch of scarlet cockmeat 
followed. And another, prying her ass cheeks apart like soft 
mounds of dough. 

"I can't feel anything! My ass is all numb!" she said, tears in 
her eyes. "Ohhh, it's so fucking big!" 

"Two inches! Three inches! Four inches!" he announced, 
sinking lower and lower on her. He had climbed over her and 
was now bending his cock down, burying his prick inch after 
ball churning inch between her ass cheeks. There was still 
an erotic hill rising from her lower back as her ass swept up 
at him invitingly. 

"Ohhh, Merlin! Ohhh, fuck! I can't stand it!" she moaned. 
"You're splitting me in half! Your cock'll break me in two!" 

"It's going! It's going!" was all he could say. His eyes glared 
steadily at his huge prick as his cock disappeared. Five, six, 
seven inches slid neatly into her asshole. 

"How much more?" she asked, a whimper in her voice. There 
was still no feeling in her lower body. 

"One or two more inchles!" he told her, and with a final 
thrust of his hips he rammed his prick into her, embedding 
all eight or nine inches of fat cockmeat in the sweet witch's 



ravaged asshole. His crotch hair scratched and crackled 
against her smooth, rounded ass cheeks. Her puckered ass 
circle was no more. His shaft was surrounded by a bright- 
pink ring of taut skin. 

“Ooooh! Unggghhh!” she bleated, her knuckles turning 
white on the supporting bar. 

And she suddenly saw herself as if in a mirror, spread-eagled 
on the weightlifting bench, her arms spread wide, clutching 
tightly to the upper bar, her legs cranked out on either side 
of her. She saw the deep valley between her shoulder blades 
and ass cheeks, and her huge tits mashed under her like big, 
soft pillows. And she saw the huge hulking form of this 
wizard she loved behind her, the muscles in his arms and 
chest bulging, his cock, a nine inch bar crammed all the way 
up her ass. 

“Sweet Merlin! Sweet Merlin!" he chanted softly, beginning 
to fuck her with gentle, measured strokes. The channel of 
her asshole was like a tight fist, and he couldn't plunge his 
prick in and out the way he had fucked in her cunt. The 
outer layer of cock skin was clamped solid, and all that 
moved was the thick inner shank of his prick. But that was 
fine. That was enough. 

"You're fucking me up the ass!" she marveled, as if she'd 
only just realized what was happening to her. "All nine 
inches of great, thick cock fucking true up the ass! Oooooh! 
Oooooh! Ooooooh!" 

Her body writhed forward again and again, crushed and 
jerked by his mighty lunges. She began to pant softly in 
time with his thrusts, her mouth smeared against the back of 
the bench in a strange snarl. The hillock of her ass pumped 
back and forth, back and forth. 



“Such an ass you've got, you sweet hot witch!" he 
complimented her. "You love to tease me and expect next to 
be fucked!" 

"Yes! Oh, Merlin, yes!" she groaned beneath him, excited 
beyond words at his dirty talk. It was all true. He had her 
number and no mistake. Why deny any of it? She loved to 
cocktease, to use her body to get him excited. She loved to 
give him hard-ons. 

"And those tits. You like to use those too, don't you? To make 
me crazy with lust? Do you want me to cream in my pants 
just looking at them? I know you never wear bras! I know 
you let your tits wobble all over everywhere when your 
around me! And you let the nipples poke through and drive 
me mad, don't you? Don't you, nympho witchli?" 

"Yes! Ohhh, Merlin, yes!" she moaned with the added 
pleasure given by his words. 

All the time he was talking, he was fucking his cock up her 
ass, gaining in speed, drilling deeper as, he grew more 
excited. He seemed to be really getting off on talking to her 
so dirty. His prick drove even deeper into her aching asshole. 

"Unggghhh! Unggghhh!" she snorted as she bucked forward 
again and again. "Yes! Fuck me up the ass! Fuck me deep up 
the ass with that huge cock of yours!" 

She was begging again, pleading for him to fuck her asshole 
and drive her mad with lust. The numbness was lifting. She 
could feel her lower body again. A sweet, rippling warmth 
was spreading up from her plugged asshole. 

In and out, in and out he fucked his stone-hard cock, 
plowing between her wide-split ass buns into the deep inner 
reaches of her ass. 



“Cram it deep! Cram it deep up my ass! And talk dirty to me! 
Say more dirty things to me!" she whimpered, pumping her 
lush ass cheeks back onto his plunging prick time after time. 
The warm sweetness was spreading into her tits. 

“Ass-fuck! Gonna ass-fuck you till you scream!" he yelled, 
only too willing to oblige her. “Gonna split these fantastic 
ass cheeks in two! Gonna fuck you so deep you'll fed my 
cock in your throat!" 

“Yes! Like that! Talk to me like that and fuck me deep! Fill 
my asshole with your cock!" 

“Whore! Slut-witch!" he went. On, his excitement getting 
the better of him. His ass cheeks twitched and pumped 
madly, driving the log of his cock far inside the helpless 
witch. He mauled her ass buns with his fingers and left white 
marks all over her beautiful ass cheeks. 

“Yes! Ohhh, yes! I love to suck cocks! I love to drink cum! I 
can't get enough! I love to suck up spunk from your balls 
and swallow it all down! And in my face! I love to let you 
come in my face! That's so exciting! So fucking exciting!" 

The green eeyes wizard groaned deeply. At this rate, he'd be 
coming any second. He thought he was in control. He 
thought he had her where he wanted her, helpless and 
embedded on his rampant hard-on. But he couldn't keep 
this up much longer. He couldn't listen to what she was 
saying and not lose his load soon. And he thought he was 
talking dirty! His hornybestfriend was topping him! She was 
saying stuff that left him weak in the knees! 

“Ass-fuck me! Cram my ass full of cock!" she wailed, half out 
of her mind. “Come up my ass! I love cum! I love it up my 
ass, and up my cunt, and in my mouth, and all over my face! 
I'll never get enough! I'll never get enough cock. I'll never 



get enough jism! I'm a fucking nympho! I love it! I fucking 
love it!" 

He pounded her roughly, too far gone now for any niceties. 
He was unable to say anymore. It was all too much. He was 
too far gone. All he could do now was fuck her hard and 
spray her insides with spunk. It was too late for anything 
else. He couldn't listen to her and hold back any longer. He 
fucked her one last time and his balls exploded. 

Thick knots of jism curled out from his cock and hosed the 
dark tunnel of her asshole. He sprayed the rubbery walls 
with cum, jetting the sizzling paste again and again up her 
ass. One, two, three times, his cock fired off wad after wad of 
scalding spunk that pooled in her rear channel like wax. 

"You're going off up my ass! I feel you! All that spunk! All 
that spunk firing off up my ass! Love it! Love it to death! 
Don't stop! Pump me full of cum! Fill me with cum! Pump my 
asshole full of hot, creamy jizz." 

She pushed her ass cheeks back at him, letting him bury his 
granite prick far up her ass. It felt so weird, so odd! What an 
absolutely kinky feeling to have him shoot his jism far up 
her asshole! It was really one of the most exciting things she 
could do with him. 

"You feel it, witch? You feel my cock shooting cum up your 
ass? How do you like it? How do you like getting ass- 
fucked?" 

"I crave it! Jet it deep! Jet it deep! I want all you've got! 
Ohhh, yes!" 

More steaming blobs of jizz shot out, coiling and twirling in 
her asshole like hot grease. His prick fired in strong geysers, 
jetting cum up along her ass channel and coating his 



plunging cock with ribbons of white. There were gobs of cum 
sliding about inside her, wriggling and writhing like tadpoles 
up her ass. It seemed he couldn't stop coming. 

“Ohhh what a hot, witch I have! Ohhh, fuck, you'll drain me 
dry! Your ass is snapping at me! It's sucking out all my cum! 
Ohhh, fuck!" 

"Hose it! Hose my asshole with jizz?" she bleated, turning 
her head at an angle to peer over her shoulder at him. Her 
face was a glistening mask of sweat. "Cram your cock up my 
asshole! Fill me with jizz! Don't stop! Don't ever stop!" 

He didn't. He kept right on fucking her up the ass, spouting 
out his jism in an unending flood. Even when he caught 
sight of the female figure looming in the doorway, he didn't 
slow down in his movements. He merely stared at her, 
unable to stop. He stared at her and fucked Hermione 
without letup. 

Emma Granger stood in the doorway with her hands on her 
hips, trying to find words to put a stop to the obscene 
spectacle in front of her. But for the moment she could say 
nothing. She was in a state of shock. Her inocent seventeen 
years old daughter was nude on the weight bench, her tits 
hanging out of her T-shirt, a pair of silk shorts torn around 
her crotch, and her bestfriend, Harry Potter was fucking her 
up the ass, drilling his long pole of cock into her willing 
asshole! It was unbelievable! 

Hermione's body was still rippling with pleasure, accepting 
jet after jet of jism with gratitude. Her face was contorted 
out of shape with lust. She panted hotly and snorted into the 
sweat-slick weight bench, her eyes closed, her mouth into a 
perfect O. 


And Harry was grinning like crazy at Emma's stunned face... 



Chapter 36 - And Emma makes another three 

After practically runing out of her own home, Emma just 
drove around aimesly... thinking... about many things... 
mostly her daughter and one Harry Potter... 

It was a few hours later when she returned home. Being 
carefull not to be seen, she headed for her bedroom. After 
disrobing from her clothes, leaving them scattered on the 
floor, she headed for the bathroom. She sure needed a very 
relaxing and long bath. Stepping into the shower, Emma 
turned the water on full force and let it beat down on her. 
Still, try as she might, she couldn't stop thinking about 
Harry fucking her Hermione... and her face duing that time. 
She sure didn't look like her sweet and inocent daughter... 
but a full blown woman... or witch... someone that was 
enjoying an ancient act between a woman and man. And 
she was sure enjoying IT. Right up the ass! 

She let the stinging needles of water turn her skin cherry 
red. Still no answer came to her question. How to handle 
this? Finally she reached up and turned the water off. Gently 
lifting her huge tits, she began fondling the big hard nipples 
that had swollen so large they threatened to burst at any 
second. As she teased the turgid paps, they grew so taut 
and sensitive she had to stop teasing them. 

Finally, she stepped out of the shower and grabbed a towel. 
Drying herself, she walked into the bedroom. Picking up 
some shorts she usualy wore at home, she bent down and 
quickly pulled them up over her long, lovely legs. She really 
shouldn't be running around sans panties, she told herself. 
Especially in the condition she was in. Looking over to the 
mirror, she saw that the slit in the sides of her shorts ran all 
the way up to the waistband, leaving her sexy hips almost 



bare. Smiling to herself, she up the halter-top. Slipping it on, 
she pulled it down over her giant tits, tucking them inside 
the best she could. 

Maybe I ought to let Harry see these and he wouldn't fuck 
Hermione, she wickedly thought. Since they've already done 
the deed so many times before... she should attract his 
atention on her, not her daughter. But they've been 
inseparabil since they've meet. Something like that was 
bound to happen between them at some point... if her 
daughter was like her. And she sure was like her in so many 
ways. But the question still remained. What she should do 
now? If she told her daughter not to do it, Hermione would 
tell her to fuck off. After what a good fuck she was getting, 
she sure wouldn't give that up. 

It was good that her husband had to go away for the 
weekend, and she and her daughter and Harry needed a 
very long talk. Or something. 

Anyway, poking and prodding on the gigantic mammaries 
she eventually got them situated where they were as 
comfortable as she could make them. 

With her mind doing crazy flip-flops and the newly emerged 
attitude toward Harry, Emma was almost afraid to leave her 
room. She didn't know what was making her feel so out of 
control. Her feelings towards Harry had always been there 
since the first time they've fucked. And this new situation 
she discovered. Whatever it was, she was extremely 
uncomfortable about it and wished it would go away. 

“HI, Mom," came a voice from the door. 

Almost jumping out of her skin, Emma jerked around to see 
her daughter, Hermione standing in the doorway. 



“Golly, Mom," Hermione said, “You look like you've just seen 
a ghost. Is everything okay?" 


“What, oh, Hermione, boy am I glad to see you," Emma 
exclaimed. 

Rescued, she told herself. Saved from her wickedness by her 
daughter. Or at least postponed for the time being. “What's 
wrong. Mom?" Hermione asked with a puzzled look on her 
face. 

“Oh, nothing," Emma smiled, walking toward her. “Just many 
things on my mind and no one to talk to. Your dad had to go 
for the weekend somewhere and I'm just glad to have you 
around to talk to." 

“What's on your mind. Mom? Can I help?" 

“It's nothing... just some stuff from work." 

“Ok then... but if you need any help... I'm always here..." 

“Well, how bout I order a pizza and we just hang out... with 
you gone almost the entire year... we never have a moment 
just us girls?" Emma smiled. 

“Great," Hermione said. After being gone for so many 
months without seeing her parents, her mother's sugestion 
sure was a very good one. Well, they talk almost dayly with 
the magical mirrors Harry gave them... but just spending a 
few hours in her mother's company sure sounded like a very 
good idea. “Have you seen Harry? I'm looking for him since 
this morning!" 

“I, uh, I, uh, don't really know," Emma stuttered, trying to 
hide her embarrassment, “I didn't seen him when I came in." 



“Is it okay if he joins us or is this a gal thing?" Hermione 
asked. 

“I, uh, I don't, uh, I don't see why not," she finally 
stammered out, her face turning beet red as she turned 
away from her daughter to hide it. 

“Are you okay. Mom," Hermione asked again, still trying to 
figure out what was going on. 

“I'm fine dear," she coughed, feigning a coughing spell, “I 
just swallowed the wrong way. I'll be fine." 

“Okay, then. I'll meet you downstairs. I think I'm going to 
take a quick dip in the pool before the pizza gets here." 
Hermione grinned, turning and heading down the hallway. 

Stepping back into her bedroom and closing the door, Emma 
knew she would have to face Harry sooner or later. She 
didn't know if she could look him in the eye and pretend 
that she hadn't seen him or not. Could she do it without 
breaking up? There was only one way to find out, she 
thought as she slipped into her bathing suit. 

Standing in front of the mirror, she admired the way the suit 
hugged her curves and accentuated her assets. Not that 
they needed accentuation. The skimpy wisp of material was 
only an attempt to conceal her most private of private 
places. And looking down there in the mirror, she saw that 
several kinky brown hairs had spilled out around the edges 
of the skimpy suit. 

Hurrying into the bath, her gargantuan breasts flopping 
about freely, she quickly snipped off the rebellious hairs that 
had escaped the confines of her suit. 



Once again in front of the mirror, she wondered how she was 
going to stuff all of her bountiful bosom into the skimpy suit. 
It had taken her forever to find this suit, she complained. 
They just didn't make bathing suits for women with a build 
like mine. She stuffed, poked and pushed for a couple of 
minutes, trying to get all of her beautiful breasts hidden 
from view. Finally getting them tucked in as best she could, 
she called their favorite pizza place and ordered two giant 
pizzas. 

She finally threw on a terry-cloth robe and headed down to 
join Hermione in the pool. 

Reaching the stairs, she looked down at the pool and didn't 
see Harry or Hermione. Wondering if she had beaten them 
down, she tripped down the stairs two at a time all the way 
to the bottom nearly getting beaten to death by her wildly 
gyrating breasts. Peeling her robe off, she sauntered over to 
the pool and started to dive in when she heard voices 
coming from the Spa room. 

Tiptoeing over to the spa, she stood outside trying to listen 
in on the conversation going on inside. 

"Where were you?" she heard Hermione ask. 

"Just going for a walk," Harry snickered. 

Knowing what he was insinuating, Emma felt her face 
growing warm as she listened. 

"What do you mean, just going for a walk?" Hermione asked 
him. 

"I'm just saying I went for a walk, that's all," Harry said, 
trying to keep his voice low. 



'Then way didn't you asked me to go with you?" Hermione 
asked again. 

"I needed some time alone! Why don't you come to my room 
after your Mom and Dad go to sleep and I'll explain what I 
mean," she heard Harry say. 

"Sure," Hermione threw back at him, "I know how horny you 
always are. All you want to do is get me into your bed. No 
Way, Harry." 

Way to go, Hermione, Emma silently applauded her 
daughter's defense of her virtue. Too bad I don't feel the 
same way anymore. 

"Then you won't ever find out what I saw earlier this 
morning," he said. 

"Why can't you tell me now?" Hermione asked. 

"Just come to my room," he snickered. 

"I don't want to, silly." 

"Chicken." 

"Well, maybe I will ... or not." 

"It's up to you," Harry said just as they all heard the doorbell 
ring. 

Jumping back from the door, Emma pretended that she had 
just arrived as Hermione came walking out of the Spa room 
wrapped in a towel. 


"Oh, hi. Mom," she grinned, "I think the Pizza is here." 



“My purse is on the kitchen table/' Emma said, “You go 
ahead and pay for the pizza and I'll get a bottle of wine." 

“Okay," Hermione said over her shoulder as she hurried out 
into the kitchen. 

Quickly striding over to the wine rack in the recreation room, 
Emma fumbled through the bottles until she found a bottle 
of sparkling white wine. 

As she sat down at the table by the pool, Harry came 
strolling out of the spa. Their eyes met and she saw him 
blush. 

“Hi, Harry," she innocently smiled, trying to act as if nothing 
had happened. “How are you?" 

“Fine," he blurted, his face turning darker. 

Deciding not to press it, Emma smiled and watched her 
daughter approach holding two big, steaming boxes of 
pizza. 

All of them descended on one of the pizzas with a 
vengeance, devouring it in no time. 

“Do you want me to get the other one," Hermione asked, 
taking the last slice and lifting it to her mouth. 

“I'm full," Emma mumbled, “What about you Harry?" 

“Me, too," he said, blushing faintly, unable to look Emma in 
the eye. 

“Well, I guess it's up to you, Hermione," Emma said, taking 
another sip on her wine. 



“I'm full, too," Hermione grinned with her mouth still full of 
pizza. 

“Don't talk with your mouth full," Emma admonished her 
daughter. 

Taking the bottle of wine, Emma retired to the pool where 
Harry and Hermione joined her. 

Hermione chattered away about her day, but Emma and 
Harry were silent. Hermione could easily tell that something 
was clearly going on between the two of them, but she 
didn't know what. After a few subtle attempts to find out she 
gave up. 

“I think I'm going to go to my room and hit the sack early," 
Emma finally said, slowly getting swimming down to the 
shallow part of the pool, “Today I had a very hard day... at 
work." 

Harry watched Emma as she stepped up out of the pool, his 
eyes dropping to her gigantic breasts that threatened to flop 
out of her suit any moment. Unable to stop himself, his eyes 
dropped from her breasts down to her flat belly and on down 
to the Y of her suit as she stood by the pool drying herself. 

Blushing brightly when one obscene memory of his cock 
sawing in and out of Emma's pussy popped into his head, he 
felt a jolt of electricity spark through his cock. 

Tearing his eyes away from her, he ducked lower in the water 
to hide his obvious state of arousal. 

“You two be good and sleep tight to..." Emma said, only to 
be interrupted by the ringing of the telephone. 



As her mother hurried out to answer the phone, Hermione 
got out of the pool and started drying off. 

“I'll come to your room around ten," Hermione whispered 
loudly, “and your surprise had better be a good one." 

“You'll have to wait and see," he told her, openly admiring 
his bestfriend's more than ample assets. 

“It better be something big and hard... or you wont get 
this..." Hermione said, wrapping the towel around her waist 
and thrusting her breasts out at him at the same time. 

While her breasts would have made many women proud, 
they were still modest in comparison with her mother's 
gigantic marvels. Still, she was definitely proud of her thirty 
six-inch bosom that was still growing. Her breasts, no doubt, 
in time would rival her mother's majestic marvels. 

“That was Daniel and he said he arrived safely," Emma said. 
“Well, night, you two. I'll see you in the morning." Emma 
hurried back up the stairs and into her bedroom. Closing her 
door, she quickly discarded her tight, confining bathing suit 
and flopped down on the bed. 

Lying there in the dark, she let her hand stray down to her 
furry patch of pubic hair. Sifting through the fine, kinky 
hairs, she found her clitoris bulging out, exposed and 
throbbing with need. Flicking the jutting little ball with her 
finger, she quickly brought herself to such a state of 
excitement, she knew that if she kept it up she would finish. 

Taking her hand away, she lay wondering how she could 
eavesdrop on Harry and Hermione without their knowing it. 
Suddenly, she remembered the intercom that they had 
installed in that room when Hermione was a baby. It hadn't 
been used in such a long time, she had almost totally 



forgotten about it. And it probably doesn't work anymore 
anyway. But what the hell, it's worth a try. 

Jumping up hopefully, she flipped on the lights and went 
over to the picture hanging on the wall beside her dresser. 
Anxiously, she took the picture down, revealing the built in 
speaker/receiver. When Hermione had grown up and 
transformed that room into a guest room, they had just left 
it, supposing that someday they could use it when the 
grandkids came along. 

Trying to remember how to use it, she started turning knobs 
and flipping switches. All at once, a hiss of static burst forth 
from the speaker, followed by an ominous silence. Putting 
her ear up next to the speaker, she was encouraged to hear 
very faint voices. It sounded like one of the sitcoms on the 
television. Then she realized she was hearing the television 
in Harry's room. Turning the volume up, she stopped when 
she could easily hear the television without putting her ear 
next to the speaker. Standing listening to the television 
show, she could hear another indistinct, but rhythmic sound 
that she couldn't place. 

Increasing the volume, the sound grew louder and louder 
until it felt like she was standing in his room. The sound now 
sounded like flesh hitting flesh, like a fist beating 
something. Suddenly she recognized the sound. Harry was 
masturbating. 

She could only imagine what he must look like. The thought 
of her listening to him beat his meat was perversely 
exciting. The cadence of his strokes never varied. He just 
kept stroking his cock as she listened on. 

She felt her legs growing weak as she continued to listen to 
the slap of Harry's fist down onto his belly. Why was she 



doing this? She could very well go in there and fuck his 
brains out. But Hermione was supposed to go there around 
ten. Wanting to hear better, she fumbled with the volume, 
cranking it up even higher. Now she could hear Harry's 
breath coming in gasps and puffs, until suddenly, without 
warning, the pounding and wheezing abruptly stopped. 
Feverishly, she turned the sound up again, but the only 
sound coming from his room was that of his television. 

She listened to the booming sound of his television for a few 
moments before she turned it back down. She felt giddy and 
light-headed as she glanced down at her watch. 

It was almost ten o'clock and she knew that if Hermione was 
going to his room, it would be soon. 

Sure enough, it wasn't more than a minute before she heard 
a soft knock come through the speaker. Listening intently, 
she heard the television volume suddenly decrease as Harry 
spoke. 

“Yes, who's there?" he asked quietly. 

“It's me, silly," Hermione whispered loudly, “Let me in before 
Mom catches me out here." 

Emma heard the door open and close quickly. 

“Wow," Harry exclaimed excitedly, “You sure look sexy 
tonight." 

“Just as this morning," Hermione said as Emma heard the 
doorknob rattle, “I knew you just wanted to get in my 
panties." she giggled. 

“Like you didn't want to," Harry said, “But as much as I'd like 
to do that, but first we really need to have a talk." 



“Oh, is that so?" she returned curious. “What did you want 
to talk about?" 

“Well..." Harry said, not knowing how to begin. “Your Mom 
has seen us." 

“What," Hermione said, a little frightened in her voice, “You 
mean that she actually saw us doing it?" 

“Yeah," he said seriously. 

“Everything?" Hermione blathered out dramatically. 

“I don't know, but when I was cuming up your ass... she was 
there... just watching..." he proclaimed, “and when I turned 
around again... she was gone." 

“You mean that she saw us fucking... and she didn't said 
anything?" Hermione asked bashfully. 

“Yeah... that was about the gist of it," Harry said. 

Emma was mortified, standing and listening to the teens 
discussing like that. Listening to her sweet daughter saying 
those dirty, but very exciting thing that morning was one 
thing, listening to her saying it now... she just didn't know 
what to think about her anymore, she wondered as she 
leaned against the wall. 

“Wow," Hermione blurted out melodramatically, “I never 
knew my Mom liked to watch." 

“You can say that again," Harry laughed grinning. 

“Was she frigging herself?" Hermione asked him. 

“What do you mean?" Emma heard Hermione ask Harry. 



“You know, did she pun her hand under her skirt?" she said 
grinning widder. 

"She sure did that... and her hand was wet with her juices," 
Harry told her. "At least that was what I saw the second time 
I looked!" 

"Well, then, what did Mommy's thing look like?" Hermione 
inquired enthusiastically. 

"Well, from what I could see, it was pretty," Harry said 
appreciatively. "It was pink and wet, and soft looking. And 
the hair around it looked so silky and soft. It was just all pink 
and, I don't know how to describe it, it was just beautiful. I 
got hard just looking at it." 

"I bet you did," she cooed. 

"It was just so fucking exciting watching her watching as I 
shoved this big, old cock into your ass and cuming like 
crazy." 

"Oh," Hermione muttered softly making Emma turn up the 
volume. "Did Mom's pussy look like mine?" 

Emma could picture Hermione showing herself to Harry. She 
also knew that they would probably end up fucking if she 
didn't stop them. But did she want to stop them? Or join 
them? 

"Wow, Hermione, it's awesome," she heard Harry groan. 

"But, your Mom's' pussy had more hair around it than yours 
does." 

"Get dick out... NOW..." Emma heard her daughter ask 
Harry. 



Silence filled both rooms for several seconds before 
Hermione shattered it. 

“Already hard, love?" Emma heard Hermione giggle. 

“I would've jump you in the pool, but your Mom was there," 
he smirked. 

Emma couldn't hear anything come out of the room for 
several moments. 

"Disillusionment Charm, huh?" she heard her daughter blurt 
out excitedly. "Getting good at wandless, huh?" 

"Wanted your mom to jump me in front of you?" Harry said. 

"You know I dont mind..." Hermione said, "after... you 
know..." 

A pregnant pause filled the airways and their rooms for 
several very long seconds. 

"Merlin, Mione," Emma heard Harry exclaim excitedly, "You'd 
better be careful or you're going to get a mouthful of cum." 

"How about thissssuuummmmmm," Emma heard Hermione 
mumble, sounding like her mouth was full. 

"Damn, Hermione, You'd better stop it," Harry implored. 

Emma knew that if she didn't interrupt them soon, 
something more perverse would happen. Hell, they were 
already past the point of decency, since that morning or who 
knows since then, and even if she stopped them now, they 
would probably do it later when she wasn't around to 
intervene. 



But her motherly instincts ruled and down deep inside of 
her, she knew that it was something more than a mother's 
protective nature that was driving her to action. Suddenly it 
dawned on her. Like being doused with a bucket of ice 
water, she realized that she was jealous of Harry and 
envious of Hermione. Well, this morning she came back just 
to spend some time with him. She had wanted to take him 
into her and fuck the shit out of him because he didn't 
fucked her since that quickie at that magical station of 
theirs. And today she wanted a few hours... at least. 

Not understanding, or challenging her feelings, she rushed 
over to her chest-of-drawers. Throwing open the drawers, 
she feverishly fumbled through the jumbled tangle of 
clothes in the drawers. Finally, she pulled out a long, sheer 
nightgown and pulled it on. 

Not wanting to risk failure, but unable to stop herself, she 
rushed back to the speaker and listened in on them. 

"Did that feel good?" she heard Hermione ask Harry. 

"Merlin, I thought I was going to cum in your mouth," Harry 
groaned out. 

"Some other time, love!" Hermione said. 

Flipping the intercom off, Emma tore out of her room. 

Running down the hallway, her gossamer gown trailing out 
behind her like a contrail, Emma rushed up to his door. 
Trying to catch her breath and regain some semblance of 
composure, she gathered herself. Finally, calling on every 
last ounce of her strength, she raised her hand and knocked 
on the door. 



“Harry, are you in there?" she asked in as normal a voice as 
she could as she reached down and turned the doorknob. 

Opening the door, she didn't know what to expect, but what 
she saw sent a bolt of spine-tingling excitement, anger, and 
jealousy crashing into her befuddled brain. 

"OH, MY GOODNESS," she screeched, seeing Hermione bent 
over Harry with the head of his enormous penis in her 
mouth. "WHAT IN GOD'S NAME ARE YOU TWO DOING?" 

"WHAT?" Harry cried out startlet, trying to push Hermione 
away from his jutting manhood by instinct. 

"MMMMmmmmmmpppphhhhhhh," Hermione gargled, 
spitting Harry's cock out of her mouth like it was a hot 
potato. 

Emma didn't trust herself to speak. She stood paralyzed by 
the scene before her, staring down at Harry's giant cock as it 
lurched and pulsated threatening. It sure was huge. Eight or 
nine inches long. Thick and pink, it was laced with big, 
bulging blue veins just below the transparent skin. It was so 
grotesque it was beautiful. Paralyzed, she couldn't move. 

Why was Emma just standing there staring at his dick, Harry 
wondered? Finally, he realized that he should try and cover 
it up at least. 

Finally, she became aware that both Harry and Hermione 
were staring at her also. 

Glancing up, she saw that Harry was openly ogling her 
heaving breasts, easily visible under the thin material. 

"What in Heaven's name were you doing?" Emma asked 
again, trying to keep her eyes up away from Harry's jutting 



maleness. 


Harry, who had been realy shocked when someone had burst 
into the room jumped, startled by the sound of her voice, 
but then he saw who that someone was, became more 
relaxed. Slowly, he jerked his pajama bottoms up over his 
offending appendage. Finally, his cock hidden from Emma's 
laser-like stare, he just grinned. 

"Young lady," Emma blurted out, "I don't think that this is 
your room and I don't think you belong in here, do you?" 

Not saying a word, Hermione slipped down off the bed, 
without trying to hide her near-nudity from her mother's 
penetrating glare. She moved toward the door prowdly, 
without much caring, just a little bit ashamed for being 
caught right in the act. Near the door, she turned to find her 
mother following her. 

"Go to your room, this very instant," her mother commanded 
her, finding it difficult to be so harsh on her daughter 
knowing that she had only been doing what Emma herself 
had been guilty of wishing to do. 

Hermione stepped into her room and turned to face her 
mother. The embarrassment were there on Hermione's face 
and very clear to Emma. But just that! No guilt! No shame! 
There was even some daring! 

"Go to bed and we'll discuss your behavior tomorrow," 

Emma dictated, "After you've had a night to think about 
what you've done." 

"Mom..." Hermione started to say, starting back toward the 
door where her mother stood. 



“I don't want to hear it," Emma said harshly, "I said we 
would talk about it tomorrow." 

Stepping away from her daughter, Emma forcefully closed 
the door and stood leaning against it to re-gather her wits. It 
took several minutes for her to regain her demeanor. Finally 
she stepped away from her daughter's room and slowly 
shuffled back to Harry's room. 

The warm tickle inside her pussy had grown into a blowtorch 
of hot, flaming desire. It was out of control and she knew 
there was only one way to douse it. Battling with herself, she 
fought to move away from the door and return to her room, 
but her hand moved like it had a mind of its own. She saw it 
slowly push open the door to Harry's room. Then, as if 
someone had shoved her from behind, she stepped back 
into his room. 

Seeing the calm look on his face, she closed the door behind 
her and stood leaning against it for support as her legs 
threatened to collapse under her at any second. 

"So... you know?" Harry began to say the moment she 
reappeared at his door. 

"Kindof... since I caught you fucking her up the ass!" Emma 
stated with no hesitation, leaning against the door, the fire 
burning hotter and welling up from between her legs. 

"Now what?" Harry asked, unable to keep his eyes from 
straying down to the swell of her breasts bulging out against 
the transparent thinness of her gown. 

"I don't know..." Emma sighed, resigning herself for what 
she knew she must do. 



Even if he was very calm for being caught by the mother of 
his girlfriend with his dick in her daughter's mouth, Harry 
didn't know what to do. He knew that Emma should be livid 
at what he had been doing with Hermione, but instead she 
wasn't. And why had she closed the door? And why was she 
standing in his room wearing a gown that was so thin you 
could see everything she had all the way down to her furry 
muff? Why? 

His cock was still so hard, he felt like it was about to burst. 

He could feel it quivering with excitement as he gawked at 
Emma. 

She watched his eyes move down her body, knowing that 
the transparency of her gown hid very little of her body from 
his peering eyes. Patiently, she waited and watched his eyes 
slowly move away from her breasts. 

Harry couldn't understand why she just stood leaning up 
against his door letting him look her up and down. He knew 
that she should be all over his case, reading him the riot act 
and threatening to tell his parents and the police. On one 
hand. On the other... they fucked like bunnies in the past... 
many time. The question is... now what? She just stood there 
watching him with the same funny look she had, had on her 
face this morning when he was fucking her daughter. 

Confused by her behavior, he just continued to drink in her 
beauty like a man dying of thirst finding a lake of sweet, cool 
water. He felt his cock jump again. 

Fascinated by the mysterious dark triangle at the base of her 
belly, he couldn't move his eyes away from it. He could only 
remember what the rest of her pussy must look like. How 
beautiful and soft and wet and hot it must be as it lay 
hidden under its cloak of soft woman fur. He felt his chest 



tighten and his breath come in gasps as he stared at her. He 
knew his heart would burst any moment if she didn't do 
something. 

“Do you like fucking?" she finally asked him, making a 
decision. 

“Huh, uh," Harry gurgled, “Wha do you mean?" 

“I mean do you like fucking my daughter or fucking me?" 
she murmured softly. 

“Uh, I, uh, yeah, uh, I guess so," he muttered, not knowing 
what she wanted him to say. 

“Do you want to fuck me again?" she asked him straight. 

She watched his flush to crimson as he tried to swallow. 

“Merlin, Emma," he cried out. 

“Do you think of me when you fuck my daughter?" she 
innocently smiled as she took a step toward his bed. 

“Emma... what are you doing?" he asked, not knowing where 
this questions were going, not knowing if she was enticing 
him or punishing him. 

“What do you think I should to you for being such a bad, 
bad, little boy," she asked him, stopping in the middle of the 
room. 

“Merlin, Emma, I don't know. I'm so confused, I don't know 
what you want me to do," he said, watching her warily as he 
waited to see what she was going to do next. 

She stood motionless for a few moments, as if deep in 
thought. 



Finally, she reached down to the hem of her gown. Slowly, 
she began to lift her gown in once continuous motion. 

Harry felt his heart pounding fiercely as he watched the hem 
of her gown ease up over her beautiful, bronze thighs, 
exposing their unblemished perfection to him. Time seemed 
to stand still as he watched the filmy material drift higher 
and higher until it floated over Emma's mystical triangle, 
exposing her mat of tangled pubic hair to his eyes. Still the 
gown lifted higher, baring more and more of her bronzed 
beauty. Her flat, tanned tummy now lay bare as the edge of 
the thin material slipped up and over the gigantic 
mountains of her breasts. Inch by inch, it uncovered her 
jutting, beautifully sculpted breasts until at last he saw her 
gown float to the floor leaving her naked as she stood before 
him. 

"Do you still like me this way?" she demurely smiled down at 
him. 

Harry couldn't speak. The sight of his bestfriend's mother 
took his breath away. She was so beautiful and so close, 
speech was impossible as all the blood in his body rushed 
down to his aching cock and shut down his mental 
functions, shut down so he could focus on the visual 
panorama before him. He could only mumble a few 
intelligible sounds of praise as he wantonly gawked at her. 

Seeing that she had him totally under her control, she stole 
up next to his bed, reached and took his hand in hers. 
Spreading her legs apart, she slowly lifted his hand up and 
placed it between her soft, smooth thighs gently pressing it 
against the wetness of her hidden womanhood. 

Harry was so excited, she hoped he wouldn't have a seizure. 
His hand jerked and shook uncontrollably as she held it 



pressed against her soft, damp warmth. 


After several moments, she laid his hand back down and 
slowly bent forward over him. Smiling evilly, she guided one 
of her mammoth, mammaries down toward his mouth. 
Carefully moving the big, rubbery nipple onto his lips, she 
felt him suddenly suck it into his mouth, pulling most of her 
pebbled, dusky pink areola inside too. 

He nursed hungrily, slurping loudly as he suckled her breast. 

Crouching in front of him, she lowered herself down to her 
knees as he continued to slurp at her breast. Trying not to 
dislodge his mouth from her breast, she deliberately reached 
out and hooked her thumb under the waistband of his 
pajama bottoms. Hearing him snort a laugh like everything 
was going according to plan, she forced the bottoms down 
until they encircled his calves just below the knees. 

Whimpering like a baby, Harry felt a rush of air on his penis 
and knew that his shameful colossus was uncovered and 
vulgarly jutting up out of his lap. 

Emma stared at the hardened steel of Harry's beautifully 
chiseled manhood as it evilly bulged up out of his loins. 
Shuddering with every heartbeat, the shaft of penis was 
tightly bowed, arcing upward and forcing its huge purple 
head back against his quivering belly. Like some kind of 
fiendishly wicked harpoon, the throbbing monster was 
perfectly designed to carry out its corrupt task. She didn't 
have to touch it to know that it was as rigid as a steel bar. It 
was so swollen, the tightly stretched skin looked like it 
would burst and split at any second. And the way it was 
jumping up and down, she was afraid that it was going to 
erupt at any second. 



Trying to soothe him and calm him she directed her 
attention away from his overripe penis and slowly, lovingly 
ran her fingers through his hair. 

Harry continued to suck and pull on her aching nipple as his 
other hand now roughly squeezed and massaged the soft, 
pliable flesh of her other breast. As he gradually calmed 
somewhat, the jumping and twitching of his beautiful penis 
grew less and less violent until it finally came to rest flat 
against his stomach. 

Her nipples tingling and her breasts tender from his rough 
handling, Emma eased her breasts away from his gobbling 
mouth. 

Smiling mischievously, she pushed him down onto his back. 
Feasting her eyes on his giant, she saw it stiffening back to 
granite-like hardness. As he watched on with saucer-wide 
eyes, she timidly reached out and touched him. 

The instant her fingers touched the rock hard cylinder of 
boy-meat, she felt it begin to twitch and jump dangerously. 
Letting her soft fingers rest on the thick barrel of meat she 
gently pressed it down against his belly. Not moving, she 
hoped he could control his ripened organ and keep from 
spewing its superheated load of semen out all over his 
stomach. 

She could tell that the repressed energy within the wizard's 
throbbing cock was too great for him to keep in check. She 
was afraid to even move a finger. Afraid that if she did his 
cock would erupt and shower them both with a geyser of his 
potent semen. 

She knew that he would never be able to get his explosive 
cock inside her aching cunt before it went off. She would 



have to defuse it somehow so he could hold back until he 
was inside her. 

She would take him in her mouth. Suck him off and take 
away his razor sharps edge of excitement. Let him come in 
her mouth and then he would make love to her. Suddenly, 
she wanted to have him cum in her mouth. She wanted him 
to fill her mouth with his creamy offering. She wanted to 
taste it on her tongue; feel its heat fill her mouth; swallow all 
of his salty-sweet cum. 

Being careful not to agitate the overripe cock, she slowly 
wrapped her hand around it. Leaning forward, she mashed 
her lips down onto his mouth, her tongue diving into his 
mouth and sinfully exploring his mouth. 

Feeling his cock lurch dangerously, she tore her lips away 
from his. Thrusting her breasts against him roughly, she 
whispered in his ear. 

“Do you want to come in my mouth?" 

Looking into his eyes lovingly, she leaned back away from 
him. Then suddenly, without giving him a chance to answer, 
she quickly lowered her mouth down over his cock and 
sucked at least half of its long, thickness into her mouth 
before he could react. 

“OH, MY, GAAAWWWWDDDDDDD," he cried out as his over¬ 
ripened cock jerked violently and sent a geyser of his thick, 
creamy, white-hot semen spewing out into Emma's hot, 
sucking mouth. 

As she felt his overheated cream erupt into her mouth, she 
clamped her soft lips down tightly around the convulsing 
barrel of his cock. Sucking and pulling on it with her mouth 
and lips, she felt his wildly spurting cock gush out more than 



she could take as she futilely tryed to swallow the river of 
syrupy cum flowing from his bucking cock. Try as she could, 
she couldn't keep up with Harry's gushing manhood. Her 
cheeks billowed out, filled with more and more of his thick, 
potent milk until a stream of the thick, white sap flowed out 
around the huge, jerking cylinder of meat and trickled down 
her chin. What didn't leak out onto her chin, formed a rivulet 
of viscid juice and ran down the length of his big, round 
tube, all the way to the hairy base of his bounding cock. 

"OH, EEEEEEEEEEEMMMMMMMMMMMAAAAAAAAAA" Harry 
jabbered uncontrollably as his defiant penis continued to 
erupt inside her mouth spewing gusher after gusher of his 
gooey, thick cum. 

She furiously sucked on the twitching beast as it fired volley 
after volley of thick, creamy cum into her mouth and down 
her throat. 

At last, after almost what seemed like a full minute, she felt 
his overtaxed prick swell and prepare itself for what she felt 
would be one final spurt. Sensing his cock had given out so 
much of his pure, sweet essence, she knew it couldn't keep 
going. As she felt him gather himself for the final explosion, 
she quickly eased her mouth down farther onto him until 
she felt the big, rubbery head of his cock nudge up against 
the opening to her throat. She almost gagged, but somehow 
overcame the reflex and forced herself down until she felt 
his cock penetrate the opening to her throat. Driving herself 
down on him, she deep-throated him as she felt his giant 
spew out its last, lethal gusher of thick, creamy cum into her 
throat. 

"EMMA, YOU, OH, EMMA, OH, FUCK, EMMMAAAAAA," Harry 
bellowed out, his prick immediately bucking and spitting a 
second geyser of cum directly out into her throat. 



Almost as if it had been recharged by her depraved act, his 
cock spurted and then spurted again and again as she 
swallowed and swallowed, letting the muscles of her throat 
massage his great twitching man-thing. 

At last, Harry's hips dropped to the bed, jerking his spent 
penis out of her throat, leaving the sensitive cockhead 
inside her hot, sucking mouth. Nipping it with her teeth and 
teasing it with her tongue, she held in her mouth as he 
wheezed and gasped, trying to catch his breath. 

She knew he had just spewed out at least a cup of his 
potent, thick, creamy boy's pride into her mouth, and yet 
she could feel it tremble and quiver with energy as she 
toyed with it. 

Harry lay on the bed, his head thrown back and his eyes 
closed. He didn't know how much more of this he would be 
able to endure. But even as he groveled in his own pleasure, 
he could feel Emma's warm, wet mouth still gently mouthing 
his manhood. 

He didn't want to open his eyes, he wanted her to keep his 
cock in her wonderful, wet, warm mouth. 

Then the image of her walking toward his bed, slowly 
removing her gown floated into his brain. Now it was burned 
into his brain, permanently etched there. 

Thinking about how beautiful she was, he felt that tickly 
tingle in his cock again. Then he felt it getting heavy and 
full again. He was getting another hard on. 

“Oh good," he heard Emma murmur as she let the hardening 
penis slither out of her mouth. 



“Merlin, Emma...” he said falteringly. “I guess this means 
you aren't mad at me for fucking your daughtet?" 

“Mad... maybe... horny... hell yes..." she shushed him. 

“I still can't believe you are so cool," he groaned as she 
slowly got to her feet. 

“Belive it or not... I still want you to put your cock in my 
secret place," she murmured, slipping her hand down to the 
forest of curly, brown hairs covering the base of her belly, 
“Down here." 

“You do? Merlin," he exclaimed, feeling like his heart would 
explode from the excitement that was flowing through his 
body. “You want me to fuck you?" 

“I would love for you to make love to me," she murmured 
softly, “even if you still fuck my daughter." 

“Wooow, Emma," he gasped as she leaned over and let her 
mountainous breasts teasingly dangle just above his lips. 
Smiling as she teased him with her beautiful breasts, she 
wouldn't let him suck them into his mouth as she straddled 
him and then rolled over him and onto her back. 

Lying beside him, staring into his eyes, she started 
spreading her legs, moving them apart tantalizingly slow as 
he watched on in a feverish daze. 

Searching the furry muff with his eyes, he hunted for the 
opening of her forbidden place. He stopped breathing as he 
watched Emma's legs spread wider and wider apart. Then he 
saw it. A glimmer of pink peeking out through the delicate, 
golden hairs covering her softly rounded underbelly. His 
mouth turned to cotton. He tried to swallow but couldn't as 
Emma ran her hand down to the delicate, pink slit. 



With her finger, she gently probed the flushed cleft of soft 
flesh that glistened wetly as it slowly opened. He watched in 
reverence as she spread the thick, fleshy lips of her cunt 
open as they momentarily stuck together, glued by the 
thick, clear goo oozing out from between them. As she 
poked the soft folds of pink flesh with her finger, the deep, 
red gash of her womanhood gaped open wider and wider 
revealing the dark, wet core of her motherhood. 

Mesmerized by the beauty of her secrecy obscenely 
displayed for him, he watched her gently tease the marble¬ 
sized ball sticking out of its fleshy sheath directly above her 
pussy. 

She's playing with herself, he shuddered, thrilled by the 
thought of Emma actually teasing her own clitoris right in 
front of him. 

He was so focused on her finger as it tormented her swollen 
clit, he didn't see her other hand steal over to this throbbing 
cock. Startled, he jumped when he felt her soft, hot hand 
wrap itself around his pulsating penis. 

She pulled on him as she suggestively dipped her long 
finger down into the drooling hole of her cunt. 

Grunting, he struggled up to his hands and knees, his 
manhood jutting out from below his belly like a wicked, 
malevolent snake poised and ready to strike. Scrambling 
down between her outstretched legs, he moved up between 
her firm, bronzed thighs with his cock bounding up and 
down eagerly as he waited for her to guide it down to the 
drooling opening of her vagina. Looking into his eyes, she 
slowly ran the pink tip of her tongue around her lips, wetting 
them as they glistened like the lovely petals of a flower. She 
felt his cock lurch in her hand as she lovingly encircled the 



giant purple barrel of his throbbing cock and gently pulled it 
down toward her waiting wetness. The fleshy pink lips of her 
yawning pussy were now fully open, looking like a 
beautifully shaped rose with its delicate, dew covered petals 
spread wide, beckoning up to his jutting spear. 

Gently, she guided the giant mushroom-shaped head of his 
pulsating cock down to the flower-like opening of her 
weeping womanhood. She could hardly wait to have his 
heavy, thick penis filling the emptiness of her ravenous 
cunt. 

At last, the purple-headed monster touched the silken, 
bloated lips of her pouting pussy. Feeling the searing heat of 
Emma's velvety softness on his sensitive cockhead, it took 
all of his will power to keep from driving his cock into her all 
at once. 

Feeling Harry's urgency start to sink down into the sopping 
opening, she released his giant penis and let is slowly slide 
down into the warm, mushy depths of her hungry cunt. 

Still in a state of disbelief, afraid to make any sudden 
movement and break the spell, Harry continued to ease his 
cock down into her inch by agonizing inch. 

Love and lust flowed from his eyes as his big, thick cock 
slithered down into Emma's hot, wet tunnel of love. Waves of 
indescribable pleasure washed over him as the realization of 
what he was doing exploded inside his head. 

More and more of the thick purple-veined shaft disappeared 
down between the big, fleshy lips of her vagina, filling it so 
full, it forced a trickle of her juice to flow out of her. She 
could feel the wet warmth trickle down into the crack of her 
ass coating her clenched little asshole with its warm 
wetness. In her excitement, she was pumping out so much 



lubricating juice into her steaming cunt, it was gushing out 
around Harry's huge cock like a broken water main. Leaking 
out and puddling under her ass. 

Deeper and deeper into the hot, wet nether lands of Emma 
went his young cock, glorying in its baptism into the wicked 
pleasure of sex. 

As his gigantic hardness penetrated her, he felt the soft, 
pulpy mush of her vagina spread and collapse down onto his 
rigid maleness, squeezing and milking it lovingly as it sliced 
deeper into her tightness. 

Finally, just when she felt like she couldn't take anymore, 
Harry's belly ground up against her soft underbelly. Savoring 
the feel of the hot tightness wrapped around his cock and 
the wicked intimacy they were sharing, he slowly rolled his 
hips, sending his stiff prick twirling around in the soft, wet 
meat of her pussy. 

Their curly pubic hairs entangled, they pressed their 
crotches together, increasing the unity of their togetherness. 
Her senses were so keyed, she could even feel his big, ripe 
ball sac gently wiggling against her upturned butt, 
spreading her oozing wetness all over it. Holding him tightly 
to her body, she savored the delectable sensation of being 
stretched and filled to the limit of her tight wetness by 
Harry's giant cock. 

He was so big. 

She had never had a cock as big as his. 

And she had never felt so loving or loved before. The feeling 
was indescribable. To be completely and totally possessed 
by Harry as she willingly and freely gave herself to him was 
so indescribably wicked, she felt overwhelmed by it all. 



Slowly relaxing her tight cunt, she eased her clenching grip 
on his penis. Running her hands down his back, she drug her 
long, red fingernails over his skin, tickling and gliding over 
the valleys and bumps of his chiseled back. 

All at once, Harry quickly raised his hips, dragging his giant 
saber back down the satiny smoothness of the silken sheath. 
Backing out of Emma's deep, wet trench, the thick pink 
barrel of his cock emerged dripping with her overflowing 
juices. Back and back again it came until only the purple 
cockhead remained lodged in the hot, wet tightness of her 
womanhood. Using the muscles in her vagina, Emma gave 
Harry's big, fat prick a little squeeze and felt it jump and 
quiver with excitement. Grabbing the cheeks of his ass, she 
pulled his cock into her as far as it would go. 

“God, Harry," she growled, grinding her pelvis against his, 
sending his cock twirling around inside her again, “you're so 
fucking big." 

“I, unh, I think, I think I'm going to come again, Emms," 

Harry panted, still trying to restrain himself from raping her, 
“I can't believe that this is happening." 

“Oh, Baby, I can't either," Emma murmured softly. 

“Oh, Merlin," Harry gasped, ripping his cock back into her 
steaming socket so hard it almost knocked the breath out of 
her. 

“It's okay," she fawn over him. “It's okay. Come if you have 
to. Don't hold it back." 

“Yes, unh. Yes," Harry grunted, sawing his cock in and out of 
her as fast as his hips could drive it, “Gonna, Fuck, You, Fuck, 
You, Fuck, You, Fuck, YOU." 



“Oh, Yes, Oh, Yes, Oh, Yes," she huffed in between the 
savage invasions of his monstrous penis, “Fuck, Me, FUCK, 
ME, FUCK, ME, FUCK, ME, YES, FUCK, MEEEEEE!" 

Harry's hips were a blur as he fucked her like a madman. He 
had lost all control and his body was working on pure animal 
instinct as the beast in him had broken free and was 
ravaging Emma. The noises coming from him were a cross 
between a snarl and a whimper as he mercilessly drove his 
gigantic organ into her. 

Then suddenly, without warning, his youthful exuberance 
took over and his mammoth cock began to spew out another 
load of his blistering, thick sap into Emma, coating her cunt 
with its hot, sticky virulence. Like a fire hose gone berserk, 
the wizard's giant penis gushed out an uninterrupted flow of 
his sweet, hot cream into Emma's gluttonous cunt quickly 
filling it to overflowing. 

The ecstasy of having Harry send his semen into the place of 
where her daughter came out was so wickedly depraved, it 
immediately tripped her off into her own mind-blowing 
orgasm. 

As the stream of wonderful cum continued to pour into her 
pussy, she clamped down on him as tightly as she could, 
imprisoning him inside of her. Possessed by the goddess of 
passion, she drove her heels into his ass, thrusting him into 
her as deeply as she could as her pussy convulsed around 
him. 

Holding his spurting cock buried all the way to its hairy hilt 
inside of her convulsing cunt, he held her tightly. 

Emma lost track of time as Harry melted and poured himself 
into her until they become one. They mutated into a single 
entity with one heart and soul. 



She sucked out more and more of his thick, virulent milk as 
she squeezed and pulled on his cock with her pussy. 

As she did, the juices flowing from her frothing cunt infused 
with his thick, rich semen and flowed out around Harry's 
elephantine cock coating them with their wicked brew. 

At long last, she felt the flow of his scorching cum slow to a 
trickle and then stop. 

The tension flowed out of his body, but he held his weight 
off her as she felt the last feeble twinges of her climax spark 
through her cunt. 

Infused with Harry's sperm-laden semen and fuzzy headed 
from stunning jolts of pleasure that had coursed through her 
body, Emma lay gasping for breath. 

Through the daze, she heard the door to Harry's room open 
and close. Slowly, she drunkenly turned and looked to see 
who it was. 

The recent assault to her nervous system by the wicked 
thing she had done had left her dazed and disoriented so 
when she saw Hermione standing in the door. It didn't 
register as anything to worry about. 

Hung-over from the gluttonous orgy of pleasure, she smiled 
at Hermione wondering why she was staring so intently at 
her. 

Hermione couldn't believe it! 

Harry was lying on top of her mother with his huge, fat cock 
sticking into her pussy. Her mother was staring up at her 
with a silly smile on her face like she was drunk or 
something. 



Admiring the youthful exuberance of her daughter's large, 
jutting breasts, she felt a perverse tickle of excitement 
spread over her body even as her cunt was still full of 
Harry's softening maleness. 

Shaking her head, she tried to clear it as she started to come 
out from under the spell of her orgasm. 

What was Hermione doing here, she wondered? She wasn't 
supposed to be here. I sent her to her room. So why was she 
here? 

“Hermione?" she asked, her tongue failing to form any other 
words. 

“Mother," Hermione grinned. 

Emma couldn't believe this was happening to her. She loved 
Hermione. She loved her daughter. And her daughter was so 
beautiful, she thought as she let her eyes explore her 
youthful body. 

What is happening to me? Yesterday, I would no more think 
about Harry and Hermione sexually than I would have 
thought of going to the moon. Yet, now I've already fucked 
him for the nth time and now here I am ogling my daughter 
like some lesbo. I'm going crazy, she thought admiring her 
daughter's beautifully shaped breasts. Stark, raving mad. 
Depraved and deranged, that was what she was, she 
thought. Something inside of her brain was broken and 
changed her into a nymphomaniac. And now it didn't matter 
how she got her kicks, or with whom. 

As her mind toiled in a state of confusion, her eyes 
continued to roam over her daughter. She saw that 
Hermione still wore the same near nothing she had been 
wearing when she had stopped her and Harry. It was very. 



very thin and very transparent so she could easily 
distinguish her daughter's blossoming attributes. 

Groaning, Emma turned and gently rolled Harry off her, 
letting his thick, soft cock slither out of her. 

Sitting up, she looked back over to Hermione who acted like 
she knew very well what she was doing. 

Trying to formulate what she should say, she admired 
Hermione's breasts. While her daughter's budding breasts 
were nowhere near the size of her own gigantic mountains, 
they were perfectly shaped and obviously well on their way 
to becoming just as large and spectacular as her own. Her 
youthful body curved in and out wonderfully at all the right 
places and would entice any man, or woman. Slowly 
bringing her eyes back up to her daughter's face, she 
peered deep into the liquid browness that stared back at her 
in wonderment. 

Why had she even tried to keep Harry and Hermione apart 
anyway. Just so she could have Harry for herself? 

And if I can fuck him, I hardly see why I have any right to 
stop him from fucking her. 

Then a bigger grin flitted across Hermione's lips as she 
slowly sauntered toward the bed. 

Still in a dreamlike trance, Emma watched her daughter 
floating toward them like a ghost. 

Harry, still lying face down on the bed was unaware that 
Hermione had entered the room. 

Watching Hermione pad toward her, Emma felt detached 
and removed from the scene, as if she were sitting across 



the room and watching it on TV. She knew that it was wrong. 
But now, for some reason, it seemed to be normal as she 
watched her daughter bend down to her and gently cup her 
mammoth breasts. 

'They're beautiful. Mom," Hermione gushed, bending down 
and covering them with soft, gentle butterfly kisses. 

Kissing and fondling her mother's huge breasts, Hermione 
felt the warmth in her belly growing. 

After several minutes of this, Hermione smiled and leaned 
over her lover. Taking hold of his cock, she slowly rolled him 
over onto his back. 

"Good... now... I would love to have some of this," she said 
sarcastically as she gently toyed with his limp dick, "that is, 
of course, if Mother is through with it for the time being." 

Grinning lewdly, he spread his legs apart brazenly letting 
Hermione to have full access to his drenched love machine. 

Lecherously glancing down at her mother's gaping love 
wound and the puddle of love sap left behind by her lover, 
Hermione quickly stood up and jerked her gown up over her 
head. Then just as fast, she slipped her almost nonexistent 
panties down her long, lovely legs and tossed them aside. 
Standing by the bed, she slowly spread her own legs apart, 
until her cunt peeked out of the forest of curly hairs growing 
at the pit of her stomach. 

"Do you have any syrup left for this one?" Hermione grinned 
lewdly, "Or did Mom take all of your stuff. Cause, it looks like 
there's a gallon of it leaking of her." 


"You know me love. I always save a little for you. Just in 
case," Harry grinned boldly. 



“Goody,” Hermione giggled. 


“But you'll have to prime the pump a little,” he told her 
glancing over at Emma. 

“Mom's already emptied it twice.” 

“Merlin, Mom, you are certainly a little piggy aren't you,” 
Hermione giggled. “Now I see why you wanted me out of the 
room. You wanted Harry all to yourself. How selfish of you.” 

“How long has this little affair been going on?” Hermione 
asked as she tripped into the bathroom and brought back 
two towels, her big, soft breasts wobbling and bouncing 
erotically. 

“Today was the first time,” Emma lied shamefully as she took 
the towel her daughter offered to her. 

“Really,” Hermione said smugly as she ran the towel over 
her lover's sopping dick and balls, wiping away most of the 
evidence of their recent indiscretion, “So I guess that you 
really did see me and him fucking this morning.” 

“Yes,” Emma sighed, as she watched her daughter gently 
wiping off Harry's drenched genitals. 

Stuffing the towel between her legs, Emma tried to stanch 
the flow of Harry's cum dribbling out of her cunt. 

She knew that there was nothing she could say that would 
change anything. All the damage was done and could never 
be undone. She was too tired to try to stop it anyway. She 
was going to let nature run its course and ride it out. 
Hopefully, they were mature enough to be able to endure 
this wickedness. 



Languishing on the bed, the towel stuffed between her legs, 
she watched Hermione slowly bend over her lover's dormant 
cock. Lifting the wobbly cylinder of meat, Hermione quickly 
sucked it into her mouth as she stared up at him with 
devilish delight. 

Emma was still in a state of disbelief. She could never in a 
million years have imagined what had happened and was 
happening at this very moment. 

Yet, even as she thought this, she found herself growing 
warm down between her legs while she watched her 
daughter suck Harry back to life. It was evident that 
Hermione had some experience in giving head as she was 
enthusiastically coaxing her lover's limpness into solidity. 

How depraved, Emma thought. She had drained the life out 
of his cock and now Hermione was coaxing it back to life. As 
if it were all a dream, Emma watched Harry's dick swell and 
grow larger by the moment, until in no time, it stood jutting 
up out of the forest of black curls that covered his crotch. 

But even when it was primed and ready again, Hermione 
didn't stop. She had both of her hands around the shaft of 
her lover's swollen pink monster and continued to suck and 
gnaw on the big ripe cockhead bulging out above her hands 

At last, seemingly satisfied that he was as big and hard as 
he was going to get, she let the huge, round, purple 
cockhead ease out of her mouth. 

“Would you like for me to do the driving," she asked him 
with a devilish grin on her face, “I imagine that you are tired 
from driving Mom all over town." 

Smirking back at her and nodding his head up and down, 
Harry scooted back, his hard, thick cock waving back and 
forth perversely. 



Crawling up over her lover, Hermione crept up until her 
oozing little slit was poised above her lover's swollen 
scepter. Quickly straddling him, she reached down and 
hurriedly guided the big, swollen cockhead up toward her 
slight, pouting little spout. 

Emma watched on with depraved excitement as her 
daughter's tight cunt dipped lower and lower toward the 
giant column of cock. Finally it nudged down on the 
gigantic, egg-shaped battering ram perched atop the shaft 
of his rigid penis. She could feel her own vagina beginning 
to leak once again as she stared at her daughter's pussy 
slowly while it began to consume his jutting maleness. 

Oblivious to her mother's leering stare, Hermione kept 
lowering herself down onto her lover's pole, bit by bit as she 
gorged herself on his manhood. 

With perverse excitement, Emma saw the thick, veined shaft 
of his cock begin to bend as it tried to force its way into 
Hermione's tight vaginal canal. Undeterred, Harry grabbed 
his cock and held it straight as Hermione kept pushing down 
harder and harder. Straining to impel herself down around 
him, she felt him slowly begin to slide up into her as the 
muscles around her vagina began to give way. 

"OOOOUUUUUCCCCCHHHHHHHHHHH," Hermione gasped as 
she felt his cockhead suddenly penetrate the band of 
muscles and pop up inside of her cunt. 

Watching in amazement, Emma saw the friction of Harry's 
giant was pulling her daughter's cunt lips inside of her along 
with his cock as it ground up into her. 

Her head thrown back and her eyes clenched shut, 

Hermione didn't stop thrusting herself down onto her lover 
until she had consumed all nine inches of the monster. 



As Emma looked on with envy, she was reminded of a 
picture of anal penetration except for the hair around her 
daughter's pussy. His cock was so huge and thick, it was now 
imbedded into her, pulling all of her outer, female genitalia 
inside of her. As she leered at them, she reached down and 
began to play with herself. She could see her daughter was 
gradually growing used to the enormous cock now filling the 
tight channel of her stretched cunt. 

A small pang of jealousy pricked Emma's psyche as she 
watched Harry and her daughter. 

Hermione, just as her mother before her, had felt so totally 
full of big, thick, meaty cock. 

Letting her finger wander away from her little cloaked 
clitoris for a moment, Emma ran her fingers over the big, 
fleshy lips surrounding her battered pussy. Still watching her 
daughter perched atop Harry, grinding her hips down onto 
him, Emma's fingers moved around the gaping entrance to 
her vagina down to the stream of Harry's thick, creamy cum 
that still oozed out of her. Coating her finger with the gooey 
sap, she quickly moved her finger back up to her tingling 
clit and began rubbing it again. 

Totally focused on Hermione, Harry reached up to her big, 
wiggling breasts and grabbed them. Gently squeezing and 
massaging the twin peaks of soft, pliant flesh, he admired 
the soft, pebbled surface of bright pink flesh surrounding 
the bulging little nipple of darker pink. It was funny about 
witches' breasts, he thought. The cups on the tips of Emma's 
tits were a dusky deep red, almost purple spreading out in a 
circle as big as coke can while Hermione's were small, little 
bright pink protuberances, not much larger than a fifty cent 
piece. Whatever shape, color, or size they were, they all 
were wonderfully exciting to him, he thought as he rolled 



Hermione's hard, little buds between fingers and thumbs. He 
felt Hermione continue to grind her soft little pussy down 
onto his stomach as he teased and tweaked her little paps. 

At last, Hermione leaned down and thrust one of her ripe, 
swollen nipples into his mouth. Sucking it into his mouth, he 
hungrily devoured the jutting hardness of her nipple as she 
slowly raised her hips up, easing her tight, clenching cunt 
up the long, thick shaft of his cock. Gently running her soft 
finger over the wobbly knob of her clitoris, Emma enviously 
watched as the thick, pink barrel of Harry's giant prick 
slowly reappeared out of her daughter. Glistening wetly with 
Hermione's juices, it came slithering out of her tight little slit 
like a huge, magical snake. It kept oozing out of her until at 
last, only the big, round cockhead was hidden from Emma's 
view. Emma watched with lewd fascination as a stream of 
Hermione's abundant juice, slowly trickled down the shaft of 
Harry's dick coating it with a vulgar wetness. 

Then, ever so slowly, Hermione lowered herself down again, 
reabsorbing her lover's long, hard cock back up inside the 
velvet sheath of her tiny vagina. Deeper and deeper it went, 
burying itself into the slippery depths of her overheated 
cunt until it was finally buried deep inside of her again. 
Resting for a moment, she remained motionless as she 
enjoyed the feel of Harry's giant cock as it stretched her 
vagina to its limit. 

Still rubbing her tingling clitoris, Emma watched the 
muscles in her daughter's statuesque legs tense and tighten 
as she once again slowly lifted herself up off her lover. 

This time Hermione didn't stop before lowering her ravenous 
cunt back down on her lover. Slow and unhurried at first, her 
wet, slobbering slit slid up and down her lover's manhood, 
coating it with her glistening wetness. Leaning over him, her 



lovely breasts swaying majestically, she fucked her lover 
while he played with the big, round tits that rocked and 
rolled above him as her hips moved up and down faster and 
faster. 

Lying back, playing with herself, she watched Hermione ride 
her lover like a rider of a steeplechase, bounding over the 
jumps. After a few moments, Hermione gained a plateau and 
maintained a steady, even pace allowing her lover's giant 
cock to slide into her all the way to the hilt every downward 
lunge. Driving herself down on him forcefully, she took every 
bit of him up into her before she regurgitated him out 
repeating the sequence over and over again. 

Up and down, up and down went Hermione's saucy butt 
while the sleepy warmth of sexual gratification crept over 
Emma. The drowsiness of her post-coital relaxation was 
becoming more and more difficult to fight off as the heavy 
curtain of sleep threatened to obliterate the wicked picture 
of Harry's giant column of meat slicing up into her 
daughter's drooling cunt. But there was nothing she could 
do to hold it at bay. Straining to keep her eyes open, she 
could hear the wicked slurping sounds of Hermione's 
sopping snatch as it grabbed and sucked on Harry's 
hugeness. The steady rhythmic squish, plop, squish, plop, 
squish, plop, squish, plop of the magical teens coupling was 
almost hypnotic and her eyelids grew heavier and heavier 
until she couldn't keep them open for another second. 
Trapped in the twilight zone between sleep and 
consciousness, she could still faintly hear the obscene 
sounds of their fucking invading her sleep, but at last she 
nodded off completely... 

Suddenly, from the depths of her sleep, she felt something 
warm and wet on her breast. She didn't know how long she 
had been asleep, but she groggily fought her way through 



semi-consciousness then slowly to wakefulness. Opening her 
eyes only a slit, she looked down and saw Hermione cuddled 
up next to her, lovingly nuzzling one of her big, bulging 
nipples. Bit by bit, she felt herself rising out of the fog of 
sleep. The feeling was returning slowly as she felt her tiny 
toes begin to tingle and then it spread up her long, lovely 
legs until it swept over her clitoris. The tugging, sucking lips 
of her daughter were sending tiny trickles of delight from 
her breasts down to her clitoris which was now primed and 
ready for a rematch. Moaning with need, she adoringly ran 
her fingers through the soft, golden tresses of her daughter's 
hair as Hermione sucked her nipple harder. 

Seeing that her mother was finally awake, Hermione 
tentatively moved her hand down to the luxurious carpet of 
kinky pubic hair spreading out over the base of her mother's 
soft belly. Still sucking on the hardening nipple, Hermione 
ran her long, pink fingernails through the furry bush, 
searching for jutting hardness of her mother's caped clitoris. 
Closer and closer crept her fingers until it found the little 
cape of flesh hiding her mother's tingling man-in-a-boat. 

Ever so gently, she carefully peeled back the little flap of 
flesh and brushed the exposed clitoris with her finger. The 
instant her finger touched the vulnerable little knob, she felt 
her mother's whole body shudder expectantly. 

Sucking on the nipple even harder, she began to worry and 
bother the little ball of nerves with her finger. She heard her 
mother gasp pleasurably as she quickly flicked the slick 
little button back and forth. 

"Oh, oh, oh, oh," Emma muttered, delighting in the delicate 
twinges of pleasure flowing from her aching clitoris. 

Without waiting, Hermione stumbled quickly to her hands 
and knees, letting her mother's big, hard nipple pop out of 



her mouth. Scrambling down the bed, she turned and 
crawled up between her mothers outspread legs until her 
face was directly above her mother's curly mat of pubic 
hairs. Pausing only for a second, she took in a deep whiff of 
her mother's musky estrous as she lowered her mouth down 
onto the big pearl sticking up out of its fleshy pouch. 

“Oh, My, Lord," Emma gasped as she felt her daughter's 
tongue lash across her tingling clitoris, sending a jolt of 
erotic pleasure rocketing into her brain. 

With her face buried in the steamy fragrance of her mother's 
cunt, Hermione reached up and grabbed her mother's 
swollen udders, mashing and squeezing them roughly. 

Emma felt like she had been catapulted out of her catatonic 
sleep into such a state of excitement, she knew she would 
climax within moments. 

Not wanting it to end so quickly and wishing to give 
Hermione the same pleasure she was feeling, Emma 
squirmed and wiggled around, trying to bring her daughter's 
little love slit up to her face. 

“Let me do you, too," she groaned, struggling to pull 
Hermione's pussy to her mouth. 

Knowing how exciting it would be to have her mother eat 
her as she ate her mother, Hermione got back to her hands 
and knees. Keeping her mouth latched onto her mother's 
throbbing little clit, Hermione turned and straddled her 
mother. Now, with her pussy poised above her mother's face, 
Hermione renewed her attack on her mother's rapidly 
growing vulnerability. 

Looking up, Emma saw the fleshy, little gash of weeping 
flesh surrounded by a luxuriant forest of soft, dark hair 
within inches of her mouth. Reaching up and around her 



daughter's firm, round ass, she grabbed it and pulled on it. 
Unable to wait until the wet, pink slit made it to her mouth, 
she lunged up and consumed her daughter's soft, hot 
wetness. She could feel her daughter's soft, warm lips 
surround her clitoris as Hermione's tongue flicked and 
teased it. 

Emma's tongue darted and poked over her daughter's 
exposed womanhood, searching for the swollen center of her 
daughter's sexuality. Finding it, she felt her daughter's body 
quiver as she gently kissed the smooth, slick little marble, 
tenderly sucking and pulling on it with her soft, full lips. As 
she stroked her daughter's exposed sexuality with her 
tongue, she felt her daughter's tongue pause in its attack on 
her own pussy. Holding her daughter's sensitive little knob 
between her lips, Emma ran her tongue over it, licking it 
with the entire length of her long, rough tongue. As she did, 
she felt her daughter groan and gasp with delight. Dragging 
her tongue back down her daughter's delicate clitoris, she 
felt Hermione renew the attack on her hypersensitive clit. As 
stimulated as she was, she knew that if Hermione continued 
to blitz her clitoris as roughly as she was, she would climax 
within seconds. Realizing this, she hurriedly attacked 
Hermione's little clitoris with renewed determination. 

They both lapped the other's pussy. Each tickling and 
teasing the other's soft, pearly little clitoris as they strained 
to please the other. Running her hands over the wonderful, 
soft smoothness of Hermione's clenched buttocks, Emma let 
her finger stray down into the deep crack of her daughter's 
ass. Tickling the delicate skin surrounding her daughter's 
asshole, she finally let her finger touch the wrinkled little 
anus. Gently running her long, red fingernail over the 
puckered little prune, she could feel it clench and tighten 
with excitement. Still tickling the puckered little ring with 
one hand, she reached down under her daughter and pulled 



on one of her big, dangling breasts. Tickling Hermione's 
anus and tweaking her daughter's exuberant nipple, she 
could feel the excitement coursing through her daughter's 
body. 

Hermione was also attacking her mother's throbbing clitoris 
as if there was no tomorrow and she wanted to give her all 
the pleasure she could. Even as she ate her mother, tiny 
whimpering sounds were escaping out around her mother's 
clit while both of them tottered on the abyss of their 
orgasms. 

Growing more and more frantic, their hands pulled and 
stroked and roughly fondled the other's body, urging 
themselves toward a climax. Their pelvis' jumped and 
bounced about wantonly, trying to extract every last iota of 
pleasure from their encounter as they were eagerly 
consumed by the other. 

All at once, with a loud exclamation of exultation, Emma 
went bursting into an orgasm, so deep and consuming, she 
felt near unconsciousness. She was whipped out into a 
pleasure so totally absorbing, she felt like she was being 
sucked into a giant whirlpool of it and that she might not be 
able to return from it. Her whole body shook and spasmed as 
jolts of animalistic gratification ripped through her brain, 
paralyzing thought and making her a slave to the wicked 
delight that was wracking her body. 

Then her daughter joined her, as she too was suddenly 
overtaken by her own orgasm. She felt she had been 
catapulted out into a space of total sexual pleasure. The 
exciting glow of self-fulfillment wrapped itself around her 
body, carrying her higher and higher. Neither of them could 
breathe or make a sound as they were swept away from the 



present. All this seemed, to them, to last forever, but at last 
they came floating back to earth. 


Neither Hermione or Emma could move. Both of them had 
used all the energy left in their bodies to attain the high 
they had attained. Unable to breathe, Emma finally had to 
turn her head to the side as Hermione's soft belly lay 
unmoving on her face. 

At last, Hermione finally grunted and rolled off her mother. 
Tiredly smiling down at her daughter, she reached for her 
but was asleep before her hand could travel the hundreds of 
miles down to her sleeping daughter... 


Chapter 37 - Hot weekend at the Grangers 

When Emma woke up, she was in Harry's bed alone. Already 
it was late. She swung her legs out of bed and pulled open 
the drapes. Sure was late. Sighing, she went in her room and 
entered her bathroom. She showered, slipped into a pair of 
bikini panties and a loose, silk robe, and went downstairs. 
She heard the voices before she reached the kitchen. 

“How long have you two been up?" she asked as she saw her 
daughter and their lover at the table. 

“Some time," Hermione smiled. “Coffee is ready." 

Emma poured herself a cup, black and hot. Sitting down in 
her usual place at the table, she searched her daughter's 
pretty face for signs of shame, but found none. 

“What have you been up to?" Emma asked, looking at her 
daughter over the rim of her cup. 




“Nothing much..." Hermione said, staring directly at her 
mother. “Just getting up, some breakfast, just the usual 
morning, nothing special..." 

Emma knew what her daughter meant. She was leaving it up 
to her to say as much as she wanted to Harry about the 
night before. Harry gave no evidence of shame, and she 
didn't know if Harry realized his bestfriend knew what had 
gone on in her bedroom. 

“Why are you wearing your robe, Harry?" Emma asked. “I 
don't believe you've worn it five times since all the years 
you've been staying here." 

“I had to put something on, Emms," he replied. “I'm naked 
under it." 

Hermione giggled and her eyes flashed at Emma. “So am I." 

Emma said nothing, but sipped her coffee and looked at 
them over the rim. She was very aware of her daughter's 
eagerness to get her hands on Harry's body, his cock and 
balls. She wondered why Hermione hadn't grabbed him 
already, before she got up. 

When nothing more was said, Hermione stood up. Quickly, 
she flung her robe wide apart. Emma's eyes widened and 
Harry made a choking sound. Hermione was indeed naked 
under her robe. Her saucy tits strained out, her pink nipples 
stiff. The dark brown hair of her cunt gleamed, enticing the 
eye. 

As quickly as she had exposed herself, Hermione wrapped 
the robe about her nakedness and sat back down, looking 
quite pleased with herself. 



When Emma said nothing, Hermione turned to Harry. “Are 
you really naked under that robe?" she asked. 

Harry nodded, glancing at Emma. 

“Show us, then, if you're not afraid." 

Harry looked at Emma. Emma said nothing, but returned his 
gaze. 

He stood up, untying the belt. When he opened his robe, 
they saw he was wearing some boxer shorts. But Emma and 
Hermione gazed at the bulge his cock and balls made. When 
Harry belted his robe again, they both sighed, a sound of 
disappointment as he sat back down. 

“Your turn," Hermione said, giggling, to her mother. 

“What is this, show and tell?" Emma asked, lifting her eyes. 

“Show, but no tell," Hermione replied, her brown eyes 
sparking and dancing wickedly. “Who wants to tell and give 
away the fun we can have." 

Emma looked at Harry. “I thought you said you were naked. 
Wearing shorts don't count, honey." 

“I can take care of that, Emms," he said, and he removed his 
shorts beneath the table. He placed them on the end of the 
table, near his bestfriend's elbow. “Now, I'm naked under my 
robe." 

“Prove it," Hermione giggled throatily. “I don't believe it until 
I see it." 

“It's your Mom's turn," Harry said. “Are you gonna show us, 
Emms?" 



“I never said I was naked under my robe,” Emma replied, her 
voice thickening. 

"Oh, come on. Mom,” Hermione said. "Play with us. It's only 
a game.” 

"Maybe it is,” Emma said, "but a game like this can lead to 
other games, you know.” 

"That's why we want to play it,” Hermione said, picking up 
Harry's shorts. She lifted them to her face, rubbing the 
crotch about her mouth, her brown eyes twinkling at them. 
She turned the shorts inside out, and teasingly ran her 
tongue along the crotch. Harry's eyes bugged out as he 
watched, and Emma's breath caught in her throat. 

"Do they taste good, Mione?” Emma whispered, feeling her 
cunt twitching. 

"Delicious,” Hermione purred, and sucked the crotch of 
Harry's shorts into her mouth. 

Harry giggled as he watched, his cock lifting into hardness 
inside his robe. 

Hermione sucked at the shorts a moment longer, then pulled 
them out. 

Boldly, she ran her hand under the table to Harry's crotch. 
Harry glanced at Emma as Hermione's hand closed about his 
prick and began to pump up and down. 

"Oh, my!” Hermione gurgled. "Mom, I've got the hardest 
cock in my hand!” 


She looked straight at her mom as she said it. 



Emma didn't reply, but watched Harry. Harry was gasping 
with pleasure as his bestfriend jacked up and down his cock. 
When Hermione squeezed his prick hard, he moaned in 
delight. Slipping her hand down, Hermione cupped Harry's 
balls, twisting them gently. 

“And guess what else I found? I think Harry has a very nice 
set of loaded balls." 

Emma felt her cunt steaming, picturing her daughter 
playing with Harry's balls under the table. She felt no 
jealousy, only a rising excitement, her cunt throbbing as her 
clit expanded into hardness. 

Standing up, she held the folds of her robe, looking at Harry 
and her daughter. Her face was flushed, but it was erotic 
emotion, not shame. She opened her robe, holding it wide. 

“You're wearing panties, Emms," Harry said, his voice thick 
because his bestfriend was again jacking her fist up and 
down his rigid cock. 

Hermione grinned wickedly, sliding her tongue over her lips 
suggestively as she gazed at the bulge of her mom's 
panties. 

Emma didn't close her robe, but shrugged it from her 
shoulders. Her tits danced as she leaned slightly and began 
to peel her panties from her hips. 

“If we're going to play games, we should play them right," 
she said, her voice husky. 

She dropped her panties to the floor, and Harry's eyes 
burned on the thick hairs of her cunt. Hermione licked her 
lips again, staring at her mother's delicious body. Emma 
parted her legs, and slipped her fingers through her cunt 



hair, and then, arching her hips forward, peeled her pink 
cunt open, her cunt straining outward. 

“You see that cunt, Harry?" Hermione whispered thickly. “You 
see my mother's hot cunt? Why don't you shove this hard 
cock up my mother's cunt and fuck her, love?" 

Emma, rubbing a finger about her sensitive clit, said softly, 
“He knows very well what to do with this cunt, Hermione. He 
doesn't need instructions from you." 

“Oh, is that right?" Hermione giggled. “Show me." 

With Harry still sittings in his chair, and Hermione pumping 
at his hard prick, Emma lifted herself to the table. Seeing 
what her mother was doing, Hermione shoved plates and 
cups out of the way. Emma laid back on the table, her tits 
straining up, her nipples peaked hard. She parted her legs, 
and looked at Harry. 

“Fuck me, baby," she whispered throatily. “My cunt is ready 
for your big, hard cock! Fuck me on the table... fuck me 
now!" 

Harry didn't hesitate. He jumped to his feet, ripping his robe 
from his body. His cock jutted out with hardness, his 
cockhead swollen and smooth, juices dripping from his piss 
hole. Hermione sucked in her breath as she gazed at it. 

Before Harry moved to Emma's knees, Hermione gave a loud 
squeal and grabbed his hip, pulling him toward her. She 
dipped her face and shot her tongue out. Swiping her 
tongue across the head of Harry's cock, she licked away the 
seeping juices, making Harry grunt with pleasure. Emma 
watched what her daughter was doing, and couldn't stop 
grinnin. 



“No you don't, Hermione," she said. 'That cock goes up my 
cunt! You can have what's left of it! Come on, Harry, fuck 
me!'' 

Before Harry pulled away, however, Hermione pulled the 
swollen head of his cock into her mouth and sucked hard. 
Harry's knees trembled as he stared down, seeing his cock 
inside his bestfriend's hot mouth. He glanced at Emma, who 
was writhing her naked ass on the table, watching excitedly 
as Hermione sucked his cock. 

“Harry, give it to me!" Emma cried out, pulling at his hand. 
“Give that cock to me, please! Hermione, stop sucking it! I 
want it in my cunt!" 

Hermione released Harry's cock, giggling as she licked her 
lips. “That is one sweet cock," she said. 

Harry moved quickly to Emma. Sliding his hands along her 
creamy thighs, he gazed at the wetness of her pussy. 
Hermione rushed around the table to stand at Harry's side. 
She grasped his cock at the base in one hand, and used the 
fingers of her other hand to part Emma's throbbing cunt lips. 

“Shove it in my mom, Harry!" Hermione hissed hotly. “Shove 
your cock up my mother's cunt! Look how hot her pussy is, 
see how wet her fucking twat is! Fuck her, Harry! Fuck my 
mother in that hot cunt - hurry!" 

Emma's ass lurched up as Harry shoved forward. The head of 
his cock penetrated her cunt quickly, bringing a long, 
drawn-out hiss of delight from Emma. His balls smacked 
against her naked ass and her cunt grabbed at his cock. 
Once his cock was deep inside her mom's cunt, Hermione let 
go of its base, making soft sounds of pleasure as she stared 
at Emma's stretching cunt lips. She shoved her face down. 



her tongue darting, and took a swipe at her mom's swollen 
clit. Then she pulled her face up. 

“Fuck her!" she squealed. “Fuck my mother, Harry!" 

Emma arched her ass, grinding onto Harry's cock, clawing at 
her tits with both hands, her eyes slitted with smoldering 
passion. She gasped loudly when Harry began stabbing into 
her pussy, fucking back and forth. She churned her hips with 
him, meeting him lunge for lunge. Hermione, making soft 
sounds of voyeuristic pleasure, pressed her hot, young body 
against Harry's back, watching over his shoulder. She 
rubbed her tits on his back, sliding her hands up and down 
his naked flesh, pressing her cunt at his ass. 

“Oooooh, fuck her good, Harry!" she mewled. “Pound your 
hard cock into her hot, wet pussy! Oh, listen to that wet 
sound!" 

Hermione slipped a hand to Harry's bunching ass, feeling 
and squeezing. Her other hand slid under her mom's ass, 
clutching one firm asscheek and lifting Emma's hips. 

Emma's hips churned and thrashed violently. She 
whimpered as Harry's cock slid in and out of her tight cunt. 
The friction of his throbbing cock sent shivers of ecstasy 
about her naked body. She lifted her legs, draping them over 
Harry's shoulders, grinding her ass powerfully against him. 

Hermione was squealing with heat, squeezing her mom's ass 
in one hand, sliding her other hand between Harry's thighs 
and cupping his balls. She twisted and pulled at his loaded 
balls, running her tongue about his shoulder, tasting his 
flesh, with her eyes never moving from the hairy lips of her 
mom as Harry's cock stretched and filled her greedy cunt. 



“Ooooh, Harry, Harry!” Emma sobbed. ”lt's so good, baby! 

Oh, yes, Harry! Ram it to me! My cunt is on fire, baby! Fuck 
me! Fuck me hard and last! I love it, Harry! My God, I love 
your cock in my pussy so fucking much!” 

Hermione's eyes burned as she watched her mom's cunt 
humping up and down, meeting Harry's forward lunges. The 
wet smacking of cunt meeting cock sent wild hungers 
through her young, curvy body. She smashed her brown 
haired pussy against Harry's hip, trying to slide the swollen 
lips of her pussy on his flesh, smashing her enflamed cunt 
against him. 

Harry grunted loudly, clinging to Emma's thighs, the back of 
them pressed at his body, her knees squeezing his head. His 
balls banged against her thrashing, naked ass when 
Hermione wasn't holding them. The wet heat of Emma's cunt 
pulled at his cock, and with his bestfriend's hands running 
feverishly about his flesh, her tongue licking at him, his balls 
throbbed with aching ecstasy. 

Hermione slipped her fingers into the crack of Harry's ass, 
rubbing one fingertip about his puckered asshole. Harry felt 
it there, and it drove him wild. While she fingered Harry's 
asshole, Hermione slipped the fingers of her other hand into 
the crack of her mom's ass. She felt Harry's cock sliding in 
and out of her mom's greedy cunt, then began to finger 
Emma at the ring of her asshole. 

"You're so hot, both of you!” Hermione gurgled. "I can feel 
your hot assholes! I see a hot cock and hot cunt! I see you 
fucking! I can feel your assholes and see your cunt fucking 
Harry's cock, mom! Oooooh, it's beautiful, seeing you 
fucking Harry, fuck my mother! Fuck her hot cunt! Oh, mom, 
shake your ass! Shake your hot ass and fuck Harry's cock!” 



She began pressing her finger against her mom's whole. 
Emma felt it, but said nothing. The sensations of being 
rubbed about her asshole while Harry fucked into her cunt 
were strange, lovely, delightful. Her eyes glowed with wet 
heat as she pulled and squeezed at her own tits, thrusting 
her cunt up and down with Harry's movements. 

“Your ass is so fucking hot, mom!" Hermione hissed. She 
pushed her finger hard. 

Emma cried out as she felt her daughter's finger slide up her 
asshole. It didn't hurt, but sent stabs of increased ecstasy 
through her naked body. She churned her ass more violently 
on Harry's cock, feeling her daughter fucking her finger in 
and out of her asshole. 

“Nice and tight, mom!" Hermione gurgled. “You sure have a 
tight asshole!" 

Harry's eyes bugged out as he felt Hermione's finger 
pressing at his asshole. For a moment he froze, his cock 
throbbing inside Emma's cunt. 

“Don't stop!" Hermione yelped. “Fuck her, Harry! You'll like 
what I'm going to do! Fuck her, Harry!" 

Harry grunted when Hermione rammed her finger up his 
asshole, and his hips shot forward powerfully. Emma 
screamed out in rapture as Harry stabbed his cock deep into 
her cunt. Her eyes closed with the growing rapture, her 
mouth parted, her ass churning. The friction of Harry's cock 
in her cunt and the stabbing of her daughter's finger into 
her asshole sent a liquid heat flowing through her body. 

“Now fuck the piss out of my mother!" Hermione urged 
hotly, driving her fingers in and out of both assholes, staring 
at Harry's cock stabbing into her mom's gripping cunt. “Fuck 



her, Harry. Make her piss! Make her come! Fuck the shit out 
of my mother's hot fucking cunt!" 

"Oh, yes, Harry!" Emma screamed. "Fuck me! Fuck the piss 
out of me! Make me came! Ohhhh, your cock is so hard, so 
deep! Fuck my pussy... fuck my cunt! I'm getting there! I'm 
almost there!" 

Hermione rammed her fingers in and out of her mother and 
bestfriend's asshole, whimpering as her own cunt bubbled 
and throbbed with wetness. The twitching of her pussy, the 
stiffening of her pink nipples told Hermione that she would 
come, too, just from watching them fucking, just from 
pounding her fingers up those gripping, hot assholes. She 
felt Harry's balls against her knuckles, felt how hard they 
were. She spread her legs and rubbed her cunt at his hips, 
sliding it along his flesh, smashing her swollen clit. She 
stared down at his cock as it plunged in and out of her 
mom's hungry cunt, watching the juices seeping and 
frothing at the base of his cock. 

"Fuck me harder, Harry!" Emma screamed. "Ooooh, my 
cunt... my cunt is on fire! My ass is burning up! Come in me, 
Harry! Let me feel you squirt that sweet juice up my cunt! 
Ooooooh, I'm about to come!" 

Emma's ass shot up, smashing hard against Harry, sucking 
his cock as deep as possible. With a wail that turned into a 
scream, Emma came. Her cunt exploded with powerful, 
gripping convulsions. She came so hard, her asshole gripped 
Hermione's finger so tight, Hermione couldn't move it in and 
out. 

"She's coming, Harry!" Hermione squealed. "Now you come, 
too!" 



Harry had no choice. Emma's cunt was squeezing at his cock 
so tightly, sucking at it, all he could do was shake and moan. 
Then he came. 

A yell came out of his throat as his cock shot creamy juices 
into Emma's greedy cunt. As his asshole flexed about 
Hermione's finger, she managed to fuck it in and out, 
making Harry think his balls were being sucked into Emma's 
cunt... his orgasm was so powerful. 

Then he slumped into a chair, gasping for breath. 

Emma, sprawled on the table, her legs wide, was breathing 
with difficulty. 

Hermione, her eyes wet with erotic heat, stood shivering, her 
cunt boiling. She had not come, but had gotten pretty close 
to it. She was standing at her mom's knee, holding her 
pussy tightly in her hand. She looked at Harry's glistening 
cock, then at her mother's cunt. Come juice seeped from 
Emma's pussy, glistening on the dark hair of her cunt lips. 

Emma, her eyes closed as the shudders of ecstasy slowly 
calmed, could feel her daughter's eyes on her crotch. She 
glanced at Hermione and saw the hunger on her pretty face. 

“Suck it out," she whispered. “Suck Harry's come juice out of 
my cunt, Hermione." 

Harry's eyes opened as he heard Emma. He saw Emma's 
cunt, the wetness of it. Looking up at his bestfriend, he 
asked, “Are you gonna do that, Hermione?" 

“Mmmm, you just watch me!" Hermione said, smacking her 
lips hungrily. “That's all I wanted to hear you say, love." 



Hermione went down on her knees, shoving her face toward 
her mother's cunt. 

“You're gonna kiss your mom's cunt, Mione?" Harry asked, 
not believing it. 

“Not only kiss it, Harry," Hermione purred hotly, “but I'm 
going to suck it good! I'm going to lick her cunt, eat her up!" 

While Harry gasped, Emma lifted her hips. “Suck it out, 
Hermione!" 

With a soft cry of pleasure, Hermione closed her open mouth 
about her mom's cunt, her tongue fucking in and out. The 
taste of Harry's come juice was mixed with the hot juices of 
her mom's cunt, and Hermione swayed her naked, saucy ass 
as she sucked. She sucked wetly, licking hungrily up and 
down Emma's cuntlips, moaning. 

Harry, amazed, stood up and leaned over, watching 
Hermione's face. All he saw was her eyes that looked glassy. 
The lower half of her face was surrounded by her mom's cunt 
hair. He saw Hermione's tongue, though, licking at Emma's 
clit. Emma stretched her hand to his cock, and closed her 
fingers about it. Harry stood watching Hermione sucking 
Emma's cunt while she held his cock tightly. He was 
becoming more and more excited by what he saw. 

Emma arched her cunt up, twisting into her daughter's face 
as she clung to Harry's cock. She began to make soft, 
squealing sounds again, grinding her cunt up and down. 

“Oooh, I could come again!" she sobbed. “Lick my cunt, 
Hermione! I know I can come again!" 

Harry's prick throbbed and started to swell again in Emma's 
hand. Emma pumped it, her hips straining into her 



daughter's sucking mouth. Hermione shoved her hands 
under her mom's ass, lifting her crotch. Emma, with soft 
cries of delight, draped her legs aver her daughter's 
shoulders, squeezing Hermione's face tightly. 

"Suck it, Hermione! Ohhh, my God, suck my cunt! Eat my 
pussy, honey!" she sobbed. 

Hermione's tongue darted in and out, licking the soft walls 
of her mother's cunt. She held Emma's naked ass in her 
palms, bringing her crotch into her face. Her eyes were 
glazed with erotic pleasure. She glanced into Harry's face, 
seeing his excitement. 

Pulling her mouth out of Emma's cunt, Hermione said, "Suck 
her tits, Harry! Let's both suck her good! I bet we can make 
my mother come hard again!" 

"Yeah, suck my tits, Harry!" Emma gasped, squeezing his 
cock. "Suck my tits hard, baby!" 

Harry lowered his mouth to one of Emma's tits, but kept his 
eyes turned down, watching Hermione's face between 
Emma's thighs. His cock lifted into hardness swiftly, and 
Emma clutched it with desperation, grinding her cunt faster 
and faster into Hermione's sucking mouth. 

"Ooooh, you'll make me come again!" Emma squealed. 

As tasty as Emma's tits were, Harry HAD to watch what his 
bestfriend was doing. Standing at the side of the table, with 
Emma gripping his cock hard, he gazed at Hermione's face, 
half buried in her mom's soft hair. Emma clamped her hot 
thighs about her daughter's head, humping her crotch up 
and down, gurgling with pleasure. 



Though fucking Emma had been fantastic, Harry wanted 
more. His young balls were once more swollen and hard. He 
shoved Emma's hand from his cock to his balls, curling her 
fingers about them. Emma immediately began to twist and 
play with them, squealing louder and louder. She beat her 
heels against her daughter's back, urging Hermione to 
tonguefuck her faster. 

“Suck me, suck me!" she wailed. “Hermione, eat my cunt! 
Ohhh, God... it's wonderful! Suck my pussy, Hermione! 
Ohhhh, fuck me with your tongue!" 

Harry's excitement was at a fever pitch as he watched 
Hermione sucking Emma's cunt, his cock throbbing out in 
hardness, Emma about to pull his balls off. The slurping wet 
sounds Hermione made between Emma's thighs sounded 
good to him. The need to poke his cock into something was 
strong, and he shoved Emma's hands away. Emma 
whimpered and tried to keep her grip on his balls, but he 
moved to the end of the table. With Emma thrashing about 
with erotic rapture, Harry stood behind his bestfriend, 
staring at her saucy, sweet ass. 

He pressed his cock forward, running it through Hermione's 
brown hair. Hermione felt his cock, and mewled softly. She 
lifted to her feet, keeping her mouth buried into her 
mother's wet cunt. She was now leaning over, her naked ass 
dancing lewdly, her asscheeks bunching. 

Emma drew her knees up and back, holding them tightly 
against her swollen tits, gurgling and moaning as her 
pleasure swelled. Harry peeked past his bestfriend's 
shoulder and watched her tongue sliding everywhere, 
licking at Emma's cunt, at her pussyslit, swirling about her 
throbbing clit, almost probing Emma in the asshole. His 



prick jerked up and down and he rubbed it about his 
bestfriend's creamy ass. 

Hermione arched her ass to Harry, crying out softly as she 
slurped with a greater hunger at Emma's wet pussy. Harry 
moved the head of his cook up and down the hot crack of 
Hermione's ass, watching with wet, hot eyes. The heat of his 
bestfriend's ass excited him, tingled around the head of his 
hard prick. Shaving it downward, he felt the fiery wetness of 
Hermione's brown-haired cunt. He moved it forward, slipping 
the swollen head of his cock just inside her pussylips. 

Hermione's head jerked out of Emma's cunt. 

"Ram it to me, Harry!" she cried out. "Fuck me! Fuck my 
cunt right now! Ohhh, I've been waiting, Harry! My cunt has 
been waiting for your cock!" 

Then she was diving her hungry mouth back into Emma's 
cunt again. 

Through the fog of her ecstasy, Emma had heard her 
daughter. Her eyes opened and focused on Harry's face. 

"Fuck her young pussy, Harry!" she sobbed, grinding her 
cunt into her daughter's mouth frantically. "Fuck the piss out 
of her hot, fucking cunt!" 

Harry didn't need the urging. 

He rammed his cock fast and hard, bringing a muffled gasp 
from Hermione. The wet heat caused his face to contort with 
rapture. The soft, wet folds of his bestfriend's cunt closed 
about his cock, gripping it hotly. Harry could feel tiny 
contractions of it. He had his hands on Hermione's small 
waist, staring down at the creamy shape of her ass pressing 
at his stomach. Hermione twisted her ass in tight circles. 



sliding her ass hotly against his flesh, his cock very deep 
inside her cunt. 

With a gasp, he began to stab quickly into Hermione's cunt. 

He banged frantically, making his bestfriend grunt into 
Emma's cunt with the force of his penetration. His balls 
burned with pleasure, and with each inward stab, he felt 
them become wet with his bestfriend's seeping cunt juices. 
Hermione wiggled and writhed her naked ass for Harry, 
moaning as she kept up a relentless tonguefucking into her 
mom's juicy pussy. Emma, holding her legs tightly against 
her tits, whimpered and sobbed with ecstasy, grinding her 
cunt into her daughter's face, humping her ass up and 
down. 

Hermione parted her feet on the floor, arching her ass back 
for Harry, her cunt straining for his cock. She held her 
mother by the spreading cheeks of her ass, pulling as she 
pressed her face hard into her juicy twat, her tongue diving 
back and forth, her lips puffing at her mom's throbbing cunt 

"Eat your mom!" Harry groaned. "Mione, eat your mom's 
cunt! Suck your mom's pussy!" 

"Fuck her, Harry!" Emma sobbed with heat. "Fuck my 
daughter in her hot fuckhole!" 

Harry could feel himself beginning to come. Hermione was 
slamming her ass back like crazy. She was uttering frantic 
cries as she stuck her tongue deep in Emma's pussy. As 
Harry watched Emma's cuntlips grip Hermione's tongue and 
her thighs close about her head, he realized he was not 
going to be able to hold back much longer. 


"I'm going to shoot my cum! I'm going to shoot my load!" 



Emma was moaning loudly, she was clearly starting to 
spasm, herself. 

“Oh come, baby! Tongue me, Hermione! I'm coming too!" 

Hermione shoved her tongue deep in Emma's fuck hole and 
slammed her ass back into Harry's hammering cock. 

It was too much for Harry. 

“Ahhhhhhh!" he screamed. His jizz had begun to pump out 
steadily into Hermione's spasming pussy. “I'm doing it!" 

As she felt his hot fuck cream splash between her thighs, 
Hermione gave a muffled yell from Emma's crotch. Her hips 
were jerking and her cunt was pouring cream. She 
screamed. 

“Oh Merlin!" 

Harry was groaning loudly. He was hardly aware of what he 
was doing as he rammed his cock home. But already his 
movements were beginning to slow. He fell forward, 
Hermione collapsed underneath him, her pussy spasming 
and running with fuckjuice. 

At last they lay still. Although it was only a few more 
minutes before they recovered, it seemed much longer. 
Emma looked down at Harry's drooping cock, and smiled. 
Then she looked at her daughter, her eyes taking in the 
long, smooth thighs and browne curls that swirled about the 
pink flesh of Hermione's pussy. 

“So this is what you learn at that school, Hermione," Emma 
said softly. 



“Among other things," Hermione giggled. “It's a big place 
and plenty to learn, mom." 

“I should stop paying... you know?" 

“Oh, come of it. Mother," Hermione replied, sitting up. “Is not 
like we only suck and fuck all day... we also learn real 
magic... I'm the first in the year... remember." 

“Yeah... but I wonder at what your first," Emma reminded 
her. 

“Well... this too," Hermione said, grinning impishly, gazing 
at Harry's spreading thighs. 

“I couldn't say, since it just started between us," Emma 
replied. 

“Really, mom? Want a one on one with me?" 

Emma smiled, her eyes dancing brightly. “I'm sure it will be 
fun and will going to happen. After how wild I was when I 
was your age." 

“I kind of knew that..." 

“How?" Emma said. 

“I am your daughter, after all...I know how I am... and that 
old saying the apple does not fall far from the tree is very 
true." 

“Smart ass," Emma giggled, picking up her robe. Carrying 
her robe, she started from the kitchen. 

“Are you sorry, mom?" Hermione asked. 



Emma turned, her eyes hot. “No, I'm not sorry." She looked 
at Harry. "What about you, Harry?" 

Harry just grinned at Emma... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Later that day, Emma came from one long shower into the 
living room, where Harry and her daughter were. She stood 
in the hall doorway, smiling as she watched them, wrapped 
in a big towel, long legs showing to her hips. 

Harry was sitting at the end of the eight-foot couch, turned 
to face the other end. Hermione was sprawled on it, her head 
resting on the padded arm rest, her hair a lovely halo around 
her face. She wore a dress, but it was open at the top, her 
full round tits displayed in a saucy maner. 

Her right leg was bent at the knee, resting against the back 
of the couch, the left over the cushions. Her dress was at her 
waist, and the tight, sparkling white panties showed. The 
crotch was tight, molding the sugary slit of her succulent 
cunt for her bestfriend to enjoy. 

Harry gazed with pleasure upon Hermione's body, his cock 
out of his shorts. It was very hard, the head smooth and 
swollen. He had pulled his shorts to one side, freeing his 
preciously hot balls, too. 

Emma smiled with fondness as she watched them, her cunt 
vibrating with tingling delight. Hermione was obviously 
excited to be exposing herself so freely now in her parents 
living room. 

"Wanna see a pussy, Harry?" Hermione asked softly, her 
fingers toying with her panties. 



“Yeah, show me your pussy, Mione," Harry panted, his cock 
swaying. “Let me see your cunt." 

Emma's legs trembled as her daughter moved a fingertip 
along the tight crotch of her panties, tracing the outline of 
her cunt. Emma moved her own hand into the fold of the 
towel, running her fingers through the softness of her pussy 
hair, her eyes turning glassy with desire. 

Hermione pushed her finger into the edge of her panties and 
glanced up at her mother, a grinning smile spreading over 
her lovely features. Emma nodded her head, unnecessarily, 
parting the fold of her towel so Hermione could see her 
fingers toying with her soft pussy hair. Harry caught 
Hermione's glance and turned to see her mother. He grinned 
at her, then his attention went back to Hermione. 

Emma moved into the room, pausing a few feet from the 
couch, watching her daughter as intently as Harry was. She 
loosened her towel, letting it fall to the floor, standing in 
beautiful nakedness before them. Harry gazed at Emma, 
drinking in the slender form, the thrust of her tilted tits, the 
flatness of her stomach, the inviting swell of her rounded 
ass. His cock beaded at his piss-hole, and Emma worked her 
tongue in her mouth as she watched his juices slowly slide 
over the smooth head of his cock to the shaft. 

“Show us your tight cunt, Hermione," Emma moaned hotly. 

“Oooh, yes," Hermione gurgled, her finger stretching her 
panties to the side. 

The pink, sugary slit glistened wetly. The flesh was puffy, 
and the tiny tip of Hermione's clit poked upward from the 
folds. The slit of Hermione's cunt was narrow, flowing 
flawlessly into the cheeks of her compact ass. Looking at 
Hermione, Emma felt a strong impulse to bury her face 



between those satiny thighs, lick and kiss her daughter's 
cunt, run her tongue and sucking mouth up and down the 
slit from clit to spine, tasting it all, even her crinkling pink 
asshole. Her cunt seemed to draw inward, a fiery sensation 
building swiftly. 

Harry was panting as he swivelled his eyes from Hermione to 
Emma, excited by the difference in their bodies. Where 
Emma had a very hairy cunt, Hermione's was not so hairy, 
smooth as velvet. His balls hardened as his cock jerked back 
and forth. 

Holding her panties to one side, Hermione used her other 
hand to caress her own cunt, making little sounds of 
pleasure, her ass writhing. Like Harry, she looked at her 
mother, then at her bestfriend's cock and balls. Dipping her 
finger downward, she eased her finger into her pussy, 
grinning impishly at her mother and bestfriend, a slight 
flush on her face, a combination of excitement and shyness. 

Harry groaned as he watched Hermione ease her finger in 
and out of her cunt, and grabbed his cock, squeezing it 
hard, the head bulging, more wetness coming from his piss- 
hole. Emma drew in a deep breath, her firm tits lifting. She 
leaned over, pushing Harry's hand off his cock, taking it in 
her own, eyes blazing as she watched her daughter agitate 
her vibrating clit with the tip of a finger. 

“Harry, I want this in me," Emma panted, pumping Harry's 
cock vigorously. “I want your cock in my pussy, baby!" 

Before he could respond, Emma stepped onto the couch, 
facing her daughter, her back to Harry. She straddled him, 
and slowly bent her knees, lowering her crotch. Holding her 
knees wide open so Hermione could see, she used her 
fingers to spread her cunt. She touched her cunt to the head 



of Harry's cock, rubbing back and forth, soft gasping sounds 
coming from her. 

Hermione's eyes smoldered as she stared between her 
mother's legs, watching her fuzzy, wet pussy rub over the 
head of Harry's cock. Her finger moved faster into her cunt, 
making soft squishy sounds. 

“Sit down on him. Mom!" Hermione urged. “Sit down on 
Harry's cock!" 

“Harry's cock," Emma repeated in a throaty voice. “You like 
watching mother put his cock in her cunt, honey?" 

“Ohhh, yes. Mom! I love to see his hard cock in your cunt!" 

“Watch it go in me, Hermione!" Emma whimpered, lowering 
her ass. 

From behind her back, Harry was gazing with excitement at 
the spreading of Emma's shapely ass. He saw the pucker of 
her light brown asshole, and on an impulse, touched the tip 
of his finger to the hot crinkle. 

“Ooooh, Harry!" Emma gasped as she felt his finger there. 
“Ohhhh, baby, feel me right there!" 

With the head of Harry's cock inside her cunt, spreading it, 
Emma writhed her ass in a circular motion, breathing deeply 
as steamy sensations flooded her body. Her tits tilted 
upward, nipples straining with hardness, her shoulders back. 
Harry rubbed at Emma's asshole, panting as he felt her cunt 
close around his cock. The soft but tight clasp of her cunt 
sent shivering ecstasy through him, and he rubbed firmly at 
her puckering asshole as he gazed at her ass twisting in 
quick circles. 



Hermione was moaning as she watched her mother push her 
bushy cunt down onto Harry's cock, her finger darting 
rapidly into her own pussy with juicy sounds. When her 
mother pushed all the way down, she cried out softly. 

"It's all in. Mom! You've got all Harry's cock in your cunt!" 

"God, I know that!" Emma gasped, feeling Harry's cock throb 
deeply in her cunt. With one hand, she cupped his balls, 
twisting and pulling them, a finger of her other hand 
working on her knotted clit as she whipped her ass about on 
his prick. "So hard and long inside me, Harry! Ooooh, I can 
feel your cock jerk in my cunt! Rub my ass... finger my 
asshole! Ahhhh, I'm going to fuck you good, baby! I'm going 
to fuck your hard cock good! My cunt is going to eat your 
hard cock up!" 

"Fuck him. Mom!" Hermione sobbed, twisting her ass about 
as her finger rammed in and out. "Fuck his cock off! Bounce 
up and down his hard cock. Mom!" 

"Oh, yes!" Emma cried softly, thrusting her ass up and 
down, her cunt riding Harry's cock with tight heat. She lifted 
high, but not so high that his cock came out, then rammed 
down again to the base, grinding and breathing with 
excitement. She was now squeezing her tits as her hips 
rotated wickedly in an up and down screwing motion. "I'm 
going to fuck your boyfriend's cock off! I'm going to fuck his 
hard cock with my hot, wet cunt! I want you to come a 
gallon in my wet cunt, Harry! I love to feel a hard cock squirt 
up my hot pussy!" 

Harry wiggled his finger against her asshole, making Emma 
squeal with increased pleasure. Juices began to build at the 
base of his cock. He stared at Emma's grinding ass with hot 
eyes, unable to see Hermione now. But what he was seeing 



was enough. Her mother's cunt was holding his cock very 
tightly as it slid up and down, and his body was starting to 
shiver with wonderful sensations. 

“Take your panties off!" Emma moaned as she bounced up 
and down. “Take those fucking panties off so I can see your 
cunt, Hermione! I want to see your cunt while I fuck the piss 
out of Harry!" 

With gasping eagerness, Hermione stripped her tight 
panties off swiftly, flinging her slender legs wide apart for 
her mother. Emma's eyes glazed with passion as she stared 
at her daughter's cunt. She pounded as hard and fast as she 
could on Harry's rigid cock. Dropping her hands from her 
tits, she shoved them along her daughter's inner thighs, her 
thumbs parting the soft lips of Hermione's cunt. She stared 
at the way the clit bulged, the wetness that was seeping 
from the pink flesh, glistening on the creamy cheeks of that 
excitingly rounded ass. 

“You're wet, Hermione," she moaned. “Your cunt is so wet! 
Oh, you look so hot... so wonderfully wet and hot!" 

Hermione arched her hips, her legs flung as far open as 
possible. “I am hot. Mom! My cunt is on fire!" 

“Can you see me fuck Harry? Can you watch my cunt suck 
his hard cock up inside? Can you see how his cock stretches 
and fills my wet pussy?" 

“Ooooh, yes. Mom! Fuck him. Mom! Fuck Harry!" 

“I am fucking Harry!" Emma sobbed. 

“Ohhhh, I'm fucking your boyfriend, Hermione! I'm fucking 
his big, hard cock, and it makes my cunt feel so good! 
Ooooh, I want to come and come on his hard cock!" 



Harry was hunching his hips up and down now, fucking into 
Emma's cunt as she thrust and churned. He felt her asshole 
crinkling against his finger, and began to rub at it again, 
making Emma's hip-churning movements become wilder. 
Each time Emma lifted her ass, he saw his cock in her cunt, 
the soft hair clinging to the shaft with wetness, the pink slit 
gripping him. He would catch a glimpse of Hermione's cunt 
when Emma lifted her ass, which added to his rapidly 
growing rapture. 

Emma, with soft cries of ecstasy, pulled her right hand away 
from her daughter's cunt, grabbing Harry's balls again. She 
held them tightly in her hand, pounding her cunt up and 
down his cock. She then pushed a finger into her daughter's 
cunt, and began to stab in and out, making Hermione thrust 
her ass into the air with cries of delight. 

"Do it to me, too. Mom! Ooooh, fuck me with your finger. 
Mom! Ahhhh, I like that. Mom! It makes my cunt so... so 
hot!" 

"Ohhhh!" Emma yelped. "I'm going to come!" 

She smashed hard onto Harry's cock, grinding back and 
forth with a quick twist of her ass. She felt Harry's finger 
pressing at her asshole as the contractions gripped her cunt. 
She screamed out as the convulsions swept through her, her 
cunt gripping in waves of tightness at the base of Harry's 
cock. Her finger thrust as deep as it would go into her 
daughter's cunt, bringing a cry from Hermione. Her thumb 
smashed the small, hard clit. Hermione's hips shot upward, 
and she grabbed her mother's hand with both of hers, 
holding it tight at her pussy. 

"Me, too!" Hermione gasped. "Ohhh, I'm coming too. Mom!" 



Through the steamy orgasm of her own cunt, Emma felt her 
daughter's tight pussy grab at her finger, then the sucking 
waves as Hermione exploded with a hard orgasm around it. 
She began to thrust her finger rapidly in and out of the 
spasming cunt as she crushed her own to the base of Harry's 
cock, grinding in mindless ecstasy. 

Harry was gritting his teeth as he felt Emma's cunt grip his 
cock in orgasm. She was holding his balls almost painfully, 
and with his finger still pressed against her puckering 
asshole, he gripped her hip with his other hand, pushing his 
cock hard at her straining cunt. He wanted to come badly, 
and his balls ached with fullness, yet he held off. The feeling 
was so intense, so good, he wanted it to last. He stared at 
Emma's grinding ass, mouth gaping as he panted heavily. 

"Ohhhh, Mom!" Hermione moaned as she calmed somewhat. 
"You made me come so hard!" 

With her own orgasm fading, Emma giggled. "I know I did, 
Hermione. I felt your cunt. God, that's a tight pussy, baby." 

"I didn't come yet," Harry said to Emma's back. 

Emma twisted her head to look at him, eyes shining. "You 
will, don't worry. I'm not finished with your cock yet, darling. 
When I fuck a guy, he can say he's been fucked!" 

She drew her finger out of her daughter's cunt, seeing how 
soaked in pussy juice it was. She brought it to her mouth, 
licking up and down it, then at her wet palm. She stared into 
her daughter's fiery crotch as she started once more running 
her cunt up and down Harry's jerking cock. Hermione's 
whole crotch was glistening wetly, with juices still dribbling 
from the sweet slit to her ass. 



Without a word, Emma leaned over, her face hovering above 
her daughter's cunt, breathing in the heady, sweet scent of 
it. As she leaned, she scooted her knees backward, and held 
them open with Harry's cock inside her bushy cunt. Harry 
now had a fantastic view of Emma's crotch, of the way her 
cunt clung to his cock, and could watch her light brown 
asshole crinkle. Leaning forward with her upper body held 
by her elbows, Emma began moving from her waist, fucking 
Harry again. 

“Can you see all of me this way, Harry?" she moaned. 

“I can see everything now!" he moaned. 

“Then watch my ass, baby! Watch my hot ass and cunt fuck 
you!" 

As her ass twisted and bounced, Harry stroked the satiny 
cheeks, running his fingers into the spreading split to rub 
her asshole again. Emma squealed in pleasure, humping on 
his cock almost frantically. She pushed her face down and 
gave the creamy inside flesh of Hermione's thigh a wet kiss, 
sliding her hands underneath the lifted ass, clutching the 
cheeks in her palms. She stared glassy-eyed into the juicy 
cunt, and with a soft cry, opened her mouth and smashed it 
over her daughter's cunt. 

“Ohhhh, Mom!" Hermione gasped, thrusting her crotch 
against her mother's mouth and grabbing the back of her 
head. 

Emma sucked at her daughter's cunt, her tongue working at 
the soft, hot lips and bulging clit. She squeezed and 
manipulated Hermione's tight ass, her own ass pounding 
wickedly up and down, fucking Harry's cock with her fiery 
cunt in wanton abandonment. She darted her tongue into 
the scalding wetness of her daughter's pussy, probing and 



wiggling at the velvety walls, her upper lip crushing the 
vibrating clit, her bottom lip at the lower end of the sugary 
slit. Her mouth filled with the sweet juices, and she 
swallowed them greedily. She twisted her mouth into 
Hermione's cunt, smearing her face into the soft, hot 
wetness. 

Harry was plunging his cock up and down, ramming into 
Emma's gripping cunt as fast as her ass moved on him. He 
rubbed at her burning asshole with his finger. 

Emma's mind spun with erotic excitement. The feel of her 
daughter's soft cunt on her mouth created more wildness in 
her. She lapped up and down the fiery slit, licking the 
swollen cunt from one end to the other. She closed her lips 
around the swollen clit, sucking hard on it, her tongue 
flicking hungrily. 

"Ooooh, Mom, that's so good!" Hermione cried out, grinding 
in a frenzy at her mother's licking, sucking mouth. "Lick it 
for me. Mom! That feels better than a finger! Lick my cunt. 
Mom! Ahhh, suck on my cunt! Oh, keep doing that and I'll 
come again. Mom!" 

Holding her daughter's thrashing ass tightly, Emma tongue 
fucked the sweet pussy with eager pleasure, her cunt in 
constant movement on Harry's cock. Her asshole was 
burning as Harry kept up a steady rubbing against it. The 
tingle was new, different. 

Lifting her now soaked mouth, she urged Harry with a 
breathy voice, "In there, Harry! Put your finger inside my 
ass, baby!" 

"Really?" he asked excitedly. 

"Yes, really! Put your finger up my ass!" 



When Harry increased the pressure on her asshole, she held 
her ass still, his cock halfway in her cunt. She held her 
breath, her mouth closed again around Hermione's wet cunt, 
eyes closed, holding Hermione's tight ass in her palms. 

Harry eased his finger past the ring of Emma's asshole. 
Emma, gasping as her asshole stretched, felt her cunt 
squeeze his cock convulsively. 

“Ohhhh, that feels good, Harry!" she hissed against 
Hermione's cunt. "Ohhh, does that ever feel good! Hard cock 
up my cunt and your finger up my asshole! Ooooh, this will 
make me come so fucking hard! See if you can fuck me in 
my asshole with your finger, darling! Just hold still and I'll 
fuck your cock with my cunt, and suck Hermione's sweet 
cunt at the same time!" 

Once more pounding her cunt up and down Harry's 
throbbing cock, she began sucking and licking and tongue 
fucking her daughter in frenzy. His finger stabbing into her 
asshole created a delicious sensation. She felt stuffed from 
cunt to asshole, and her mouth was hungrily sucking 
slippery juices from her daughter's delightful cunt. 

"Suck her cunt, Emms!" Harry gasped as he rammed his 
rigid finger in and out of their mother's clasping asshole. 
"Suck Hermione's hot pussy! Make her come in your mouth! 
Oh, I can see your cunt fuck my cock, and your asshole is so 
hot and tight! Do you like getting fingerfucked in your 
asshole, Emms?" 

"I love it!" Emma wailed into Hermione's twisting crotch. 
"Fuck my ass! Fingerfuck my asshole! Ooooh, I want more 
pussy... more cock! I want to suck your cunt dry, Hermione, 
and fuck your balls dry, Harry!" 



“Lick me, Mom! Lick my cunt and fuck his cock!" Hermione 
cried, slamming her crotch up and down, gripping the back 
of her mother's head tightly, clamping the fiery thighs about 
her mother's face, then flinging them wide apart as her cunt 
attempted to pull her mother's face into it. “Ooooh, this is 
sure gonna make me come!'' 

Emma swung her ass rapidly as Harry gripped it. She arched 
her ass, feeling him bang powerfully into her cunt, smashing 
the swollen pussy lips. Her leaning angle caused her clit to 
be rubbed by the shaft of his cock, and his finger was 
ramming faster and faster into her asshole. She plunged her 
tongue deep into the steamy softness of her daughter's 
cunt, feeling an overwhelming orgasm swell in her body. Her 
cunt was reacting with rippling waves on Harry's cock, and 
for the first time in her life, Emma was finding she had a 
very sensitive asshole. 

“Mom, you're gonna make me come!" Hermione cried out. 
“Ohhh, your tongue is so deep in me! I'm gonna come. 

Mom!" 

Emma plunged her long tongue rapidly and squeezed at 
Hermione's tightening ass, pulling the fiery cunt hard into 
her open, sucking mouth. At the same time, she rammed her 
cunt down onto the base of Harry's cock, and felt his finger 
move deeply into her clutching asshole. With a muffled wail, 
Emma began to come, her cunt squeezing the base of 
Harry's cock, her asshole gripping so tight that it seemed to 
be trying to sever his buried finger. As she came, she sucked 
juices from her daughter's cunt, gulping them down 
hungrily. She thrilled to the flexing softness about her 
tongue, and as her orgasm gained power, she felt as if her 
asshole was having an orgasm, too. 


“Here it comes, Emms!" Harry shouted. 



Again Emma screamed into her daughter's cunt. Harry's 
cock squirted hot juices into her, flooding her clasping 
pussy, making her thinks the juices were expanding the 
walls. She ground onto Harry's spurting cock, her 
contractions tightening more and more, her cunt 
compressing about Harry's spewing prick and her asshole 
gripping in hot waves at his still-darting finger. 

Weakness came over her when it was finished, and she 
slumped. Her ass was lifted because her knees were at 
Harry's hips, and she rested her face in her daughter's 
steamy crotch. She felt Harry's cock soften inside her cunt, 
and when he gently pulled his finger out of her asshole, she 
moaned. Her cunt began to squeeze his cock out, and she 
moaned happily as her daughter caressed her face and 
Harry stroked her parted thighs and creamy, naked ass. 

Emma shivered, glowing with pleasure, hugging her 
daughter's hips as she kissed at the pink cunt as if it were a 
mouth, feeling come juice drip from her cunt. 

...SS...SS...SS... 


Chapter 38 - Visiting Aunt Bella 

He was coming for a visit. Harry was coming for a visit, she 
anxiously thought. And Blaise was away for a few days at 
the Potter Manor, visiting or what ever. So Bella and Harry 
would have the house to themselves for a few days. A few 
days to know them seifs a lot better then the visit he made 
with his mother a month ago, she sickly thought. A few days 
to satisfy her sick craving for him once again. 


Nervously pacing the kitchen, she quickly downed a piece of 
toast, just to put something into her stomach, because she 




knew she would need some liquid libation to quiet her jittery 
nerves. 

Glancing at her watch, she saw it was already nine o'clock 
and he was due to arrive around ten or so. Finishing her 
toast, she hurried up to her bedroom. Taking a quick shower, 
she toweled off and rushed back out to her dresser feeling 
her heavy tits tugging on her chest as she leaned over and 
pulled open the bottom drawer open. Hurry Harry, love... 
hurry to your aunt who wants you so much, she sickly 
thought! 

What to wear, she anxiously asked herself, searching 
through the jumble of lingerie in the drawer. Pulling out a 
pair of black fishnet hose and garter belt, she suddenly had 
another inspiration. Plucking up a pair of sheer, black, 
panties, she shoved the drawer closed with the tip of one of 
her brightly painted toes and stepped over to the bed. 
Tossing the skimpy lingerie onto the bed, she hurried back 
into the adjoining bathroom. 

Grabbing up a can of shaving cream and a razor, she 
plopped down onto the toilet seat. Five minutes later, she 
grabbed up a hand mirror and held it down to her now bald 
pussy to admire her handiwork. Poking and probing at the 
fleshy lips of her pussy with her finger, she moved them all 
around, checking to make sure that she had gotten every 
last hair. Yep, she told herself, running her fingertips over 
the smooth skin, smooth as a baby's butt. Smooth as his 
little butt had been, back when he had been little and was 
babysitting him and Blaise together! I'll bet he'll be 
surprised, she laughed to herself replacing the shaving 
equipment and hurrying back out into the bedroom. 


Sitting down on her padded, silk-covered vanity bench, she 
quickly fitted her sexy, black, six-garter, garter belt around 



her narrow waist. Fastening the catch, she spun it around 
her waist until two of the long, black garters dangled down 
the front of her perfectly-shaped thighs, two hung down over 
the rounded swell of her hips, and the last two drooped 
down over the perfect roundness of her beautiful ass cheeks. 
Grabbing up one of the black, fishnet hose, she arched her 
foot, pointing her brightly tipped big toe, she eased it down 
into the hose. Slowly, she pulled the hose up over her ankle, 
up over the curved swell of her calf, over her dimpled knee 
and up onto the roundness of her thigh. Running her hands 
back down it, she tweaked it here and there until it was 
perfectly situated on her leg. Standing up, she pulled the 
long bands of black elastic down and fastened them to the 
top band of the hose one by one. Sitting back down, she 
repeated the process with the other hose. At last she had the 
hose secured to her legs. 

Bending down she picked up the panties. They were so 
sheer, she could see every detail of her fingers as she held 
them up to check them for any snags or tears. Seeing none, 
she bent down and stepped into them one foot at a time. 
Tugging them up her long, curvaceous legs, she pulled them 
up over her hips until the elastic waist band was wrapped 
around her dainty waist, just below the garter belt. Looking 
down at the lace-edged opening that ran down the center of 
her panties, she saw that her itching pussy was completely 
covered by the lace. Poking it open, she delicately ran her 
fingertip over the exposed jut of her tingling clit. Wait until 
he sees it, she giddily thought. 

Letting her thoughts run wild, she fantasized about Harry 
and what their weekend would be like as she fingered her 
clit. Finally, she shook her head to clear it and moved her 
finger away from her clit. Slipping her legs under the vanity, 
she reached for her perfume. Removing the dauber, she ran 
it down valley of her cleavage. Then she lifted each big, firm 



tit and ran the dauber along the crease where her breast 
joined her chest. Then a little dab behind each ear and she 
replaced the dauber into the bottle. 

Picking up the little gold cylinder lying next to the perfume, 
she pulled off its cap and gave the bottom a twist. The 
tapered tip of carmine lipstick poked its head out of the 
chamber as she did. Slowly running the tip over her full, 
pouty lips, she painted them with the lipstick knowing that 
it would probably be smeared the moment the two of them 
met once again. Replacing the lipstick, she quickly applied 
mascara to her long eyelashes and then she shaped the thin 
arch of her eyebrows with the little eyebrow pencil. Once 
satisfied her eyebrows were perfectly arched, she laid the 
pencil down and picked the sable rouge brush. 

Dabbing the brush down into the rouge, she quickly brought 
it up to her cheeks. Running the soft, little brush over her 
cheekbones, she gave her cheeks the tiniest hint of a blush. 
Finishing with her cheeks, she daubed the brush back into 
the rouge and slowly dropped the brush down onto one of 
her big saggy breasts. Slowly tickling the little brush around 
the tip of her breast, she darkened the already dusky pink 
areola. Then, dipping the brush back in the rouge, she did 
the same with her other breast. Setting the brush down, she 
reached up and gave her hair a couple of fluffs and then 
stood up. She quickly stepped into her black, patent leather 
high heels and with tits flouncing about wildly and ass 
jiggling tightly, she set off downstairs to the bar. 

After making a pitcher of margaritas, she poured herself one 
and stood sipping on it as she anxiously waited for Harry. 

After the third drink, she was beginning to feel the calming 
effects of the alcohol as she finally heard the Knight Bus 



boom on the street. Setting her glass down, she clopped 
over to the door and peeked out through the peephole. 

It was him! It was Harry! She could barely contain herself as 
she watched him crawl out of the bus. He drug out with him 
his backpack and started up the sidewalk toward his aunt 
house. 

Stepping back away from the door so she couldn't be seen 
from the street when he opened it, she anxiously waited for 
him. Raising her hands up to her quivering breasts, she 
nervously clutched at them as she finally saw the doorknob 
turn. She was a blithering mess, she told herself. Lucky the 
three drinks had calmed her nerves somewhat or she'd be a 
nervous wreck. 

At last! At last, she screamed to herself as the door came 
swinging open and Harry stepped inside. He suddenly 
stopped dead in his tracks and stood gawking at her in 
open-mouthed shock as she held her arms out to him. 

"Come in! Come in, honey," she babbled, waiting for him to 
come to her. 

He finally came to his senses and shoved the door closed. 
Dropping his backpack, he stumbled toward her like a 
sleepwalking zombie. Their bodies met as they clutched 
each other tightly. Their mouths met in a fiery kiss of passion 
and love. They stood embracing in an open-mouthed kiss for 
the longest time before Bella, gasping for breath broke their 
lip lock and stumbled back a step. Her hands immediately 
shot down to his pants. Fumbling with the clasp, she 
frantically pulled it open. Then, with both hands she jerked 
his pants open. As she did, his big dick flopped out into the 
open. It was already in the final stages of erection as she 
gawked down at the hardening monster. 



Harry had apparently been prepared for any such 
occurrence, as he wore no shorts. Dropping to her knees in 
front of him, she pulled his pants down his legs until they 
were wrapped around his ankles. Then letting go of them, 
she wrapped her hands around his dick and lifted it to her 
mouth. Hungrily sucking on the hardening giant, she quickly 
brought it to full erection. 

Then when his peter was sticking out hard and stiff, she 
melted down onto the carpet. Rolling over onto her back, 
she quickly shoved her sheer, black panties down her long 
legs. As she did, her bald pussy suddenly came into view, 
exposed to Harry's leering gawk. 

“Merlin, Auntie," he gasped, dropping to his knees between 
her outstretched legs. “You...you shaved it! You shaved your 
pussy!" 

“Just for this special occasion," she murmured, running her 
hand down to it and fingering its tight lips apart to reveal 
the weeping slit between them. “Do you like it?" 

“Like it? I love it! Its beautiful!" he groaned staring down at 
it as his big prick jumped and twitched with excitement. “It's 
the sexiest thing I've ever seen..." 

“I hoped you would like it! I did it specially for you. Baby," 
she gurgled extending her arms up to him, inviting him 
down between her shapely thighs. 

“Merlin, Yes! I love it," he said, reaching out and gently 
running his fingertips over the soft, smooth skin surrounding 
her oozing pussy. “It's so smooth..." 

“It's as smooth as your little butt was when I was babysitting 
you," she cooed, as he moved his hand away from it and 
leaned down over her. 



Then he slowly dipped his hips as her clutching hands found 
his jutting prick. 


“Merlin, I missed you," she groaned out, guiding the evil 
barbed head of his peter down to the weeping wetness 
between her fully gorged cunt lips. 

“I missed you, too!” he muttered as he felt the tip of his cock 
slide down into the juice-slickened opening of her vagina. 

“Damn, Baby!" she cursed as he gently eased his big prick 
down into the goo-filled channel of her tight cunt. “I think 
you've grown since last time. It feels even bigger than 
before." 

The tapered head of his cock slid into her pussy, spreading it 
and stretching it open as it dug deeper and deeper into the 
tight mush. Finally, after an eternity, she felt the tickle of his 
curly pubic hairs on the smooth skin around her cunt. At 
last! At last, he was back inside her! Back where he 
belonged, she happily thought as their lips crushed together 
in another fiery kiss. 

As they kissed, she kicked her long legs up into the air and 
wrapped them around his waist. Squeezing her thighs 
around him, she dropped the tips of her black high heels 
down onto his ass. Thrusting her big, gravity-flattened tits 
up at him, she ground them into his chest as she dug her 
heels into him forcing him even deeper into the seething 
core of her womanhood. 

“Auntie..." Harry gasped as he began to work his hips back 
and forth at a furious pace. 

“Yes, yes. Baby, like that..." she panted, thrusting herself up 
at his savage attack on her cunt. 



Harry was like a man possessed, ripping his cock in and out 
of her as they fucked like two crazed animals. Nothing was 
being held back! They were both giving their all as they 
wallowed in the sick perversion of their incestuous 
communion. Harry's hips were flashing back and forth wildly 
as he drove his peter in and out of her pussy. She could feel 
the pressure down inside her vagina building. Like a lamb 
being led to slaughter, she drew closer and closer. Harry was 
panting with effort, sweat dripping off him everywhere, 
running down and dripping onto her. There was a sweaty 
film of perspiration between their bellies, making their 
bodies slip and slide against each other as they fucked. 

Bella could feel Harry's thrusts becoming more insistent as 
she teetered on the brink of a mind-blowing orgasm. Her 
hands were all over him, touching, scratching, clawing at 
him, urging him to fuck her harder and help her over to the 
Promised Land. Her fishnetted thighs were rubbing against 
his sides as she dug her heels into his bounding ass over 
and over again. 

Then, suddenly she found herself being pummeled and 
battered by waves of pleasure as they welled up from her 
cunt. Arching her back, she thrust herself up at him, digging 
her heels into his ass to hold him imprisoned inside her hot, 
convulsing cunt. Her whole body shook and quivered from 
the effort of keeping him inside her. 

Straining against her, Harry forced himself deeper inside her 
and all at once, she felt the barbed head of his cock embed 
itself into the tight opening of her convulsing cervix. She 
had never felt anything like it as the giant lurched and 
spewed out a giant gush of semen directly into her womb. 
She had never been so deeply invaded, she feverishly 
thought as her nephew's big peter continued to jerk and 
spurt its virulent load into her womb. 



His ass clenched tightly, Harry kept himself thrust down 
inside her hot, clutching cunt for the longest time. He could 
feel the tight clutch of her pussy around the head of his 
cock, but it somehow seemed different. It felt tighter and the 
spasms working through it seemed stronger. Groveling in 
the sheer decadency of it all, Harry let his cock jerk and 
twitch, spewing out its virulent load into her until, finally it 
was empty. There was nothing left inside his big, dangling 
balls. She had sucked him completely dry, pulling out every 
last sperm. He had nothing left to give her. And she had 
taken it all without hesitation or reservation... 

“Oh, Merlin, Auntie," Harry groaned, leaning down and 
raining down a shower of soft, butterfly kisses on her sweat- 
stained face. “That...that was fantastic..." 

“Yes...yes it was," she tiredly murmured, gently clutching at 
his softening penis with her cum-filled cunt. “Wonderful..." 

Grunting, he slowly drug his peter back out of her sopping 
pussy and flopped onto his back beside her. 

“By the way," he groaned. “Has Blaise already gone?" 

“I guess you didn't meet him! When I told him about this 
deal I made with Lily, he couldn't wait to go! He left early 
this morning, so we have all weekend together. Just the two 
of us...just the two of us all alone in this big old house..." 
she purred. 

“Great! Three whole days! Maybe I won't even let you out of 
bed for the whole three days," he grinned, rolling over onto 
his belly and pushing up to his hands and knees. 

“And maybe I might not want to get out of bed either..." she 
laughed softly as he stood up. 



Harry's dick had softened to the point it was now dangling 
down between his muscular thighs as he stepped out of his 
pants and toed his loafers off. Extending his hand down to 
her, he watched her reach for it and pull herself up with it. 

"I've got some surprises for you up in my bedroom," she 
murmured, stepping over to the bar. 

"What?" he grinned, watching her swish her cute, little tush 
from side to side as she walked. 

"You'll see," she told him, refilling her glass with more 
margarita. "I think you'll like them." 

"As long as they have something to do with this," he 
laughed, stepping up and groping her quivering ass with his 
hand. 

"They do," she smiled, tipping her glass up and downing her 
drink in one long, thirsty gulp. 

"Good!" he laughed. 

"Grab the pitcher and a glass and let's go upstairs," she told 
him, turning and heading for the stairs with her empty glass 
in her hand. 

"Lead the way so I can watch your beautiful ass," he 
grunted, grabbing up the pitcher and another glass. 

"Yes, Sir," she laughed, swishing her ass back and forth 
enticingly as she strutted up the stairs. 

"Merlin, you've got a gorgeous ass. Auntie," Harry muttered, 
following along behind her, his eyes locked on her switching 
buttocks. 



“Glad you like it,” she said over her shoulder. 


Anticipating Harry's visit, Bella had paid a visit in the city a 
few miles away earlier in the week. She had made a special 
visit to a place called “Intimate Thoughts". It was of course, 
a sex store where one could purchase almost any sexual 
device known to man...or woman. She had purchased 
several things that she hoped would please Harry. Before he 
had arrived, she had spread them out over the bed for his 
inspection before they used them. 

Leading Harry into the room, she stopped beside the bed 
and swept her hand out over the display of perversion that 
lay spread out on the bed. 

“Damn, Auntie," Harry grunted, staring down at the toys. 
“Where did you get all these?" 

“Bought them for our special weekend," she grinned. “But 
when we're done with them, you have to take them back 
home with you so your mother could have a go at them. 
Okay? " 

“Sure thing," he laughed. “She would sure love them..." 

Studying the toys, Harry saw three or four dildoes ranging in 
size from one about the diameter of his little finger and 
about six inches long to one giant black one that rivaled his 
own peter in length and girth. 

“Which one do you want to try out first?" she asked him, 
sliding onto the bed and leaning back against the 
headboard. 

“Let's try out this one," Harry grinned, reaching back down 
to the big, black dildo. 



“Okay,” she grinned, scooting down the bed until her head 
was resting on a pillow. Spreading her long, shapely legs, 
she reached down to her pussy and slowly fingered its puffy, 
fleshy lips apart. Looking up at him with an expectant smile 
on her lips, she watched him slowly lower the black giant 
down to her pussy. 

Harry lazily rubbed the slippery, black tip of the evil looking 
dildo up and down the moist slit of his aunts' pussy coating 
it with her slippery juices. Finally, he brought it down to the 
weeping hole at the bottom of her pussy. With his fist 
wrapped around it, he began to force it down into the tight 
opening as Bella spread her legs a little wider to 
accommodate the fake dick. 

Harry couldn't believe how easily the evil creature slid down 
into her. She was so hot and wet, her pussy was almost 
sucking the giant cock out of his hand. Bit by bit, he fed the 
dildo down into her, fascinated with the contrast of the black 
rubber and the pinkness of her pussy as the big black peter 
disappeared down into her hungry snatch. 

Finally there was only the flat nub of the base of the dildo 
protruding out of her bald pussy. Letting go of it, he placed 
the tip on his finger on it and slowly pushed it down into her. 
It was fascinating to watch her hot pussy close down around 
the black dick as it completely disappeared from view. 

"Damn,” he muttered, staring down at her pussy that had 
now closed around his finger. "You took the whole damned 
thing.” 

"Why shouldn't I? It's the same size as yours! So if I can take 
all of you, I can take all of it,” she grinned up at him, slowly 
tickling a fingertip over her jutting clit. 



Pulling his finger out of her pussy, he watched the muscles 
in her tummy tighten as the black base of the fake cock 
slowly began to emerge from her pussy. As it did, Harry saw 
that it was glistening wetly from a coating of her thick, wet 
juices. When enough had oozed back out, he curled his fist 
around the sticky toy and began to slowly work it in and out 
of her tight cunt. Reaching over to the pile of toys laying 
beside her, Bella picked up a little white vibrator. Flicking it 
on, she ran it down and placed the rounded tip of the 
buzzing vibrator on the jutting nub of her clit. As she did, 
Harry could feel the muscles around her pussy tighten on 
the big dildo making it a little harder to slide it in and out of 
her tightened pussy. Her other hand crept up to one of her 
big, gravity-flattened tits and began tweaking its bulging 
nipple between her finger and thumb. Captivated by the 
eroticism of watching the evil black cock sliding in and out 
of his aunt's drooling, pink cunt, Harry could feel his own 
cock slowly lifting its head up into the air. 

Bella was lying with her knees lifted up in the air, her 
beautiful, long legs splayed out to the side as she diddled 
herself with the vibrator while Harry fucked her with the big, 
goo-covered cock. Her head, resting on the pillow was 
thrown back and her eyes clenched shut as she let herself 
go. Floating along with the flow of pleasure welling up from 
her pussy and clit, she let herself be forced closer and closer 
to another upheaval. With a determined look on her face, 
she fought for it as the muscles around her pussy grew 
tighter and tighter around the pistoning dildo. Seeing the 
muscles in her belly tightening, straining, Harry could sense 
that she was on the verge of another orgasm. Working the 
big, black cock in and out of her faster, he forced it deeper 
inside the clutching mush of her pussy. As he did, she began 
to thrust herself back against the invading giant, taking it 
deeper and deeper inside her hot pussy. 



"Oh-oh-oh-oh-Yesssssss,” she hissed as her legs suddenly 
shot straight out and began to rigidly shake. 

The muscles in her legs quivered and tightened as she dug 
her high heels down into the mattress, lifting her beautiful 
ass up off the bed as she thrust herself up against the 
embedded rubber giant of a peter. Murmuring softly, she 
dropped the little vibrator and clutched at her quivering 
breasts with both hands. 

Harry continued to pump the big dildo in and out of her 
pussy as thick, hot gushes of juice spewed out around the 
thick shaft of the dildo, coating his hand with its hot 
stickiness. It was so fucking exciting watching her come, 
Harry deliriously thought as his cock twitched and danced, 
jutting up out of his hairy groin like some evil demon. His 
hand and her inner thighs were now dripping with her 
gratification as her orgasm went on and on. 

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, the muscles in 
her legs slowly began to soften and her beautiful, round butt 
eased back down onto the bed. 

After several long moments, her eyes slowly fluttered open 
as she looked up at him with a happy, dazed look on her 
face. Her hot, purplish eyes were still widely dilated and 
they had a distant, unfocused look about them. 

“Was it good?" Harry whispered, easing the drenched black 
dildo out of her gooey pussy. 

“Merlin, yes!" she groaned, unwrapping her hands from her 
tits and tiredly dropping them to the bed. 

Running his fingers over the juice covered lips of her pussy, 
Harry was mesmerized by their soft smoothness. There was 
nothing on earth so totally erotic as pussy lips, he giddily 



thought. The keepers of the gate, the guardians of the 
chalice... 


'They're so soft," he murmured, delicately pinching one, and 
gently rubbing it between his finger and thumb. 

"Ummmmmmmmm," she sighed, watching him fondle the 
puffy folds of pink flesh with his fingers. 

"It's so pretty...and with no hair around it...it's so sexy!" he 
whispered to her. 

"Have you ever done it to yours?" she softly asked him. 

"Done what?" he asked her, all his blood pooled down in his 
jutting prick, leaving little in his brain for cognitive use. 

"Shave off the hair around it..." she laughed softly. 

"No!" he told her, looking down at his big, jutting prick. 
"Would you like for me to?" 

"If you would like to..." she smiled suggestively. "I think a 
man with no hair around his penis is just about the sexiest 
thing ever..." 

"Does Blaise ever do it?" he asked her, dropping his hand 
down to his cock and fingering the kinky curls surrounding 
it. 

"On special occasions," she laughed. "And sometimes, I even 
do it for him..." 

"Oh...would you like to do it for me?" he asked her with a 
lewd smile playing across his lips. 

"If you wish..." she said, lifting her legs and spinning on her 
butt to drop her feet down onto the floor. 



Harry watched her beautiful ass quiver tightly as she 
strutted across the room toward the bathroom. 


Waiting for her to return, Harry slowly stroked his hand up 
and his cock as he studied the toys. Then he saw a strap-on 
cock. Wonder what she plans to use this for, he lewdly 
wondered. Is she going to fuck me with it? He didn't know 
just how to take that. It would be kind of sexy for her to fuck 
him, but he was afraid that it might hurt too much. And the 
cock on it wasn't as big as his was and after all, she had 
taken his big cock up her ass, hadn't she? 

Just have to wait and see, he told himself as he saw his aunt 
come strolling out of the bathroom. Shifting his attention 
from her delightful ass, he now focused on her big, round 
breasts, watching them jiggle and bobble sexily with every 
step she took. 

"I'm back," she giggled, setting a little basin of water on the 
nightstand. 

"I can see," he grinned, reaching out and fingering one of 
her big, puffy nipples. 

"Sit up and scoot over to the edge of the bed," she told him. 

Scooting over to the edge of the bed, he dropped his feet to 
the floor. 

"A little more...with your butt half off the bed so I can get at 
those big balls of yours..." she instructed him. 

Leaning back on his elbows, he scooted back until his butt 
was half on and half off the bed. 

"Okay, now spread 'em," she smirked, holding up the little 
can of shaving foam in her fingers. 



Harry leaned back and slowly spread his legs apart. Then, he 
watched her spread the white foam all over his belly and 
balls. 

“It looks funny," he grinned, looking down at his big cock 
jutting up out of a circle of white foam. 

"Yeah, it does! But not for long," she said, picking up the 
razor. "Soon, it'll be bald and even sexier...if that's 
possible!" 

Then, she dropped to her knees between his legs. Reaching 
down to his peter, she gave it a gentle little kiss. 

"I thought you were going to shave it," he murmured as her 
lips finally lifted up off his cock head. 

"Are you ready?" she asked him, looking up at him with a 
lewd smile on her lips. 

"Yeah," he muttered, staring down over his jutting cock at 
her. 

"Okay, here we go," she said, taking hold of the head of his 
cock with the tips of her fingers. "Now, be still..." 

"Yes, Ma'am," Harry gulped, hoping that he didn't move and 
revoke his manhood. 

Lowering the razor down to his belly, she slowly pulled it 
along toward his cock. As it scraped along, it left a swath of 
smooth, hairless skin behind it. Reaching his penis with the 
razor, she angled it up and continued to shave him, moving 
a couple of inches up his thick cock. 

"See there's nothing to it," she laughed, reaching over and 
jiggling the razor in the basin of water. 



Another swipe, then another, and another, Bella kept on 
until his belly and groin were as smooth and bare as her own 
pussy. 

“Now it's time for these," she smiled, lifting his big, dangling 
balls in the palm of her hand. 

Then she began to work on them, pinching the loose skin of 
his scrotum and stretching it taut, she carefully scraped the 
razor over them. 

"That kind of tickles," he grinned down at her, watching her 
move the razor over his balls. 

"That's what your Blaise says," she laughed, continuing to 
shave the hair off his balls. 

A few moments later, his balls matched his groin in their 
obvious lack of pubic hair. 

Reaching over, she laid the razor down and dabbed the 
towel into the water basin. Harry looked on as she quickly 
wiped off what little foam there was left on his belly, dick, 
and balls. 

"Smooth as a baby's butt," Bella smiled, running her fingers 
over the smooth skin before standing up and gathering up 
all the stuff but the towel she had used to shave him. 

"Speaking of butts," Harry grinned, reaching out and 
groping her soft, round ass, as she turned to carry the stuff 
back to the bathroom. "Yours is gorgeous!" 

"Oh, really," she laughed, quickly strutting across the room 
swishing her ass back and forth as she returned the shaving 
stuff to the bathroom. 



She was back within moments, smiling happily as she 
strolled toward him. Harry hadn't moved and still sat, 
leaning back on his elbows, his feet on the floor with his legs 
spread. 

“Looks good enough to eat," she murmured, easing down 
onto her knees between his outstretched legs. 

Harry watched on in fascination as she took hold of his 
jutting, stiff cock and forcefully bent it down between his 
thighs. Then she dropped her lips down onto the smooth 
plain of bare skin surrounding his cock. Flicking out her 
tongue, she licked it over the hairless skin, leaving a little 
trail of spit behind it as she anointed it with her tongue and 
lips. Finally, when the smooth skin was glistening wetly with 
her spit, she slowly let his prick rise back up into the air. 
Pursing her full, red lips around it, she slowly, sensually 
sucked the big, purple head into her mouth. Holding it in her 
mouth, she twirled her tongue around it, tickling, licking, 
lapping at it for several long seconds. 

After a few moments, she lifted her pouty lips up off his 
jutting prick. Placing her hands on his thighs, she pushed 
herself up to her feet. Stepping around him, she crawled 
onto the bed with her big, dangling tits flouncing about 
wildly. As Harry watched on expectantly, she rolled over onto 
her back, pushing the toys aside to make room for herself. 

“Bring him to me," she murmured, running her hand down to 
her pussy. 

She gently fingered her clit as Harry sat up and turned to 
crawl up between her legs. 


“No...bring him up here first," she whispered, flicking out 
her tongue and suggestively running it over her open lips. 



With his big, hard cock hanging down under his belly like 
some kind of primed, warhead-tipped missile, he crawled 
over her. Standing on his hands and knees above her, he 
watched her reach up and bend his stiff prick down to her 
open mouth. She eased out her tongue and began to flick it 
back and forth across the sensitive cleft where the head of 
his cock joined the shaft. Several long seconds later, she 
bent his cock down farther and her ruby red lips closed 
down around it again. As they did, Harry began to work his 
hips up and down as he fucked her beautiful face. In and 
out, in and out his big cock slithered between her lips as she 
nearly took his whole cock into her mouth on every 
downward stroke. 

Murmuring softly as she sucked, she twisted her fist around 
the hairless base of his cock while she coated his cock with 
her hot, slippery spit. As she did, her other hand was 
cupping his big balls, squeezing and gently tugging on 
them as they dangled down above her throat. 

At last, she spread her hand out on his belly and gently 
pushed him up out of her mouth. Then still pushing, she 
guided his big, hard prick down into the cleavage between 
her big tits. Wrapping her hands around her tits, she pressed 
them together, trapping his cock between them. 

“Fuck my tits! Fuck my tits with your big cock!" she gurgled 
out. 

Harry began to work his hips back and forth, sliding his spit- 
slickened cock in and out of the clutching valley of warm, 
soft flesh. 

Bella could feel his big balls dragging across her belly as he 
slid his cock in and out between her tits. This was a first for 
him, she lewdly thought. He'd fucked her everywhere else. 



but he had never fucked her tits. Looking down, she 
watched the head of his big dick popping in and out of the 
hot clutch of her tits as her big, swollen nipples jutted up on 
both sides of it. She had her breasts compressed together so 
tightly around his pistoning prick, the big nipples were 
almost brushing against each other as he fucked her tits. 

Finally, she tired of the game. She wanted him inside her 
hot, hungry cunt. 

“In me...inside me...” she whispered, releasing her hold on 
her tits. 

Harry crawled backwards down her body until his dick was 
jutting out over her bald pussy. Lifting his legs one at a time, 
he crawled over between her legs as she spread them apart 
for him. Lowering his hips, Harry let her guide his prick down 
to her waiting cunt. 

“Don't come in me," she murmured. “Stop before you do and 
we can do something different, okay?" 

“Okay," he mumbled, leaning forward and shoving his prick 
into the waiting wetness between her legs. 

What did she want to do next, he feverishly wondered? She 
was full of tricks today and he didn't know what to expect. 
But at the moment, it didn't matter, he giddily thought, 
humping his cock in and out of her tight, hot pussy. As he 
did, her beautiful legs lifted into the air beside him. 

Curling her legs around behind him, she locked her ankles 
around behind his ass. The crook of her ankles rested 
against the cheeks of his ass as she flexed her legs, pulling 
him into her every time he drove his cock down into her. She 
loved the feel of his big dick plunging down inside her, 
filling her with its impatient hardness. She would never be 



able to get enough of the big son-of-a-bitch, she sickly 
thought. It filled her as no other cock had ever filled her, or 
ever would, she giddily thought. The fiery passion sparking 
between them set her off again as she felt her pussy 
implode with pleasure. 

“Oh, Merlin, Harry..." she gasped out, wrapping her arms 
around him and pulling him to her. 

Their mouths met, lips crushed against one another as they 
hungrily kissed. Her hands were all over him, touching, 
fondling, clawing as she thrust herself against him and 
pulled him deeper into the fiery chasm between her legs. 

Harry could feel every convulsive contraction of her cunt as 
it pulled and sucked on his cock. It was as if it were trying to 
suck out the bubbling load of cum down inside his balls. But 
she had told him not to come, he frantically thought, 
lunging backwards and jerking his cock out of her hot, 
sucking pussy. 

"Oh, Baby, don't go..." she whined, grabbing at his cock, 
trying to fit it back inside her. 

"Gonna come! Don't touch it or I'll come!" he panted, trying 
to dodge her clutching hand. 

Finally, her body began to relax and she slowly started to 
melt back down onto the bed. 

"You're fantastic," she murmured, releasing her hold on him 
and dropping her legs back down onto the bed. "Fantastic!" 

"What did you want to do?" he impatiently asked her. 

He was primed and in need of release, too, as he stood 
watching her, his eyes feasting on her beauty. 



“Just a minute...a minute or two...okay?" she panted, still 
trying to catch her breath. 

“Okay, but I want you bad..." he muttered, still primed and 
needing a place for his big cock as he crawled out from 
between her legs and dropped down beside her. 

“I know. Baby...I know," she whispered. 

Reaching over, he lovingly cupped one of her big breasts as 
her breathing slowly returned to normal. 

“Here, put this on," Bella finally told him, reaching over and 
picking up the strap-on cock and handing it to him. 

“Uh, okay," he muttered, taking it from her and struggling 
up to his knees. “Where do I put it?" 

“Just above your cock," she said, rolling up to a sitting 
position. “Here...I'll do it." 

Taking the strap-on from him, she snaked her arms around 
his waist and tugged the black leather strap tight. Slipping 
the strap through its buckle, she tugged it tighter and 
fastened it. Then she quickly brought one of the two 
dangling straps up under his legs, beside his balls, up over 
he bald belly and snapped it to the waist strap. Then she did 
the same to the other hanging strap. Harry's peter, still hard, 
stiff, and twitching up and down in rhythm with the beat of 
his heart, jutted out under the squared base of the smaller, 
fake cock. Then picking up her, she transfigured the hole 
contraption to look and feel like a real dick. Harry was 
speachless. He practically had two cocks. He felt only one, 
his real one, but to see himself like this was pretty owsome. 

Once done, Bella put her wand down and picked up a tube 
of lubricant from the jumble of toys. Twisting off the cap, she 



placed the little plastic nozzle on the tip of the smaller prick 
and squeezed on the tube. A snake of clear goo began to 
ooze out of the nozzle as she moved the tip along the length 
of the imitated cock's shaft. Grinning up at him, she twisted 
the cap back on the tube and tossed it down on the bed. 
Wrapping her hand around the second dick, she twisted her 
hand up and down it to quickly spread the goo all over off 
her hand on the towel, she slowly rose up onto her hands 
and knees. Wiggling her saucy, little ass at him, she felt her 
big tits tug at her chest as they heavily hung down below 
her. 

"One for each of them," she grinned at him over her 
shoulder. 

Harry couldn't believe it as he quickly struggled up behind 
her. It was strange to look down and see himself with two 
pricks jutting out of his hairless groin, even if he felt only 
one. Inching forward, he maneuvered them up to her waiting 
ass and pussy. Fitting the purple head of his big cock on the 
juicy, oozing opening of her pussy, he slowly dug his thumbs 
into the soft, giving flesh of her ass. Spreading the soft, full 
cheeks of her ass apart, he saw the pretty, pink circle of 
fluted flesh between them. Fitting the rounded tip of the 
fake peter on the puckered opening, he curled his hips up, 
sliding his cock inside her. Wrapping his hands around the 
rounded curve of her hips, he dug his fingers in and began 
to pull her back onto the cocks as he leaned forward, forcing 
both of them into her. They both easily slid inside her as he 
kept pushing until he had them both buried deep inside her 
ass and pussy. 

"Never been so full of cock in my whole life," she muttered, 
pushing back against him sending the two dicks, one real, 
the other transfigured, ever deeper inside her. 



Then Harry leaned back, slowly pulling the transfigured 
penis back down the channel of her tight rectum and his 
peter back down her goo-filled vagina. He began to rock 
back and forth, fucking her pussy and ass both at the same 
time with slow, methodical determination. 

Bella's soft, dark hair hung down brushing the sheet as she 
dropped her head and looked back between her big, 
dangling tits. Her breasts were gently rocking to and fro in 
rhythm with his attack on her pussy and ass as she looked 
along her body through the valley between her big 
pendulous tits watching her nephew's big, pink dick 
glistening wetly as it slid in and out of her gluttonous cunt. 
His big balls, already covered with her abundant juices were 
dangling down below the monster, flicking back and forth in 
cadence with the swinging motion of her tits. She could feel 
the big transfigured dick spreading her asshole, sliding in 
and out of her ass as Harry's hot, throbbing prick filled her 
cunt with its hardness. 

Harry could feel the stiff hardness of the transfigured dildo 
through the thin membranes between her vagina and 
rectum as it slid in and out of her rectum. He couldn't 
believe that he was actually fucking her pussy and her ass 
at the same time. And she was loving it. He was pulling and 
pushing on her, making her rock back and forth as he 
watched the big, pink dildo sliding in and out of her 
clenched asshole every time he pounded his prick into her 
hot, juicy pussy. 

His aunt was so fucking hot. Who would have believed it 
before? She was taking a cock in her pussy and her ass at 
the same time. How fucking crazy was that? He hadn't been 
here for more than an hour and they had all afternoon and 
transfigured and the day after transfigured. And he was 
going to make every minute count... 



Bella was reveling in the feel of the two cocks sliding in and 
out of her. It felt even better than she had imagined. Too bad 
she didn't have another big, hot cock to suck on, too. Too 
bad Blaise wasn't home to join in their sick, little game. Well 
he had Lily and the redhead sure was kinky. But maybe, just 
maybe, some day she would arrange to have them both 
around for a few days. But that was another day and she 
would have to spend some time thinking on a plan to bring 
that about. 

But today...today it was Harry's day, she told herself 
focusing on the pleasure welling up from below her waist. 

Harry huffed and puffed as he pumped his cock and the 
transfigured cock into her. 

Flouncing back and forth, balancing on her knees and one 
hand, she greedily sought yet another orgasm. She could 
only imagine what it would feel like because she had never 
had an orgasm while being penetrated in both orifices. 

She felt herself being drawn closer and closer as Harry 
rammed the cocks into her harder and harder. The obscene 
sound of Harry's bald belly wetly slapping up against her 
juice-smeared ass filled her ears with its perversity. He was 
making loud grunting sounds every time he lunged forward 
driving the two dicks into her. She could feel her tight 
asshole clutching at the transfigured cock just as her cunt 
was tightening around Harry's big, hard peter. 

She was so close, she feverishly thought as she fought back 
against the savage attack on her pussy and ass. So close... 

All at once, Harry gasped out in agony and jerked her back 
on the cocks as hard as he could, sending both of them 
driving into her all the way to the hilt. 



“Oh-Fucking-Merlin!” he ranted as she felt a hot gush of 
semen spurt of his cock directly on to the opening of her 
cervix. 

He was so deep inside her, the tip of his dick was pressed 
against the opening as it squirted out its venomous load into 
her. Her cunt and cervix were both convulsing as wave after 
wave of pleasure rippled through them. Merlin, how she 
loved it, she sickly thought. Loved the feeling of her nephew 
coming inside of her...coming inside her and filling her with 
his thick, potent cream. She couldn't get enough of the vile 
stuff as she frantically clutched at his cock, milking it and 
sucking on it with her cunt, trying to pull out every last drop. 

Harry held him thrust against her soft ass as his prick 
emptied its noxious load into her. It seemed to feel better 
every time he came inside her. It was probably the 
excitement of doing something so wicked and forbidden, he 
sickly thought. But whatever it was, it felt so Merlin fucking 
good he didn't want the feelings to ever stop. 

But finally, he felt the spasms of pleasure ripping through 
his cock slow to a trickle and then reduce down to a warm, 
happy afterglow. 

“Merlin, Auntie..." Harry groaned out. “It feels better every 
time..." 

“For me, too..." she panted, slowly leaning forward and 
easing his big dick out of her pussy and the dildo out of her 
ass. 


As they both slithered out, she could feel a gush of his hot, 
creamy cum pour out of her cunt, wetly clinging to her inner 
thigh as it ran down toward her knee. 



“I think I need a little nap,” she said, stifling a yawn. "You've 
just about wore me out...and we've still got three days to 
go...” 

"Okay,” he grinned, watching her ease down onto her belly. 
"I think I'll go down and make us some sandwiches. Got to 
keep up our strength. Like you said, the day's still young!” 

"Food and fucking...! honestly think that's all you ever think 
about...” she laughed, feeling his hand on her ass as he 
gently groped it. 

"As long as this beauty is around,” he snickered, giving her 
ass another squeeze. "What else is there to think about. It's 
too damned distracting.” 

"Wizards!” she muttered. "Can't live with them and can't 
live without them...night-night...” 

"Night-night,” he laughed back, crawling off the bed. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Ten minutes later, he had the sandwiches made and on a 
tray along with some chips and a sliced cantaloupe for 
dessert. Leaving the tray on the table, he strolled out to the 
pool table in the rec. room. Racking the balls, he leisurely 
knocked the balls in the pockets in order for a couple of 
rounds. It was another new experience for him. Playing pool 
in the buff with his big, soft dick hanging down, flopping 
about as he moved around. 

Finishing, he started to go to the kitchen to retrieve the 
sandwiches, but then a sick, twisted thought flashed 
through his demented mind. Reaching down, he grabbed up 
the eight ball and the cue ball and headed for the kitchen. 



stepping over to the sink, he turned the water on and 
quickly washed off the balls and wrapped them in a clean 
towel. Setting them on the tray, he picked it up and headed 
for the stairs. 

Setting the tray down on the nightstand, he stood looking 
down at his beautiful aunt as she slept. It was still hard to 
accept that a woman as beautiful as her would give herself 
up to him. And even weirder, give herself up to her nephew. 
But why wouldn't she, he sickly thought. Just looking at her 
was already having a telling effect on his drooping peter as 
it slowly began to swell and lift itself up into the air. 

Leaning down over her, he ran his hand down between her 
long, beautiful legs and gently pushed them apart. As he 
did, the puffy mounds of her pussy, dissected by the juicy 
slit running down its center came into view. It was so 
beautiful, he thought to himself, extending a finger out and 
slowly easing it down into the clutching tightness of her 
cunt. 

“Mmmmmmm," she murmured out, slowly spreading her leg 
open wider as she wriggled her tight, little butt. 

"Time for lunch, sleepy head," Harry told her, gently working 
his finger in and out of the slippery core of her womanhood. 

"But I don't want you to stop," she complained, pushing 
herself back against his hand. 

"For a little while then," Harry grinned, adding a second 
finger to his other one. 

"Ummmmmm...better," she whispered. 

Her legs crept farther apart as Harry began to work three 
fingers in and out of the oozing hole between her legs. 



At last, Harry felt her legs closing back together. 


“Okay...okay...I'm awake," she murmured. "You can stop..." 

"What if I don't want to..." he teased, still working his 
fingers in and out of her pussy. 

"I'll pull it off," she laughed, reaching back, grabbing hold of 
his jutting cock and digging her long fingernails into it. 

"Ouch!" he yipped, jerking his juice-drenched fingers out of 
her pussy. 

Letting go of his cock, Bella rolled over onto her back and 
sat up. Scooting back, she leaned up against the headboard 
and picked up a sandwich as Harry sat down on the edge of 
the bed beside her. 

Taking a dainty nibble out of her sandwich, she smiled at 
Harry as she chewed it. 

"What's in the towel?" she asked, turning her head to look 
over at the tray. 

Harry reached over to the towel. Then with a leering smile 
on his face, he slowly peeled the towel back to reveal the 
two pool balls. 

"You want to play pool?" she asked, taking another bite off 
her sandwich. 

"I thought I'd see if I could sink them in the front pocket..." 
he snickered, picking one up and bouncing it in the palm of 
his hand. 

"All these toys," she grinned, sweeping her hand over the 
pile of toys, "and you have to bring in more?" 



“I just thought it would be wild to see if they would fit inside 
your beautiful pussy,” he grinned, taking a bite out of his 
sandwich. 

”Oh, you do, do you?” she laughed. 

"Yeah! So what do you think? Will they fit?” he asked. 

”1 don't know,” she said, looking down at her pussy as she 
poked the fleshy lips apart and ran her finger along the 
opening of her vagina. ”1 suppose we'll just have to try it 
and find out. But they look awfully big!” 

"We don't have to...l just thought it would be fun...” he told 
her, setting the ball back down on the tray. 

"We can do it,” she said, popping the final bite of her 
sandwich into her mouth and washing it down with a drink 
of margarita. 

Harry hurriedly gobbled down his sandwich and finished off 
his glass of margarita. 

"Well, let's see,” she said, reaching over and picking up the 
eight ball. "Let's play a little eight ball.” 

Harry watched on with a smile on his face as his aunt slowly 
spread her long legs apart. With her knees up in the air and 
her legs splayed apart, it looked almost as if she were set to 
give birth, Harry sickly thought. 

Gripping the black ball with the tips of her fingers, she 
gently fitted it down on the opening of her vagina. Lifting 
her knees higher, she spread her legs even farther apart as 
she began to slowly force the big, black ball down into the 
fleshy, pink opening. 



Harry watched on with rapt attention as he saw the fleshy 
lips of her pussy slowly engulf the big ball. It was so fucking 
hot watching his aunt push the pool ball into her pussy, he 
could already feel his big cock making another comeback. 

More and more of the black ball disappeared from view as 
her hungry cunt slowly swallowed it. Then, all at one, with a 
sick little slurp, the ball slithered into her pussy and 
disappeared down inside the ravenous hole. 

“Wow! You did it," Harry grinned appreciatively. “I didn't 
know if you could do it or not!" 

“Me, either," she grinned, gawking down at her stuffed 
pussy. “Feels funny. It's so big and heavy!" 

Then she wriggled her hips, making them move from side to 
side. 

“I can feel it moving," she grinned. “It's a weird feeling, but 
it feels kind of good." 

“Can l...can I put the other one in?" he asked her, picking up 
the white cue ball and bouncing it in the palm of his hand. 

“Why not," she laughed. “The more the merrier..." 

“You want me to run down and get some more?" he asked 
her with a naughty little grin on his lips. 

“Let's see how two feels first," she told him, spreading her 
thick, gorged pussy lips apart for him. 

“This is so fucking hot," Harry told her, taking the cue ball 
between the tips of his fingers and lowering it down to her 
pussy. 



They both watched as he placed the smooth, white ball 
directly on the oozing opening of her vagina. Holding her 
open with the fingers of the other hand, he began to push 
the ball down into the slippery opening. Her pussy slowly 
opened to accept the ball as the ball slowly slid into her. 

“It's going in," Harry grinned, keeping up the pressure as 
more and more of the ball disappeared down into her greedy 
cunt. 

“I can see...and feel it," she murmured. 

As Harry kept pushing, all at once he felt the ball slip inside 
her with another sick, little slurp. Pushing it with the tip of 
his fingers, he pushed on it until it was completely emerged 
inside the slippery wetness of her vagina. Pulling his fingers 
back, he watched the fleshy lips of her cunt slowly close 
down around the ball completely hiding it from view. 

“Damn," he muttered. “You took both of them..." 

“Yeah...yeah, I did," she beamed up at him, wriggling her 
hips back and forth once again. 

“One...one more..." she told him. “Get one more and we'll try 
it..." 

“Yes, Ma'am," Harry snorted, jumping off the bed and 
making a mad dash for the stairs. 

As he ran, his big, stiff peter was jutting out in front of him 
slashing back and forth like a sword. Then, as he galloped 
down the stairs, it stopped slashing and began bouncing up 
and down, slapping up against his belly. Running over to the 
pool table, he quickly grabbed up the red three ball and 
dashed into the kitchen. Running it under the water, he 
quickly washed it off. He didn't want anything to go wrong 



with his aunt's beautiful pussy. He had to many things to do 
to it before he left. Drying the ball off, he hurried back up 
the stairs to the bedroom. 

Grinning, he held up the three ball as he stepped up to the 
bed where his aunt lay watching him. 

"I thought that this would be the appropriate ball," he 
cackled. "The three ball for the number three ball..." 

"Only you would have thought of that," she giggled, as he 
sat back down on the edge of the bed beside her. 

"It's really neat," she told him. "My pussy's heating them up. 
They're getting warm..." 

"Cool," Harry grinned, looking down at her pussy. "It warms 
me up, too!" 

"Silly, boy," she laughed, spreading her legs a little wider for 
him. 

"Look, it's bigger around than my cock," he said, holding the 
red ball up beside his stiff cock. 

"Just barely," she grinned, watching his big, hard peter bob 
up and down in cadence with the beat of his heart. 

Holding the red ball with the tips of his fingers, he fingered 
her pussy lips open once again and placed the ball on the 
weeping hole. With a giddy grin, he began pushing it in. 

"I can feel the other one," he told her as he felt the ball 
nudge up against the buried cue ball. 

"Un-huh," she mumbled, watching her pussy spread itself to 
accept the big red ball. 



There seemed to be more resistance, Harry crazily thought. 
Maybe her pussy is too little for three of them. But it couldn't 
be, he sickly thought, remembering that he had read 
somewhere that the diameter of a pool ball was two inches. 
So, that meant that she would have six inches of pool balls 
in her pussy. Even less, because he knew that the cue ball 
was just a little smaller. And his cock was nine inches and 
she could easily take it. So she should have plenty of room 
left over... 

Continuing to push, he watched her fleshy, pink cunt lips 
slowly closing down around the bright, red three ball. 

"I feel stuffed," his aunt muttered, spreading her legs wider. 

"It's almost in," Harry told her, giving the ball a final push 
and watching it disappear down inside the tight confines of 
her overstuffed vagina. 

Then, with another wet slurp, the big red ball disappeared 
inside her as her pink cunt-lips closed down around it. 

"You did it," he grinned, easing his finger back out of her 
pussy. "You took all three...and based on my calculations, 
you could take one more..." 

"What do you mean?" she asked, running her fingers over 
her overstuffed pussy. 

"Well, a pool ball is two inches thick, so you've got six 
inches of pool balls in your pussy..." he told her. "My cock is 
nine inches long, and you can take it...so you could take 
three more inches...another pool ball... and something..." 


"Aren't you the arithmancer..." she grinned up at him. "But 
no thanks...! think three is quite sufficient for today..." 



“Whatever you say,” he laughed, reaching down to his prick 
and wrapping his hand around it. “Now if I only had a place 
for this..." 

“What are you suggesting?" she asked him, slowly rocking 
her hips, making the balls roll back and forth inside the 
clutching channel of her pussy. “Are you hinting at 
something?" 

“Well, since all the balls are in one pocket," he leered at her, 
looking down at her pussy, “I thought I might use my cue 
stick to sink my twelve ball in your back pocket..." 

“Twelve ball? Oh, the purple one! Aren't you the clever one," 
she giggled, reaching over to the tube of lubricant. 

“I thought it was clever," he grinned, taking the tube from 
her and twisting off the little plastic top. 

With his dick pointing straight out, Harry placed the tip of 
the tube on it and squeezed out a bead of the goo down the 
length of it. 

Twisting the cap back on, he tossed the tube on the bed and 
wrapped his hand around his cock. Twisting his hand around 
his peter, he worked his hand up and down it, spreading the 
slippery goo all over it. Once his cock was covered with the 
glistening lubricant, he grabbed the towel and quickly 
wiped his hands off. 

Looking over at his aunt, he watched her reach down and 
spread her hand out over her pussy. Cupping her hand over 
her pussy to hold the balls inside, she began to awkwardly 
scoot across the bed toward him and the edge of the bed. 


“Stand up," she told him. 



Pushing up, he stood beside the bed as she scooted up next 
to him. Still holding her hand over her pussy, she 
maneuvered herself over until her long, shapely legs were 
hanging over the edge of the bed. Harry stood between her 
legs looking down at her as she slowly lifted her right leg up 
into the air. She lifted it higher and higher until the toe of 
her stiletto heel was pointing straight up into the air. Moving 
her leg over, she rested the backs of her thighs and calves 
against his belly and chest. Then, still holding her hand over 
her pussy, she lifted her left leg up into the air and rested it 
against him. Now her ankles were brushing against the side 
of his head as he gawked down at her. 

“Put it in," she told him, slowly lifting her hand up away from 
her pussy. 

“In your pussy?" he asked with a confused look on his face. 

“No, silly! Where you suggested while ago," she grinned up 
at him. 

Because of her position, Harry was unable to see her 
asshole. But then, as he held onto his cock and blindly 
probed, searching for her anus, she bent her knees and 
pushed her legs against him, tilting her ass higher. As she 
did, Harry felt the rounded tip of his cock slither down the 
crack of her ass and find the puckered opening of her 
asshole. Leaning forward, he began to force the head of his 
prick down into the restrictive tightness of her clenched 
anus as she pushed back against him. 

“So big!" she complained, grimacing as Harry continued to 
feed the giant down into her ass. 

Aided by the slippery lube, Harry's big dick slid down into 
the hot clutch of her ass until all nine inches were buried 
down inside it. 



“Damn,” she fussed. "It feels like I've got three baseballs 
shoved up my pussy and a baseball bat in my ass...” 

"So hot...so tight,” Harry grunted, backing his cock back 
down the tight confines of her clenched rectum. 

Harry wrapped his hands around the curve of her thighs and 
began to slowly rock back and forth. His cock slid in and out 
of her with teasing slowness. He was amazed to find that he 
could feel the big pools balls nudging down against his cock 
as they rolled back and forth inside the hot muck of her 
pussy. 

"Oh, Merlin...” Bella blathered out. "They're fucking me, too. 

I can feel them. They're rolling back and forth inside me. 

This is fucking fantastic.” 

Harry began to work his hips back and forth faster, sliding 
his peter in and out of the hot clutch of her ass. His groin 
was slapping up against her pussy every time he sent his 
cock slithering down into her ass. And as he did, he could 
feel the rounded tip of the red three ball nudge up against 
him as his aunt worked her hips back and forth, making the 
balls roll up and down the tight channel of her pussy. Then, 
as he shifted into a higher gear, he could hear the muffled 
click of the balls bumping together down inside her pussy. 

It was all so crazy, he thought to himself as he fucked her 
hot ass and the pool balls fucked her pussy. 

The grimace on her face was now gone, replaced by a look of 
determination as she clutched and pawed at her flouncing 
tits while he fucked her ass. Harry could sense that her 
climax was approaching as the muscles around her ass 
began to tighten and clench down around his pistoning 
peter. Just a little faster, he told himself. Help her. Help her 
finish. Then you can finish and pump her hot ass full of cum. 



Her head was thrown back, her eyes clenched shut as she 
fought for the finish. 

“Yes...yes...Baby...like that..." she gasped, thrusting herself 
back against his pounding attack. 

The reservoir of thick, hot cum down inside his flopping balls 
was already bubbling and boiling in anticipation of its 
imminent release. 

Huffing and puffing, Harry fought to hold it back as he 
rammed his cock in and out of the sucking tightness of her 
ass. Her whole body was rocking back and forth as the 
clicking sound coming from inside her pussy grew louder 
and louder. 

At last, Harry felt her legs begin to quiver as they stiffened 
against him and began to shake. 

“Oh-Fucking-Merlin!" she screamed out, thrusting herself 
back against him. 

Her arms flailed out beating her fists against the bed as her 
head tossed from side to side flinging her hair everywhere. 
Her big tits were flouncing about wildly as she writhed on 
the bed. 

It was all too much for Harry as he rammed his big cock 
down into her hot ass as deep as it would go. He could feel 
the muscles surrounding her asshole begin to convulse 
around his cock as it exploded down inside the hot mush of 
her ass. As it did, a giant gush of steaming hot cum spurted 
out of the tip of his cock onto the walls of her rectum. At the 
same time, he could see a river of her hot juice pour out of 
her pussy, run down his belly and around his embedded 
prick onto his dangling balls. 



“Hot-so hot-cum so hot,” she whimpered out as his cock 
continued to jerk and spew out its creamy load of semen 
into her ass. 

Harry had his head thrown back and his eyes clenched shut 
as he thrust himself against her trying to get his erupting 
penis even deeper into the hot, sucking depths of her 
rectum. Harry was growing light-headed and his knees were 
threatening to collapse at any second as he held himself 
inside her, letting his cock finish its evil deed. 

At last, she'd done it. Her hot ass had succeeded in sucking 
out every last sperm-filled drop of cum from his aching balls. 

Staggering back, he jerked his dick out of her ass. 

"Unnnnnnhhhhhhh,” she groaned out in a quivery voice as 
his cock popped out of her anus and her hand flew down to 
her pussy to keep the balls from squirting out. 

Fighting to keep from falling to his knees, Harry held onto 
the bed and watched his aunt dig her high heels into the 
mattress and push herself back away from the edge of the 
bed. Then, when she was lying in the middle of the bed, still 
gasping for breath, she lifted her hand up off her pussy. 

Staring down at the fleshy gash, Harry could see the tip of 
the big, red three ball protruding out from between the fat 
lips of her pussy. Harry watched on in fascination as he saw 
the muscles in his aunt's belly tighten. Then, she gave out a 
little grunt and the three ball slowly came slithering out of 
her pussy and dropped to the bed. It was dripping with her 
hot juices as it lay between her legs, just below her oozing 
pussy. Then Harry saw the white tip of the cue ball peek out 
from between her gorged pussy lips. It began to ooze out of 
her as more and more of it came into view. It too was 
drenched in her juices as it slowly emerged from the depths 



of her hot cunt. Finally, with a wet, little slurp, it squirted out 
of her pussy and dropped down onto the three ball with a 
loud clack. As it did, it rolled two or three inches away from 
the other ball and lay glistening wetly in the afternoon light. 
Finally, the rounded edge of the black eight ball showed 
itself. The contrast between its black and the glistening pink 
of her pussy lips was stark as more and more of it 
reappeared out from between them. It, too, was dripping 
wet, glimmering in the soft light as it slowly showed itself. 

Still fascinated by the lewd display, Harry saw his aunt's 
belly tighten one last time as the big, black ball finally 
squirted out of her cunt. As it did, it dropped down onto the 
three ball with another loud clack, then rolled down the bed 
to where it clicked up against the cue ball. “Wrack 'em," 
Harry giggled and reached down to the white cue ball. 

Lifting the ball, he opened his mouth and slid the ball inside 
it. 

Rolling the ball around inside his mouth, he savored the tart 
taste of her fermented juices for several seconds before he 
let the spit-cleaned ball drop out into the palm of his hand. 

“I love the taste of your hot pussy," he grinned, dropping the 
cue ball down into the pile of toys. 

“Well," she smiled suggestively, running her hand down to 
her wet, oozing pussy. “Why don't you have a little snack?" 

“I'd love to," he grinned, wrapping his hands around her 
fishnetted ankles and slowly tugging her back across the 
bed toward the edge. 

Once her beautiful butt was perched on the edge of the bed 
again, Harry quickly dropped to his knees between her 
widespread legs. Reaching under her, he lifted her legs up 



and draped them over his shoulders. Then he felt her 
fishnetted thighs brush against his cheeks as she squeezed 
her legs together and locked her ankles behind his back. 
Leaning forward, he could feel the sharp tips of her high 
heels brushing against his back. Opening his mouth, he 
leaned forward and flicked out his tongue. Finding the juice 
filled valley between her soft, blood-gorged pussy-lips, he 
licked up it, lapping up the juice and sucking it into his 
mouth. 

Nectar of the gods, he told himself as he savored the sharp, 
tangy flavor of her pussy-juice. It tasted of witch...pussy... 
hot, ripe pussy...a pussy that wanted to be fucked...and this 
was obvious by the copious amount of thick, viscous juice 
pouring out onto his tongue. 

“Oh...Baby...” she gurgled out, thrusting her pussy back 
against his tongue. “My clit...Baby...my clit...touch it...touch 
it!” 


With teasing slowness, Harry licked his way up the fleshy 
groove between her juice-smeared pussy lips toward the 
jutting marble above it. He could feel her tensing in 
anticipation as his tickled closer and closer. Finally, he 
flicked the tip of his tongue across the jutting nub. 

“Unnhhhuuuuhhh...” she groaned out, thrusting herself up 
at him. 

Then, loudly sucking and slurping at her clit, he began to 
attack it with a vengeance. 

“Yessssss...” she hissed out, grinding her pussy against his 
chin as his tongue flashed back and forth across her clit. 


He felt her long fingers dig down into his hair as she 
humped herself up at him and his ravaging tongue. Cupping 



her smooth, round ass in the palms of his hands, he lifted 
her pussy up against his chin. He could feel her slippery 
juices flowing out of her pussy, coating his skin with its 
sticky warmth. As he ate her, he looked up over her straining 
belly to watch her big tits heavily hobbling as she thrashed 
about on the bed. Harry could feel the sharp tips of her high 
heels tapping against his back as she humped herself up at 
him. 

The pungent perfume of her arousal welled from her pussy 
filling his nostrils with its pheromone-laced fragrance as he 
attacked her clit. Hot pussy, Harry giddily thought! He loved 
the smell of it...the taste of it...the feel of it...in fact, there 
was nothing about pussy that he didn't like... And his aunt's 
pussy was the sweetest of them all. 

“Harry...Harry...Harry..." she babbled out as he ravaged her 
clit with his mouth and tongue. 

As he ate her, Harry felt his big, hard prick twitching in 
anticipation, waiting its turn at her pussy. Once he got 
through devouring her sweet pussy, he was going to fuck it 
the rest of the afternoon. He was going to fuck her until she 
couldn't take any more and then he was going to fuck her 
some more. When he was finished with her hot pussy, she 
would know that she had just had the fucking of her life, he 
crazily thought. He was going to fuck her and fuck her and 
fuck her! 

Dropping away from her clit for a moment, he pursed his lips 
around her drooling pussy and sucked out another mouthful 
of the sweet juice pouring out of it. Savoring it piquancy, he 
quickly returned to her clit and resumed his merciless attack 
on it. 



Bella was mouthing out meaningless curses as she struggled 
toward another climax. Every nerve in her body was 
screaming for release. She was so close, her toes were 
curling down inside her high heeled shoes. Her muscles were 
aching from the tension building inside them as they grew 
more and more rigid. It was like standing on a railroad track 
watching a roaring locomotive hurtling toward her, she 
thought. And when it crashed into her, she would be torn 
into a million pieces of pleasure. Each shard of her body 
would be experiencing its own orgasm, spasming and 
convulsing through it, unable to bring itself to rejoin the 
others. 

The roaring of her onrushing, cataclysmic orgasm was filling 
her head, drowning out all other sounds as she flung herself 
up at Harry. 

Suddenly, her pussy burst into flames that immediately 
burst out of control and licked out over her entire body. 
Spasms of pleasure ripped into her brain driving out all 
thoughts of everything else. She was no longer woman. She 
was now one huge, bulging, throbbing clitoris as a 
continuous stream of pleasure poured out from it. 

Her whole being was centered down between her legs. 
Nothing else mattered. Just the demented, gluttonous 
pursuit of her own gratification. Nothing else existed but her 
and the huge, licking, lapping tongue that was savagely 
attacking her. It was her whole world at the moment. Shivers 
of pure exultation rippled through her as she wallowed in 
the sick perversion of the moment. 

Harry could feel his aunt shaking uncontrollably as her 
orgasm consumed her. She was grinding her hot pussy up 
against his face as her sharp stiletto heels dug into his back. 
Licking and lapping at her squiggly clit, he watched the 



muscles in her belly tighten as she strained against him. Her 
big tits were quivering and hobbling as she groaned out her 
fulfillment. Harry could feel her hot juices squirting out onto 
his chin, coating it with a film of heat. There was so much of 
it, it was dripping off his chin and down onto his knees. 

Finally, Bella felt the spasms of her orgasm begin to wane. 
Sadly, she thought, because she knew that there was 
nothing now left down between her legs but a gaping, 
smoking crater where her pussy had once been. The fiery 
explosion of pleasure that had torn through it had been so 
intense, nothing could have survived it. And now, now she 
was maimed for life, she deliriously thought. Thankfully, she 
couldn't feel the pain because she was numb from the waist 
down. 

Harry finally lifted his mouth off her clit. Then he watched 
her run her hand down to her pussy. She tentatively tickled 
her fingertips over it as if expecting to find something 
different about it. She gently explored the soft, meaty folds 
of flesh bordering her pussy as he watched on with a 
puzzled look on his face. What was she doing? What was she 
looking for? What had she expected to find? 

"Thank Merlin," she finally murmured, slowly pushing herself 
up onto her elbows and staring down at her bald pussy. "It's 
still there..." 

"What? What's still there?" Harry asked her. 

"My pussy! My pussy!" she laughed. "I thought the 
explosion had blown it off. It was that good..." 

"I'm glad it was good for you," he whispered, putting his 
hands on her thighs and pushing up to his feet. 



"Oh...he's still big and hard," she cooed, lifting her eyes off 
her pussy up to the monster jutting out at it.. 

"Yeah...and he wants some of it," he grinned. 

"Well, she says he can have all of her he wants," she purred 
back at him, spreading herself open for him. 

She still lay on her back, her butt perched on the edge of the 
bed, her legs spread out and her high heels resting on the 
floor as Harry stepped up between them. 

Harry quickly reached down and grabbed hold of his jutting 
dick. Aiming it down at the wet, oozing opening of her 
vagina, he fitted its tapered tip into the opening and leaned 
into her. Her pussy, stretched open by the pool balls easily 
accepted his big cock as it easily slithered down into the 
juice-filled channel, sliding down into her all the way until 
his hairless belly nudged up against hers. 

Easing herself down onto her back, Bella closed her eyes as 
Harry began to rock back and forth sliding his big, thick cock 
in and out of the tight clutch of her pussy. Her mind was still 
reeling from the effects of her explosive orgasm, but as 
Harry lovingly, tenderly fucked her, she once again found 
herself growing more and more excited. Knowing Harry's 
stamina, she knew that she was in for a long, slow fuck the 
way he was fucking her with slow, patient determination. 
Why he was hardly breathing hard, she told herself as he 
lazily worked his hips back and forth. But even at this 
slothful pace, she could feel her excitement building. She 
didn't need a frantic, pounding attack to bring her 
gratification. In fact, slow lovemaking brought with it even 
more emotion and passion for her. By Harry doing it that 
way, she knew it was for her, too. It wasn't just for his own 
self-fulfillment. 



She could feel the excited tension building down inside her 
pussy as Harry continued to stroke his cock in and out of it. 
She could see sweat beginning to form on his forehead and 
the back of her thighs were wetly sliding against him on the 
sweaty sheen that covered his belly and chest. Some five 
minutes had passed, but there had been no change in the 
tempo of his slow, deliberate strokes. Even though he 
seemed totally in control, she felt herself slipping ever closer 
to another gut-wrenching orgasm as Harry's big dick slid in 
and out of her cunt. Harry's dick was so big, it felt like it was 
scraping along the bottom of her clit as it worked in and out 
of her. 

"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she screamed out as the fiery pressure down 
inside her cunt erupted and sent out shock waves of 
pleasure rippling through her whole body. 

She couldn't remember how many times she had come, but 
each time it grew more and more intense. If this kept up, she 
deliriously thought, it'll go too far one time. And she would 
die of heart failure. Her heart unable to take the adrenaline 
rushes tearing through it over and over again.. Soft moans 
were escaping out through her clenched teeth as she 
agonized her way through her orgasm. Her muscles were 
feverish and aching from the workout she had given them. 
And yet, they were straining as she fought her way through 
this last upheaval of pleasure and passion... 

Another five minutes passed, then ten as Harry continued to 
fuck her with slow deliberate determination. 

Sweat was pouring off him now, running down his body in 
streams as his hips methodically swung back and forth. 
Finally, after she had suffered through another two orgasms, 
his hips began to rock back and forth faster. Looking up into 
his grimaced face, she saw that it was etched with fierce 



determination. Still rocking back and forth, he reached out 
and grabbed hold of her bit tits as they flounced up and 
down in front of him. She could sense the end was near for 
him as he fucked her faster and harder. His big dick was 
slamming into her pussy sending her juices flying all over 
them. His belly and her thighs were already slathered with 
the thick, gooey juice. So much of it, it was being churned 
into a thick, white froth as Harry continued to pound away at 
her with his cock. 

“Oh-oh-oh-Merlinnnnnnnnn...” Harry finally groaned out, 
thrusting himself forward and impaling her to the hilt on his 
big peter. 

She felt his cock lurch and spew out a gush of his thick cum 
into her pussy. She loved the feel of his hot semen filling her 
vagina. It was so exciting to know that it was her own 
nephew who was filling her with his seed. It was so 
dangerous and reckless on their part! There were so many 
things that could go wrong on so many levels, it gave her a 
perverse thrill to flaunt the peril... 


Chapter 39 - Weekend at Daphne's place 

Daphne opened the door to find her ex-boyfriend standing 
on the front doorstep, with an overnight backpack in his 
hand. 

“Harry!" she beamed affectionately, “Hi! How are you?" 

“Fine, Daph! Real fine!" smiled Harry, giving his ex-girlfriend 
a big friendly hug. 

He lifted her bodily off the ground, wrapping his arms 
around her waist, pulling her strongly against his powerful, 
muscular body. Daphne marvelled at the strength of her ex- 




boyfriend's grip. He had always been the athletic type, and 
the way he held her fragile body tightly against his muscular 
frame, sent familiar little shivers up and down her spine. 

Daphne threw her arms around her ex-boyfriend's neck and 
returned his embrace, pressing her tits and thighs firmly 
against him, moulding her body instinctively around his 
masculinity. As he held her, Harry found that his cock began 
to swell uncomfortably in his pants until it began to press 
firmly into his ex's crotch. Daphne smiled as she felt her ex's 
cock pressing against her cunt through their clothes. 'You 
horny devil, Harry.' she thought to herself, trying to act as 
though she hadn't felt it. But it wasn't easy to ignore, and 
before she knew what she was doing, she began to rub her 
pussy gently back and forth over his swollen organ. Harry 
wavered like he was trying to pull back, but couldn't get his 
body to resist the mounting temptation. 

Finally, with great effort, Harry pulled away from his ex, and 
held her at arm's length, running his gaze up and down her 
slim body with unashamed admiration. She was wearing a 
thin cotton top and the briefest, tightest pair of shorts that 
Harry had ever seen. He sure could remember her wearing 
such a sexy, revealing outfit before and much little. 

"You look like a playboy girl in those shorts, my sweet hot 
ex!" he grinned. 

"I look even better out of them..." giggled Daphne, "... or 
you forgot?" 

"No... I didn't... and you never let me forget it in the past six 
months since we broke up, Daph!" said Harry grinning, not 
trying at all to hide his swollen cock. 

"Well... what can I say... I'm still a little jelous sometimes... 
after our mock relationship and break up..." said Daphne, 



eyeing off the bulge in her ex's tight pants. Suddenly, 
Daphne realized that they were still standing on the front 
doorstep of her parents guest house, in full view of her 
parents manor a few hundred yards up the hill. 

“Where's Hermione?" she said, absently looking up toward 
the manor. 

“She will come later today..." said Harry. “She'll be here in 
three or four hours for sure. She wouldn't miss this weekend 
for the world." 

Daphne smiled at the look on her ex's handsome face. 

“Well, don't stand there like a big dope," she laughed., 
“Come on in and make yourself at home." 

Daphne walked ahead of him and as Harry followed her 
inside, his eyes were drawn to her tight, wiggling butt. 
Merlin how I will fuck it later, he though. His cock twitched 
involuntarily as he watched Daphne's gorgeous asscheeks 
bob seductively up and down inside her skimpy shorts. The 
brief garment seemed to expose more of her lightly tanned 
ass-cheeks than it concealed, and the sight did nothing to 
relieve the swelling in his cock. 

“Where is everybody?" he asked, trying to sound as casual 
as possible. 

“Well, Seamus didn't come yet, so Tracey went to get him," 
said Daphne, “And Dean came earlier and is in the pool 
trying to cool off." 

“Yeah, it sure has been hot lately," replied Harry, watching 
his ex's sexy little butt wiggle down the hallway. 'And 
getting hotter!' bethought. 



“Why don't you go and join him, Harry?" suggested Daphne, 
“I'm sure a nice cool dip is just what you need after that 
shitty Knight Bus trip!" 

“No thanks. Not just now," said Harry, looking very prowd at 
the large bulge still evident in his pants, “Maybe later, after 
we all get... settled in..." he lied. 

“That's ok!" replied Daphne, “Well, here we are... this is 
Hermione's and your room... my is the one across the hall, 
and I'll put Tracey and Seamus in the one next to that." 

“Great! Thanks love," said Harry, tossing his backpack on 
the bed. 

“If you want to freshen up a little, the bathroom's at the end 
of the hall," smiled Daphne, “When you've got yourself 
organized, come down into the kitchen. I want to hear all 
about your summer..." 

Daphne gave her ex a quick kiss on the lips before quickly 
disappearing back down the hallway. Harry sure wanted 
more and needed to fill in some more moments with her. And 
the way she flaunted her lovely body was sure like the 
Daphne he knew and loved. 'Yeah! I could get reused to 
that!', he decided as he began to unpack. 

Dean pulled his muscular frame out of the pool and headed 
towards Daphne's guesthouse, drying himself off as he went. 
He was sure looking forward to this weekend get together 
before they have to go back to school... a weekend proposed 
by his girlfriend. Daphne. The proposal was so exciting that 
he couldn't get here fast enough. But then... Daphne just 
told him to cool of until later. And he wanted very much to 
know Hermione alot better then he knew her from school. He 
remembered with excitement how he often used to peek a 



her tits through the tight school shirts she started wearing 
last year. 

And if he remembered correctly, she didn't mind him looking 
at them either. On one occasion, Hermione had noticed him 
watching her after a very heated duel she had with another 
witch at one duelling club meeting from school and she 
ended having her shirt pull off and her perfect tits were in 
their full glory outside. And instead of screaming, she had 
just turned around, towards him, but she didn't know he was 
there. She was trying to cover them up, but when she saw 
him looking with his mouth hanging open, she just got a 
hold at her tits with both hands so he could get a better 
look. Dean had ducked quickly out of sight, but not before 
he had glimpsed her big, pink nipples and the mischievous 
smile of delight on her face. 'Yes', he thought, 'This could be 
a very, very enjoyable weekend.' 

As Dean entered the kitchen, he spotted his girlfriend 
bending over the table with her back to him, wiping it down 
with a cloth. Her legs were spread apart as she reached 
across the table, giving her boyfriend a good view of her 
crotch. Her compact little ass jiggled deliciously under her 
shorts as she moved back and forth. Dean smiled and 
walked up behind her, casually slipping a hand up between 
her thighs. Before she could say or do anything, he began 
squeezing her cunt through the thin material of her shorts. 

"Feel like a fuck, Daph?" he asked, rubbing his fingers into 
the narrow groove of her cunt. He could feel the wet heat of 
her pussy begin to spread almost immediately. His cock 
pressed against her thigh. 

"Dean, don't!" gasped Daphne, spinning quickly around to 
face him. 



“What's wrong, Daph?" asked her startled boyfriend, “Don't 
you want me to touch you anymore?" 

“No, baby. It's not that," whispered Daphne, “But Harry's 
here! He arrived about fifteen minutes ago, and... I want to 
behave ourselves for a little while longer, ok?" 

Dean was standing so close to his girlfriend, her tits were 
pressed into his chest. With a grin he looked up into her 
eyes, and returned his hand to her crotch. 

“You mean I can't do this until later, Daph?" he smiled, 
cupping her cuntmound again, kneading her hot snatch with 
his long fingers. 

Daphne fell against her boyfriend's broad chest with a low 
moan, hunching her pussy onto his hand with uncontrollable 
lust. Dean's fingers felt so good between her legs. 

“Ohhhh, Merlin! Dean! I want you, baby!" whimpered 
Daphne, rubbing her boyfriend's hard cock through his wet 
swimming trunks. “But not right now! A bit later!" 

“Come on, let's fuck!" said her boyfriend bluntly, knowing it 
turned his girlfriend on to hear him talk to her that way. 

His other hand went to her tits, squeezing and fondling her 
braless boobs through her blouse. He could be very 
persuasive when he put his mind to it, and soon had Daphne 
feeling so horny she almost gave in to him. But when he 
began to undo her shorts. Daphne came to her senses and 
tore herself reluctantly away from him. 

“No, Dean! Later," breathed Daphne, removing her 
boyfriend's hands from her trembling flesh. “Later, baby! I 
promise! We'll fuck later so much... you'll need stamina 
potions, okay?" 



“Ok, Daph!" he smiled. 


Dean, suddenly realized that she was right. All the fucking 
this weekend promised... well, it would worth the waiting. 
Dean kissed heron the lips, long and hard before pulling 
away. 

“I think I definitely need another swim to cool off, Daph!" 
grinned Dean, looking down at the large lump in his trunks. 

“Don't exhaust yourself baby, remember later!" Daphne 
gave her boyfriend's cock one last loving squeeze. 

“Don't worry, Daph!" he winked, “When have I ever let you 
down?" 

Daphne smiled as she watched her boyfriend head out to 
the pool. Her cunt twitched with desire as she followed his 
hot boyfriend's body with her eyes. Merlin, she needed a 
fuck! If the others don't come fast, she'd let Dean tear all her 
clothes off, fill her itchy cunt with his cock and then fuck 
him to within an inch of his life! Then jumped on Harry! Or 
maybe vice versa, she smiled to herself. Suddenly, Daphne 
felt a warm wetness between her legs, and realized that the 
crotch of her shorts was saturated. She could even smell the 
unmistakable odour of hotly aroused pussy emanating from 
between her thighs. Merlin, she must be wet! 

Not wanting her ex to catch her like this... not yet at least. 
Daphne quickly raced off to her room to change. She 
needn't have bothered. It was too late! Harry had heard their 
voices as soon as Dean entered the house, and arrived in 
time to see and hear almost everything. 

Well, buddy... you need to know how to convince her... 

Harry thought. Moving quickly after his ex, Harry stopped 
outside her bedroom door. It was slightly ajar, and inside. 



Daphne was stepping out of her tiny shorts. She dropped 
them onto the bed and then took off her top. Harry grinned 
as her firm, jiggling breasts sprang free. His hand dropped to 
his crotch, and began to rub the length of his cock through 
his jeans, his eyes glued to her bobbing mounds. Daphne 
stepped out of her wet panties, and when she bent over to 
pull them off her ankles, Harry got a good look at her cunt. 

'Merlin, she's so wet already!' he thought, staring in at her 
naked pussy. The outer lips of Daphne's cunt were red and 
swollen with arousal and when she sat on the end of the 
bed, they gaped open to reveal the dark pink, slit of her 
pussy, glistening with moisture. "Oh, fuck! Will ya look at 
that gorgeous cunt," he whispered to himself. Harry stared 
at his ex's bare flesh like a starving wizard eyeing off a side 
of prime beef, and in no time at all, his cock sprang to full 
erection. The swollen shaft throbbed painfully in the tight 
confines of his jeans. As Harry watched. Daphne reached 
into her closet and began to put on a light, summer dress. 
She didn't wore underwear these days, not since she had a 
prick available at her beg and calling. 

Harry's breathing was heavy and rapid, his pulse throbbing 
in his ears as he watched his ex try to wriggle into the tight 
dress. "Damn!" muttered Daphne under her breath. She was 
having trouble because the dress was a little too small. So, 
moving her feet further apart and bending forward at the 
waist, she lifted her arms higher and wriggled some more, 
trying unsuccessfully to get the stubborn garment down 
over her shoulders. Daphne's taut behind was poked straight 
at Harry, and it was a sight that would have broken any 
wizard's self-control. Harry could see her tiny, pink anus 
winking at him from between the cheeks of her ass, and 
below that, the narrow, gleaming slit of her furry twat, 
running up between her open thighs. 



Harry moaned deep in his throat. Silently, he pushed open 
the door of her room, and walked boldly inside, still rubbing 
at his cock. Daphne was so busy trying to pull the dress over 
her head, she didn't even know that anyone else was in the 
room until he stepped quietly up behind her and ran his 
hands down over her naked belly. Daphne jumped at his 
touch, but didn't turn round, she was still struggling with the 
dress. 

"Dean! Don't, honey!" she said, thinking it was her boyfriend 
again. "I told you, later!" 

"Too late, love!" breathed Harry, running his hands eagerly 
over his ex's warm, naked flesh. 

His fingers were all over her, as he squeezed her tits and 
pressed his big, sweaty palm into the steamy canyon 
between her slender thighs. Daphne gave a startled cry, as 
she recognized Harry's voice and spun around as if she'd 
been slapped, pulling the dress off her head in one swift 
motion. He was standing so close to her that. Daphne's 
boobs brushed firmly against his chest as she turned to face 
him. 

"Harry!" she gasped, "What are you doing?" 

"I'm doing something I obviously should have done since 
I've arrived, Daph!" he breathed pulling her to him. 

Daphne's naked body was crushed against his, and Harry 
could felt the heat of her firm body through his clothes. He 
couldn't wait to feel it against his bare skin again. 

"Ooooh, nooooooottttt nooooooowwww, Harry! I want 
everyone here!" 



Her ex's cock was pressing against her cunt, and it was 
hard! very, VERY hard! 


“I can't wait!" growled Harry, "I want you now! Beside... I 
know you better then Dean... I know how to... make you 
want it much better then him..." 

Daphne gave him a grinn and said, "You saw that, didn't 
you? You saw Dean feeling me up!" Harry cupped her firm 
behind, and began to squeeze the soft flesh of his ex's 
asscheeks with both hands. 

"I sure did, Daph! Merlin, did it ever turn me on something 
fierce!" he replied, pressing the massive bulge in his pants 
against his ex's crotch. 

"I can see that! Or rather, I can feel it!" smiled Daphne, 
grinding her slim hips back against her ex's growing 
hardness. 

She also began to feel the same electric, excitement she 
experienced every time she fucked him before. It was that 
thrill that really got her juices flowing. With a guttural moan, 
she pulled Harry's mouth down hard onto hers, kissing her 
handsome hunk of a ex-boyfriend like she had never done 
before... hard and hot! His tongue slithered deep into her 
wet mouth as Harry returned his ex-girlfriend's passionate 
kiss with equal fervour. 

"I want to fuck you now, Daph!" gasped Harry, as their lips 
parted, 

"What about Hermione?" 

"Fuck her later... don't worry... I still can... and if I can't... 
Dean and Seamus... sure will... she likes getting double..." 



Daphne wrapped her arms around his neck and rubbed her 
body against him, standing on tiptoes to position his cock 
firmly against her drooling cuntslit. Harry dropped a hand to 
Daphne's pubes and deftly inserted a finger into her tight, 
slippery cunt. Daphne melted into his arms as her strong, 
handsome ex fingered her pussy. 

“That much since I saw you last, Harry!" she grunted, then 
she gasped. Harry's big finger felt like a short, fat cock 
inside her clinging cuntslit. 

“Long summer, Daph... very long..." grinned Harry, rubbing 
his ex's cunt with long, slow, deliberate strokes 

“Can't wait to hear about it!" replied Daphne, “Just wait until 
I tell you about mine!" Her smile was positively devilish. 

“Oh, Merlin help me, yesss!" he groaned, picturing his sexxy 
ex doing all kind of naughty things. Daphne felt her ex's 
body shudder with delight at the very thought! 

“That really turns you on, doesn't it Harry?" asked Daphne, 
pulling him towards the bed, “Did you missed so much?" 

Daphne could see the powerful effect she still was having on 
him. It was exciting her too, even if they broke up. 

“You should see Dean..," she continued, rubbing Harry's 
cock through his pants, “...he wants to fuck Hermione so 
much. He's got such a big cock. And Seamus! Wouldn't you 
like to watch them shoving it into Hermione's cunt. I bet 
she'd love it! Merlin, I sure did! They are so virile! They 
fucked me and Trace so much..." 

Harry gave a loud groan and threw his ex down onto the 
bed. Her tits wobbled and her legs flew apart as her ex leant 
over her wantonly sprawled body. A crazed look of pure lust 



was on his face as his hands explored every inch of her 
naked flesh, concentrating mainly though, on her tits and 
cunt. 

It was finally going to happen! She realized instantly that 
deep down. Even after the break, she had still wanted her 
virile ex to fuck her. And he did... many, many times. And 
now she wished he would hurry up and put his big, fat prick 
inside her cunt again and fuck the shit out of her... long and 
deep and very, very hard! “Ohhhhh, Harry!” moaned 
Daphne, spreading her legs as his fingers probed deeply into 
her juicy cuntflesh. ”1 can't stand it any more! I'm so fucking 
hot! Feel me, Harry! Feel how fuckin' wet I am, baby!” 

"Merlin, You're wet alright, Daph!” grunted Harry, wriggling 
his middle finger round and round in Daphne's juicy gash, 
ramming it in, as far as he could manage. "You're hot to 
fuck, aren't you... you horny witch!” growled her ex in mock 
anger. "Yeahhh, you want me to ram my big fat prick up 
there and fuck the shit out of you, don't you?” 

Daphne could only manage a whimper as Harry stabbed his 
fingers deeply into her hot, juicy cunt. 

"Spread your legs!” ordered Harry, taking off his clothes, 
"Spread 'em wide, honey! 'Cause your ex's gonna fill that 
hot wet little cunt of yours with nine inches of prime 
cockmeat!” 

Daphne did as she was told, pulling her knees up either side 
of her body, exposing her pussy to his lustful gaze. Harry 
looked down at her as he removed his shorts, noting the 
gleam of excitement in his ex's eyes as his long, hard cock 
sprang into view. 

"You like my prick, don't you, Daph?” he asked, stroking the 
huge shaft gently in his hands. 



Daphne nodded, pulling back the lips of her cunt. Daphne 
didn't just like it, she loved it... every hard, fuckin' inch of it! 
Her cunt and inner thighs were shiny with leaking juices. 

“Put it in me, Harry!" groaned Daphne, “Oooohh Merlin, 
pleeeease! Fuck my cunt with your big, fat cock, and come 
all over me!" 

Undisguised passion showed plainly in Daphne's lust-glazed 
eyes, and Harry marvelled at her shameless enthusiasm, but 
he had other things in mind first! 

“Sure, Daph! I'll fuck you! I'll fuck you alright!" grinned 
Harry, staring hungrily at her delicious-looking twat. “But 
first I'm gonna have me a little snack!" 

Daphne shuddered with raw delight as she realized her ex 
was going to suck her pussy. Harry knelt between her open 
thighs and lowered his face towards her ripe, musky cunt 
slit. 

“You smell good, Daph! Real good!" he moaned, “Does Dean 
lick your hot, juicy little cunt like I do, baby?" 

“Y...yesss! And I suck his cock!" blurted Daphne, anxious for 
her ex to fuck her... or suck her pussy... do anything he 
wanted to her, as long as he did it quick! 

Harry ran his tongue lightly up between the gaping lips of 
his ex's twat, teasing her hot, seething flesh with just the 
tip. 

“Uhhhhggggh! Deeper, Harry you teasing bastard! Lick 
deeper! Suck my cunt!" 

“Okay, Daph!" he grinned, slipping his hands under her 
naked, squirming ass, "... you asked for it!" 



Harry forced Daphne's satiny thighs as wide apart as he 
possibly could and inserted his tongue into her tender 
pussy, licking and sucking at her tortured slit like a wizard 
possessed! 

"Ohhhhh! Fuck! Wooow, Harry! That's fantastic!" screamed 
Daphne, as he snuggled his face into her succulent gash, 
then nibbled at her cuntlips and sucked her clit into his 
mouth. 

"Oooooooow! Yessss! Ooooh, Harry, darling! Suck me! 
Ohhhhhhhh! Fuck! Yesssssssss!" 

Harry's lips plastered firmly over her cunt, his mouth 
sucking up her, fresh juices just as hungrily as he always 
did. 

"Mmmmm! Yes! I'll do it! I'll suck you off till you beg me to 
stop!" moaned Harry, returning his mouth to his sister's 
flavoursome cunt. 

Daphne was almost incoherent, babbling obscenities at her 
ex as Harry licked her slick, gaping slit. He moaned a 
muffled reply into her pussy, too busy lapping at his ex's 
tasty cunt to answer properly. "Uhhhnnhhgg! Yes, suck my 
clit! Suck it hard!" squealed Daphne, shoving her cunt 
repeatedly up against his face. Harry's mouth made loud, 
wet slurping sounds as he ate out her quivering pussy. 

Harry was an expert at sucking cunt. She teached him well 
in those first months of their relation. And then he was very 
eager to learn as Daphne very soon found out. And from 
many nights of practice with other witchess, he knew 
exactly when to lick, when to nibble, and when to suck real 
hard! Daphne's climax peaked rapidly as her ex tongued her 
pulsing little clitoris, grinding his chin into her hot hole. 
Suddenly her mouth opened in a silent scream as wave after 



wave of intense pleasure spread outwards from her 
spasming cunt. She began to buck wildly but Harry held on 
tightly to her ass and kept his mouth plastered to her cunt 
as he rode out her orgasm. “Ohhhhh! Fuck, Harry! Uhhhhh! 
Oh, Merlin! I'm cummmmming!" screeched Daphne. 

“Wooow, Daph! But you're noisy when you fuck! I could hear 
you from the kitchen!" 

Daphne turned her head towards the new voice and saw her 
boyfriend standing at the door, still wearing his swimming 
trunks. He was smiling, and by the size of the bulge in the 
front of his trunks, he'd been watching his housemate suck 
his girlfriend's cunt, for quite some time. Harry stood up with 
a grinning look on his juice-smeared face. 

"Merlin, Dean! Don't you ever knock? You scared the shit out 
of us!" scolded his girlfriend, but her eyes were on the big 
lump in his trunks. 

"I'd say I scared the cum out of you, Daph," laughed Dean, 
as he moved towards the bed. 

"Hi, Harry! Starting early?" 

"Missed her to much, mate! Can't wait till later!" 

"Daph's got a nice, tasty cunt, hasn't she?" 

"Don't I know it!" 

"Dean! You don't have to be so vulgar about it!" 

"Why not, Daph? You like it when I talk to you like that!" 

Dean sat down on the bed near his girlfriend, staring 
hungrily at her gaping cuntslit. 



“Besides, it's true! Isn't it?'' He turned to his dorm mate. 
“Well, it's true isn't it, Harry, Daph has got a nice, tasty 
pussy, hasn't she?" 

“One of the best!" Harry grinned. Since getting them in the 
same bed, they sure became very good friends. 

Daphne sat up and jabbed her boyfriend hard in the ribs. 

“Dean! Don't talk about me like I'm the local slut!" she said 
with a smile. 

“I'm sorry, Daph!" grinned Dean, “I was wrong... you're 
MUCH better than the local slut." 

They all burst out laughing. Daphne threw her arms around 
his shoulders, hugging her boyfriend to her breast with more 
than a girlfriend's love. Then she noticed the patch of 
spreading moisture on the bed, caused by Dean's wet 
swimming trunks. 

“I think you better get out of those trunks, baby! You're 
making the bed all wet." 

“Now you're talking, Daph!" said Dean as he stood up and 
slid them quickly down over his thighs. As his stiff cock 
sprang free. Daphne gave a tiny gasp of delight. It was one 
of her delights to make it with two wizards, and the fact that 
one was her boyfriend and the other was her ex-boyfriend, 
only increased the excitement she felt. Daphne reached out 
and grabbed both their cocks, one in each hand. 

“My, what two lovely specimens," she breathed, “I really 
don't know which one to suck first." 

“First in, wins the prize, I always say, Daph!" grinned her 
boyfriend, “So it's Harry, I guess. Besides, he's your first 



boyfriend, and ghe should get first serving, Daph!” 


“Nice to know you like sharing!" breathed Harry. 

"Nice of you to introduce me to your ex!" grinned Dean. 

"Yesss... very nice meeting you both..." said Daphne, pulling 
her ex down onto the bed next to her, "'Cause for the next 
couple of days, we're all gonna be alot more intimately... 
and I do mean intimately!" Harry lay beside his ex, his cock 
sticking straight up from his crotch, like a solid steel bar. 
Daphne got above him on hands and knees, her head 
directly above his magnificently erect organ. 

As she did so. Dean knelt behind her and ran his hands over 
her firm round ass, reaching forwards under his girlfriend's 
body to squeeze her full tits. He ran his fingers through her 
cuntslit, feeling the moisture fill his palm as he cupped her 
juicy sex. Daphne parted her legs for him, and Dean took a 
good, long look at his girlfriend's twat... It looked a little 
different from behind, more sexy he thought to himself, 
more wickedly exciting, just suspended there between her 
legs, framed by the globes of her ass and the damp, matted 
fur of her pubes, just begging for a cock. It looked open and 
wet and swollen... just waiting to be fucked. 

Daphne looked over her shoulder at her boyfriend, and saw 
the look in his eyes. It was a look she knew only too well by 
now. As much as she liked to fuck her boyfriend. Daphne 
wanted so much for Harry to fuck her next. It was the thrill of 
sex again with her exo while her curent boyfriend watched 
drove her. 

"Play with my cunt Dean, while I suck on Harry's cock for a 
while!" she said, as she felt her boyfriend nudge her ass with 
the tip of his eager cock. 



“Awwww, Daph! I'd much rather fuck it! You're ready aren't 
you? You're wet enough!" said Dean, sounding very 
disappointed. 

"Remember what you said, Dean! Harry is the first, and we 
didn't do it for so long. So... don't be greedy, love!" 

Harry smiled, thinking that the whole thing sounded like a 
scolding over who was going to eat the last serving of ice 
cream, rather than who was going to fuck her next. When 
her boyfriend gave no reply. Daphne reached back and 
pulled his hand between her legs, rubbing his fingers into 
her fiery pussy. 

"Play with me, baby! Get me in the mood for some hot cock, 
and after Harry fucks me. I'll let you do anything you want... 

I promise!" 

"Ok, Daph! It's a deal!" said Dean as he deftly inserted two 
stiff fingers into his girlfriend's shamelessly offered snatch, 
stroking her heated gash with practiced ease. 

Daphne returned her attention to the other cock, and Harry 
groaned aloud as her, wet mouth enveloped his thick, 
vertical shaft, sliding easily down the long pole until her lips 
crushed against his pubic hair. 

"Merlin, Daph! Ohhhhh! Fucking shit! That's fuckin' nice!" 

Harry groaned and jerked his hips up off the bed, his hands 
holding tightly onto her bobbing head. His own head was 
thrown back in absolute pleasure as Daphne's tight lips slid 
up and down his hot cockshaft. His hips rolled and thrust 
into her sucking mouth as he fucked her pretty face. She 
took it all, the whole nine inches of his massive prick, right 
down her gulping throat, spurred on by her boyfriend's long, 
squirming fingers deep in her cunt. 



Dean reached under his girlfriend's jerking body with his 
other hand and began to squeeze and fondle her wobbling 
tits as she sucked noisily on Harry's saliva-covered cock. It 
wasn't long before Dean's hands were on her tit's and cunt, 
and Harry's cock in her mouth became too much for her. 
Daphne desperately needed a cock between her legs. It 
didn't really matter whose it was either, but she had 
promised her ex, and his cock did feel so big in her mouth. 
Daphne made a quick decision, and fell back onto the bed, 
spreading her legs. 

"Oooooh, I can't stand it any longer, one of you fuck me!" 
she moaned, "Harry! Hurry! Ram your big, hard cock up my 
cunt, and fuck me hard!" 

"What about me, Daph!" whined her boyfriend, suddenly 
feeling left out. 

"You, my baby, can lie down here beside me and stick that 
fat cock of yours in my mouth!" said Daphne, patting the 
bed next to her head. 

"You bet, Daph! Yeahhhh, suck me till I come right down 
your hot, fuckin' throat!" 

Harry looked down at his ex's gorgeous body, finally spread 
out before him the way he always liked her. The look in her 
eyes made his cock swell and throb even more. 

"Merlin, yes! Oh! Fuck, yessss Daph! I'm gonna fuck you! I 
can't believe I'm still fucking my ex's hot cunt! Your one 
naughty witch, aren't you, love?" 

Daphne pressed the tip of Harry's cock into the mouth of her 
cunt. She used the fingers of one hand to spread her pussy- 
lips, holding them wide open, while using the other to 
position the big, flared head of her ex's prick directly into 



the tiny opening of her cunthole. When Harry felt the lips of 
her cunt close tightly about his cock, he hunched 
downwards, and just as he did. Daphne's hips lurched 
upwards...the result was devastating! Harry's cock plunged 
into her pussy like a hot knife through butter, plowing so 
deeply into her open cunt, that his balls slapped 
resoundingly against her puckered asshole. 

“Ooooooooh, woooooow!" wailed Daphne, as his cock 
slammed into her cunt. “Merlin, you're in so deep, Harry! 

Give it to me! uhhh, yes... yes... fuck hard... fuck the shit 
out of me!" 

“Stop moaning, and suck my dick, Daph!" complained Dean 
as he grabbed her head, impatiently pressing his cockhead 
against her open lips. 

“Mmmmmpppfffff!" was all she could reply as her boyfriend 
shoved it hard into her mouth. Harry looked down at his cock 
buried deeply in his ex's snatch. His shaft filled her, 
spreading her swollen cuntlips wide. He flexed his prick 
inside her, getting used to the wonderfully tight sheath 
before starting to pull out for the first time. As he withdrew, 
the lips of her cunt pulled out around his cock, gripping it 
like vice. 

“Fuck, you're tight, Daph!" panted Harry, staring at the way 
her cuntlips slid off his cock like a tight, wet ring of muscle. 

It was almost like fucking her in the asshole, she was so 
damn tight! Dean smiled at the look of surprise on his 
housemate's face, he knew exactly what Harry was feeling 
right now. 

“Daph's as tight as ever, isn't she Harry?" grinned Dean. 

“Merlin, yes! It feels like my cock is stuck in a vacuum 
cleaner!" Daphne grabbed her ex by the ass and pulled him 



into her again, eager to get this show on the road. 


“Aw, come on you guys! Cut the running commentary and 
let's fuck!" complained Daphne, wrenching her mouth from 
around her boyfriend's wet cock just long enough to let 
them know she was desperate for action. 

“Give it to her Harry!" moaned Dean as Daphne returned her 
mouth to his saliva-covered cock. “Fuck the piss out of her! 
Make her come real good!" 

Harry needed no encouragement to do that at all. The 
pleading look on Daphne's pretty face was all it took. “I'll 
give it to her alright!" he gasped, slipping both hands under 
the cheeks of her wiggling ass. He dug his fingers into her 
soft, firm butt and looked down into her glittering eyes. 

“Hold on tight, Daph! 'Cause this is one fuck you're gonna 
remember for the rest of your life!" 

Harry was true to his word, and began to fuck her with long, 
deep, powerful thrusts, slamming his cock into her upthrust 
cunt with a savage vigour that Daphne cry out with 
pleasure, and Dean stare in surprise. The gryff watched in 
awe as his housemate pummeled his girlfriend's juice-filled 
cunt to a creamy froth. It turned him on so much that he too 
began to fuck his prick into her mouth with jackhammer 
force. Daphne was moaning incessantly with the dual 
penetration of mouth and cunt, her hands were around her 
boyfriend's hips, hauling his cock deep into her mouth as 
her ex-boyfriend fucked her jerking cunt like a demon. 

This was the sight that greeted Seamus and Tracey as they 
pushed open the door a couple of minutes later. Tracey had 
picked her boyfriend from the muggle bus station near by 
half and hour ago and then both headed straight to the 
Greengrass guest house. And as soon as they entered the 



house, Tracey assaulted him like a starving witch for cock 
that she was. Two weeks with out it was very much for a 
nympho like her. Consequently, by the time they managed 
to get upstairs to a more comfortable bed, they were both as 
horny as hell, and hurried into the nearest bedroom to fuck. 
When they opened the door, Tracey's eyes lit up like roman 
candles at the sight of her handsome, well-hung estranged 
lover reaming out her girlfriend's cunt while Dean fucked 
her in the mouth. 

“Ooooh, Seamus!" squealed Tracey, "I think this room's 
occupied!" 

Her hand dropped to the front of her boyfriend's pants and 
grabbed hold of his cock. 

"It sure as hell is, baby!" breathed Seamus. His eyes were 
fixed on Daphne's crotch as he watched Harry's huge cock 
plunging rapidly in and out of her wide-spread cunt. 

"Should we look for another one, Seamus?" asked Tracey as 
she unzipped her boyfriend's pants. "Or stay here and join in 
the fun?" She had a look of pure evil on her pretty face as 
she took out Seamus's cock and rubbed it against her leg. 
His eyes were still glued to Harry's long, hard cock. 

Seamus reached under her short skirt from behind and 
slipped a finger under the cheeks of her ass, wriggling it 
forwards and upwards until it slipped easily into the moist, 
wet heat of her slit. 

"Do you want to stay, love?" asked Seamus, fucking his 
finger slowly back and forth into her pussy. Tracey increased 
her grip on her boyfriend's penis as she felt his fingertip rub 
deliciously up over her stiffening clit. 



“Oh! Yes, love! Let's!” Tracey turned to her boyfriend and 
undid his belt, letting his pants fall to the floor. She removed 
his underpants as quickly as she could, and wrapped her 
fingers around his erect cock. It twitched in her hand as she 
lifted up the front of her skirt and began to rub the hard tip 
up and down the length of her juicy crack. Tracey had to 
stand on tiptoes, and Seamus had to bend his knees a little 
so that his cock would fit into the entrance of her tight, wet 
cunt. 

"Look, everybody! Trace and Seamus have decided to join 
us!” said Dean, when he suddenly realized they were not 
alone. Harry turned to look, and almost stopped dead in his 
tracks, much to Daphne's intense disappointment. Tracey 
was rubbing her body against her boyfriend, wiggling her 
ass like mad, trying to get his massive cock into her frantic 
cunt. Harry's cock plowed to hit to unfathomed depths 
inside Daphne's pussy as he watched Tracey impale herself 
on her boyfriend's erect penis. Her skirt was pulled up over 
her waist exposing her tight, round butt and prominent 
pussy-mound to the lustful gaze of the watching males. 

"Nice ass. Trace!” joked Dean. Tracey turned to him and 
smiled, sticking out her tongue in mock disdain. Seamus's 
cock was imbedded halfway up his girlfriend's squirming 
cunt as they stood near the bed, but the five inches 
difference in their heights prevented complete penetration, 
frustrating them both. With sudden inspiration born out of 
desperation, Seamus put his hands under her thighs and 
lifted Tracey up onto his cock. She was light as a feather in 
his arms, and as her legs wrapped around his waist, his cock 
slid balls-deep inside her eager pussy. "Ohhhhhh, Seamus! I 
like it this way!” she squealed, as Seamus's cock stretched 
and filled her tight aphne's pussy as he watccunthole. 
"Merlin! Why haven't we tried this before?” 



“I don't know, baby!" replied Seamus biting his lip, "But, 
uhhhh... I can promise you one thing. We're gonna do it 
again, as often as you want!" Tracey hugged her boyfriend's 
neck and pressed her parted lips to his, as he began to fuck 
his cock into her. Harry's cock began to twitch and throb 
with raw lust as he watched the redhead slytherin fuck 
herself into a frenzy on her boyfriend's horizontal pleasure 
stick. The witch's knees were almost under his armpits as 
Seamus heaved and fucked his cock into her tightly 
stretched cunt. Her ass bobbed back and forth in Harry's 
direction, and he was low enough to see right up between 
her thighs, and watched with growing passion as Seamus's 
huge prick slid easily in and out of the witch's pussy. It 
reminded Harry of a very intense fuck she gave her some 
time ago right in the library at Hogwarts! 

The fact that Seamus's cock seemed to be stretching 
Tracey's tight, cunt to mammoth proportions didn't seem to 
worry her at all. She actually was enjoying the size of her 
boyfriend's cock immensely, judging by the loud moans of 
pleasure which escaped her partly open lips. Daphne knew 
by the way Harry's cock began to throb that he was very 
close to orgasm. Dean too was showing the unmistakable 
signs of imminent climax as he fucked her mouth like a 
madman. They were both watching Seamus and Tracey's 
wanton exhibition of boyfriend-girlfriend lust, and Daphne 
knew that at any moment she was going to receive a huge 
torrent of hot sperm in both her fucking orifices, her ex¬ 
boyfriend's potent load deep within her womb and her 
boyfriend's equally potent cream right down her throat. The 
very thought made her cunt pulsate with wild anticipation. 

Dean was watching Tracey's naked butt dance about as his 
boyfriend hunched up into her straining cunt. She was wet, 
real wet! He could see her pussy cream collect between the 
crack of her gyrating ass and drip slowly onto the carpet. 



That was one of the things Dean loved about Tracey, the way 
her pussy always seemed to be so fuckin' wet. She was 
always ready to take on a big, hard cock, anytime 
anywhere... especially if it was her boyfriend's or her other 
boyfriend's! Just thinking about her tight, horny cunt 
squirming on the end of his cock started the cum churning 
in his balls! 

“Put me down on the bed, Seamus!" whispered Tracey into 
her boyfriend's ear, “I'm real close, love, and I want to feel 
you on top of me when I come!" 

“Ok, baby!" panted Seamus. He shuffled towards the edge of 
the bed and lowered his girlfriend onto her back, falling on 
top of her as she hit the mattress, his swollen cock never 
leaving her snatch for even an instant. “Now! Fuck me, 
Seamus! Fuck my cunt with all your might! I wanna cum!" 
Harry looked over at Tracey as she writhed under her 
boyfriend's almost equal frame. 

Then suddenly, in his mind's eye, it wasn't Seamus who was 
fucking her, it was him! It was him who was filling her hot, 
tight cunt with the hard cock she craved. Hot sperm raced 
from his large, swollen balls as Harry climaxed on the spot, 
his unseeing eyes still fixed on Tracey's face. He threw back 
his head and growled out his orgasm as jet after scalding jet 
filled Daphne's overheated pussy. It was all she needed to 
send her over the top too. Her ex's cock seemed to grow 
bigger inside her, rubbing against her clit until, she thought 
the pleasure would never stop. She came hard, writhing her 
hips and sucking madly on her boyfriend's pulsating cock. 

Dean felt his girlfriend's mouth tighten and strengthen 
around his cock. He knew she was coming, and realized his 
own ejaculation was still a long way off. Hearing a stifled 
scream he glanced over at hTracey, who looked for all the 



world like she was writhing in pain. But it wasn't pain she 
was feeling, it was unbridled lust. She was almost there... he 
could tell. Dean watched them, stroking his cock back and 
forth in his girlfriend's slack mouth. Seamus was ramming 
his cock into his girlfriend's hot cunt like a wizard possessed, 
fucking her like he always did... hard and fast. That was the 
way she liked it, as he had soon discovered about a year 
ago... and so did he! 

“Uuuuhhhhnnnggg! I'm coming! Fuck me as hard as you 
can!" squealed Tracey, as her cunt rippled with orgasm, 
"Fuck me! Oooooh, Seamus, give it to me!" 

Harry, Daphne and Dean all watched as Tracey's ass lifted 
clear of the bed and bucked wildly against her boyfriend's 
plunging prick. It was a highly stimulating sight, watching 
the hot redhead take every inch of thick, hard cock her 
boyfriend could give her. Best of all, the horny cunt was 
loving every fuckin' second of it! Seamus tensed as he lost 
control of the rapidly rising tide of jism boiling in his balls. 

As always, it felt like Tracey's tight, quivering pussy was 
sucking the cum out of his prick. 

"Oh! Merlin, Seamus! You're coming too! I feel it! 
Mmmmmmm! Come in me, Seamus! Fill my cunt with your 
hot cum!" whimpered Tracey. 

"Merlin," Harry gasped under his breath, "what a fuckin' 
nympho!" His cock began to swell again as he watched 
Seamus spend his load deep up inside the redhead's 
squirming belly. 

"Arrrghhhh, Tracey, honey! Here it comes, baby! Here it 
fuckin' comes!" Seamus strained with all his strength as hot 
gushes of thick come-juice, spurted from the end of his 



prick, injecting deeply into his girlfriend's spasming cunt as 
she came... over and over again. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Once everyone had recovered enough, Harry suggested a 
change of partners. Dean, who hadn't even come yet was all 
for it, and couldn't hide his obvious excitement. Daphne and 
Tracey were just like two peas in a pod as far as sex was 
concerned and, as always, were just getting warmed up. 

In fact everyone was in agreement with Harry's proposal 
except Seamus. “You guys go ahead and have a ball," he 
laughed, “I'll just watch for now, ok?" Daphne and Tracey 
protested, but Seamus was adamant. He loved watching. 
This was better then muggle porn. 

Seamus got up of the bed and sat in a chair near by, 
stroking his tool towards another erection, leaving the other 
two couples to their own devices. Tracey eyed off Harry's 
cock as it lay semi-erect, between his thighs. Then she 
glanced at Dean's prick, and noticed that, without the 
stimulation of Daphne's mouth, it had also lost most of its 
former glory. “How 'bout we put on a show for these gryffs, 
Daph!" she whispered, nodding towards their limp pricks, 
“Just to get them back in the mood, if you know what I 
mean?" Tracey winked suggestively at her girlfriend and sat 
on the bed with her legs spread wide, exposing her juice- 
filled cunt to everybody. 

Daphne did the same, and Harry, Seamus and Dean stared 
with open mouths at the smorgasbord of juicy, pink cunt laid 
out before them. As if on cue, both slytherin witches spread 
the lips of their pussies with one hand and began to openly 
masturbate. Each had their own method. Tracey used her 
whole hand, rubbing all fourfingers slowly and sensuously 



up and down the length of her moist groove, spreading 
glistening juices from asshole to clit. Daphne on the other 
hand preferred to use her stiffened middle finger, which she 
dipped frequently into the liquid heat of her cunthole, 
rubbing her swollen clit with the heel of her hand. 

Harry gasped and grabbed for his lengthening cock as he 
watched Tracey play with her pussy so shamelessly in front 
of him. The excitement of their wanton display wasn't lost on 
Dean either. His cock was as hard as a rock as he moved 
towards them, desperate by now to get his rocks off. His 
eyes were fixed on his girlfriend's tempting cunt, and he was 
determined to fuck her, one way or the other. But Daphne 
smiled and pushed him back, flattered by her boyfriend's 
eagerness. “Not yet, baby!" she whispered, “We want you 
guys to watch for a while. It'll make it all the more exciting 
when you fuck us" 

Dean sat back and stared, as his girlfriend's and lover's 
juice-coated fingers sliding back and forth in her gaping slit. 
Suddenly an idea formed in his inventive mind. “Hey, Daph! 
Why don't you and Tracey play with each other!" he 
suggested. “That'd be a real fuckin' turn on, wouldn't it 
Harry?" Harry could only nod his head in agreement. His 
eyes were still glued to Tracey's horny cunt. He could hardly 
wait to fuck it again after so long with the throbbing shaft he 
held in his hands. Daphne and Tracey looked at each other 
with mounting excitement. 

“How 'bout it, Tracey?" Daphne asked Tracey, giving the 
redhead a sexy wink. “I'm game if you are, honey." 

“You bet, Daph! Let's give these horny pricks a real good 
show!" replied Tracey, smiling wickedly at her pretty 
bestfriend. 



“You're so sexxy, baby!" Daphne said, moving closer to her 
bestfriend. She shivering slightly as Tracey's naked thigh 
pressed up against her own. Tracey trembled as she waited 
for her bestfriend to make the first move. 

This wasn't the first time Daphne had touched Tracey this 
way. They had done it with each other many times... and this 
summer break alot more times. Lowering her hand, Daphne 
cupped her bestfriend's tit, squeezing the full, round mound 
very gently. 

“Ohh, Daph, that feels nice!" Tracey moaned, bringing her 
own hands up to cup her bestfriend's pendulous breasts. 
Harry, Seamus and Dean watched with interest as the two 
witches pressed closer and closer together rubbing each 
other's tits with obvious delight. Daphne's other hand slid 
down over Tracey's taut belly, slipping lower and lower until 
her fingertips found the redish place of her cunt mound. 
Daphne stroked the soft curly fuzz, looking into her 
bestfriend's slitted eyes. 

“Oooooh, Daph! Yessss! Touch my pussy!" whimpered Tracey. 
Daphne's fingers slipped between her bestfriend's tight, wet 
cuntlips and immediately searched for the hard little nub of 
her clitoris. The redhead quivered at the blonde's firm, 
expert touch. 

“You're drenched, baby!" Daphne moaned as she felt her 
bestfriend's warm, slippery cunt-cream gush out over her 
delving fingers. 

“I'm hot, Daph!" breathed Tracey, watching Harry jerk his fist 
rapidly up and down the length of his thick, hard prick. “I'm 
hot for Harry's big, fat cock! Merlin! Look at the size of it, 
Daph!" 



Daphne was too busy staring at Dean's huge erection. It 
always thrilled her that she had found another boyfriend 
that could have such a long, thick monster cock like Harry! 
Dean saw his girlfriend's eyes devouring his stiff prick and 
licked his lips with excitement. He knew only too well the 
effect his erect cock was having on his highly aroused 
girlfriend, her pussy would be itching for prick by now. 'By 
the time I'm ready to throw my cock into her, she'll be hot 
enough to come on the spot!', he thought, smiling at the 
look of pure lust which masked her pretty features. Daphne 
had worked two fingers inside Tracey's hot pussy, and was 
finger-fucking her bestfriend's squirming hole while her 
thumb stroked the redhead's clit. 

"Feel up my cunt, love!" said Daphne, pressing one of 
Tracey's hands into her fiery cunt, "Play with my pussy too!" 

With a soft moan of pleasure, Tracey slid her fingers up the 
inside of Daphne's soft, damp thigh and expertly cupped her 
bestfriend's pussy mound with her hand. Tracey stroked the 
blonde's cuntlips, spreading them wide apart so that she 
could get her trembling fingers inside Daphne's wet pussy 
gash. 

"Ohhhhh! Tracey, that feels so fuckin' nice, baby!" 
whimpered her bestfriend, as the rdehead's slender fingers 
twisted and wriggled in the tight folds of Daphne's cunt. 

"It feels good to me too, Daph," breathed Tracey, resting her 
head on Daphne's shoulder. 

Harry and Dean were beating their stiff cocks like crazy as 
they watched the highly provocative scene unfold in front of 
their very eyer- 'Just like some buck's night porno film.', 
thought Dean, except the actors were real! Not only were 
they real... they were his own girlfriend and her bestfriend! 



As they watched, the two girls began to thrust their hands 
into each other's cunt's like crazy, and the slurping sound of 
moist finger-fucking filled the room. Suddenly, Tracey gave a 
loud moan and nuzzled at her bestfriend's throat, her cunt 
clamping strongly around the blonde's stabbing fingers as 
she came. Daphne kissed her bestfriend's forehead, relishing 
the salty taste of perspiration which had gathered in small 
beads on the redhead's damp skin. 

"Was it a nice one, baby!" gasped Daphne, still humping her 
own pussy onto Tracey's hand. "Mmmmmmhhhhhh! Oh, yes! 
Merlin, yessss! You made me come real hard, Daph!" Tracey 
couldn't resist the urge to kiss her wonderful, gorgeous 
bestfriend. She had given her so much pleasure and Tracey's 
love for her had just increased a thousand-fold. Lifting her 
head, Tracey impulsively kissed Daphne full on the lips, 
covering her bestfriend's hot, wet mouth with her own. 
Daphne returned her friend's passionate kiss with a fury that 
surprised and delighted them both. Tracey responded by 
adding her darting tongue to the kiss, forcing it deep into 
her bestfriend's hot, wet mouth. 

"Oh, Daph! Daph!" Tracey moaned, when they broke for air. 

"I love you so much!" 

Daphne felt exactly the same about the hot redhead. "I love 
you too, baby!" she replied. "More than you'll ever know." 

By this time Dean was getting very impatient. His cock was 
so stiff from watching them, it actually began to ache with 
the pressure. "Come on, Daph!" he wined, "If you don't let 
me fuck you soon, my prick's gonna burst!" Daphne looked 
at Dean's throbbing erection and knew that he was right, he 
wouldn't hold out much longer. She turned back to Tracey 
and noticed the other witch had her eyes on Harry's equally 
large cock. 



“What do you think, honey!" asked Daphne with wink, 

“Think we should let these two horny pricks fuck us?" 

“Oh, yes, Daph!" squealed Tracey, “I want Harry's cock 
inside me, now!" 

Daphne looked at Harry. “Well! You heard her, love! She's 
dying for it! Fuck her!" ordered Daphne and turned towards 
her eager boyfriend, “...and as for you dear boyfriend of 
mine, get your ass over here and shove that big, fat cock of 
yours into my hot cunt, before you cum all over the place!" 
Dean nearly knocked his girlfriend down in a mad scramble 
to get between her legs. Daphne fell backwards on the bed 
and spread her legs wide, trembling, immensely excited by 
her boyfriend's urgent desire. 

Harry knelt between Tracey's creamy thighs, letting his gaze 
wander for a moment over her pussy. Her knees were drawn 
up either side, giving him a good clear view of her tightly- 
stretched cuntslit. It was bright pink, and glistened wetly as 
tiny droplets of cum-juice leaked out and trickled down into 
the crack of her ass. As much as he wanted to fuck this 
horny piece of slythherin ass, Harry had other delight's in 
mind first. He wanted to savour her before he filled her cunt 
with more cum. Giving her a steamy look, Harry lowered his 
head over Tracey's crotch and sniffed at her gaping snatch. 

It smelled wonderful... aromatic, feminine and ripe! He 
couldn't help himself, he had to taste her juicy cunt. 

Dean was past caring as he dropped between his girlfriend's 
parted thighs. He shoved her knees even further apart, 
grabbed his cock, aimed it downward, and made two 
misguided lunges. He wasn't interested in foreplay, he 
simply had an urgent load of hot cum, and it had his 
girlfriend's name on it! On the third try he slammed his prick 
viciously into her, up to the hilt. Normally, such a powerful 



thrust would have ruined Daphne, but Harry monster load 
earlie and the lesbian fling with her bestfriend had juiced 
her up so much, she was open enough to strap on a horse. 
She met her boyfriend's next thrust with all her strength. 
Their pubic bones collided painfully, but Daphne loved it. 

She hunched her hips up at him, grinding her cunt up 
against his plunging cock with equal force. 

Harry grabbed hold of Tracey's hard, upthrust tits, making 
the redhead cry out with pleasure. His mouth was directly 
over her cunt, and Tracey knew exactly what he was 
planning... and she wanted it to! "Lick my pussy, Harry! 
Ooooohhh, fuck my cunt with your tongue!" 

"Merlin, Tracey!" moaned Harry, inhaling the sweet, fresh 
scent of her succulent cunt. "You're wonderful baby! 
Ooohhhh, such a sweet, smooth, juicy cunt!" With a moan, 
Harry buried his face into her pussy, his mouth wide open, 
sucking at her wet cuntflesh like a starving man. 

"Unnnnggghh! Suck me! Mmmmmmmm, Harry! Merlin, 
that's nice!" gasped Tracey, as his tongue darted deeply into 
her tight, wet hole. 

Daphne heard her bestfriend's delighted cry and looked over 
just as her ex's long, stiff tongue disappeared between the 
redhead's open cuntlips. "Oh, Harry, suck her cunt!" she 
gasped, bucking up and down on her boyfriend's deeply 
imbedded cock. "Lick her pussy, Harry! Uhhh! Tongue fuck 
her gooooood! Tracey loves to have her hot cunt sucked... 
and Dean loves blow-jobs... Merlin, let's fuck and suck till we 
drop!" 

"I'm with you, Daph!" replied Dean, grinding his cock into 
his girlfriend's cuntmound, "I don't know about Harry, but I 
could fuck you and Trace all friggin' day!" 



Daphne trembled at the delightful thought. “We can, baby! 
Hermione will be arriving soon, we'll fuck some more!" 


A lewd grin crossed Dean's handsome young face as he 
flexed his hips and rammed his cock into his girlfriend's 
well-lubricated snatch. “And she sure will join us, Daph!" he 
smiled, knowing how much his girlfriend loved telling him 
about Hermione and her doing nasty things. “And you love 
spending time with her!" 

“I bet she would, wouldn't you, Daph?" Dean continued, 
punctuating each word with a powerful stabs of his prick 
into his girlfriend's eager cunt. 

“Ohhhh, Merlin's fucking balls, yesssss! I'd love it, baby!" 
panted Daphne, trying to catch her breath, “I'd lov...uhhhh! 
Merlin, that's nice! I'd love to fuck with hery... Oooooh!" She 
let out a loud moan and thrust her pussy up at him, clasping 
her boyfriend's thick cock with her cunt muscles, holding 
him deep up inside her rippling vagina. “Ahhggghh, Daph, 
baby! You're so fuckin' tight down there when you do that!" 
Daphne smiled to herself. She might be his girlfriend, but 
let's see his the other witches do that! 

Dean liked it, she could tell. He began to throw his cock into 
her cunt like there was no tomorrow. Daphne clung to her 
boyfriend's muscular shoulders, returning as good as she 
got, fucking him back, stroke for stroke. They made savage 
love, spurred on by the excitement that always took over 
their coupling. 

Next to them on the bed, Harry had his tongue firmly 
planted inside Tracey's delicious cunt. Her smooth, tanned 
back was arched, pressing her open cunt firmly onto his 
mouth. Harry sucked Tracey's tender cuntflesh into his 
mouth and licked deep into her juicy hole, causing the 



redhead's hips to twist and writhe in time with his delving 
tongue. He used his tongue like a cock, fucking it in and out 
of her clinging cunt, swirling it around her clit, only to dip 
down and lap hungrily at her leaking pussy juices once 
more. 

“Oooh, lick it, lick it all up! Mmm, Harry, suck my cunt! Suck 
me off., suck my cunt off and make me come! I wanna come 
in your mouth, Harry!" Tracey grabbed the back of his head, 
pulling him hard into her gash, squeezing her hot thighs 
against his cheeks. Harry gasped as his tongue wallowed in 
her wet, deliciously cunt. The hot redhead's juices tasted 
like honey on his tongue, and he slurped them up hungrily. 
Beside them. Dean was fucking his girlfriend with a passion 
he'd never known before, his thick cock almost a blur as it 
slammed in and out of her upthrust cunt, the force of each 
blow making her tits jiggle like jelly on a plate. 

Daphne couldn't believe it, her virile boyfriend was giving 
her the fuck of her life! She'd thought for sure that Dean 
would come as soon as he slid his cock into the tight, wet 
sheath of her pussy, but he had surprised her. The gryff's 
huge, bloated prick felt like it was splitting her in two as he 
slammed into her cunt, screwing her long and hard, not 
even pausing to catch his breath. Daphne loved it, she loved 
every cunt-pounding second of it! 

"Oooh, yes! Uhhh! Fuck me hard, baby! Huhhhhh! Fuck my 
hot cunt as hard as you can! Ohhhhhhhhhhh, give it to me 
good. Dean!" 

Harry heard his ex's wanton cry and it drove him crazy with 
excitement. He clutched at the twisting cheeks of Tracey's 
hot ass and slithered his tongue as deeply as possible into 
the redhead's quivering cunthole. The way her eager pussy 
grabbed and squeezed at his tongue was like nothing he'd 



experienced before. She felt so good, Harry couldn't wait to 
ram his cock into her tight, squirming cunt. Shivers of 
uncontrollable lust coursed through his body as he ate her 
juice-filled twat. “Ooooooowww, Harry! I want your cock!" 
moaned Tracey, pulling at him. "I can't wait! I want you to 
fuck me, Harry...fuck me like Dean's fucking Daph!" 

Harry's cock was like hard steel by this time, just aching for 
the sexy redhead's tight, hot pussy. Rolling over on his back, 
he hauled her supple body on top of him. Tracey knelt 
astride him, positioning her dripping cunt over his throbbing 
pinnacle of flesh. She leaned forward, reaching down 
between her open thighs to place the head of his cock into 
her flooded gash, rubbing it once or twice through the juicy, 
pink flesh of her slit. As she did so, her full round tits 
brushed against his bare chest, her hard nipples burning his 
flesh like twin firebrands. Harry's enormous prick twitched 
strongly in her hand as Tracey attempted to stuff the huge 
fleshy pole into her heated pussy. 

The large, purple cockhead slipped inside her cunt with an 
audible 'plop', as Tracey lowered her pussy down onto his 
prick. "Ohhhh, that's fantastic!" whimpered Tracey, "Is my 
pussy tight on your cock Harry? Ummm! I bet it's the 
hottest, tightest cunt ever!" 

"Oh, yeah!" Harry groaned as he felt the redhead's tight, hot 
pussylips stretch and slide down over his thick prick. His 
hands grasped and spread the cheeks of her firm ass, pulling 
her cunt savagely onto his upthrust cock. Once the delicious 
penetration was complete, Tracey began to move her hips 
up and down with increasing tempo. Harry was beside 
himself. "Fuck me, Tracey! Ahhhhh, baby, bounce that pussy 
up and down on my cock!" 



“I will, Harry!” Tracey squealed, "Ohhhh, Merlin! Look at it 
going into my tight cunt! It's so biiiig! Uhhhhhh! Uhhhh! 
Fuck me!” 

Daphne glanced over at her bestfriend just in time to see 
Tracey begin to fuck herself up and down on Harry's 
glistening cock in earnest. "Ram it to him, honey!” squealed 
Daphne, as she thrust her own horny cunt up onto her 
boyfriend's cock with wild wicked lunges. "We'll show these 
two gryffs! Let's show them what hot cunts we've got... what 
hungry mouths we have!” 

"And assholes, Daph!” Tracey gurgled, bouncing and 
wiggling as wildly as her bestfriend. Tracey grabbed one of 
Daphne's jiggling tits. "Don't forget our hot assholes, Daph!” 

"Never!” Daphne cried out, grinding her pussy on her 
boyfriend's cock. "Ohhhhh, I'm going to come... I can't 
wait!” 

Harry watched Daphne's juicing cunt swallow Dean's cock to 
the hilt as she ground her clit savagely against the base of 
her boyfriend's cock. He was coming too! The sight of his ex 
being well and truly fucked by her own boyfriend, combined 
with the incredible tightness of Tracy's cunt on his cock, was 
just too much for him. He gripped Tracey's thrashing hips 
and fucked his prick deeply into her pussy. "Take it all, 
Tracey!” he shouted, "I'm cumming in your hot cunt, baby!” 

"Yes, yes, Harry! It's so hot! I'm... ohhhh, feel me coming, 
Harry!” 

Dean felt Daphne's contractions clasp his cock and arched 
his back, gushing cum into his girlfriend's gripping cunt... 
Harry filled Tracey's bouncing pussy as the hot redhead 
came too, screaming with ecstasy. The room was filled with 



loud satisfied moans as the four collapsed onto the bed in a 
tangled heap of naked, sweaty bodies. 


After they had time to catch their breaths, Harry looked over 
at his ex. “Did you mean what you said before, Daph?" he 
asked. 

Daphne looked puzzled. “What was it I said, Harry?" she 
replied rolling over onto her back. 

“You know... about loving to fuck Mione. Did you really mean 
it?" 


Daphne knew she often said a lot of crazy things while she 
was being fucked, mostly in the heat of the moment. But, 
the more she thought about it, the more she realized that 
she really did loved when Hermione was in the same bed 
with her. The kinky bookworm sure had some crazy ideas. 

“What about Hermione?" piped up Dean. He had slid a hand 
up between Tracey's partly open thighs and was gently 
stroking her gaping slit. 

Tracey pressed his fingers into her cunt-mound and 
pretended to scold him. A faint smile crinkled the corners of 
her pretty mouth, hiding the twinge of jealousy in her voice. 
“What about Mione? Aren't Daph and I already enough for 
you to handle, lover boy?" 

“Don't be silly. Trace!" said Dean, slipping a finger into her 
tight slit. “I've got more than enough cock for both of you," 
he boasted. “It's just that with me and her never doing IT... I 
kind of really want to fuck her too... since Harry already did 
you both... you know... equal the score?" 

“You just want to fuck every pussy there is, don't you? You 
horny devil!" laughed Daphne. She wrapped her hand 



around his half-hard cock and it sprang to attention almost 
immediately under the pressure of her long, slim fingers. 

“You keep that up Daph, and I'll show you just how much!" 
groaned Dean. Daphne smiled as she realized that her 
boyfriend hadn't been boasting at all! The way his hard cock 
was throbbing powerfully in her hand, convinced her that he 
could indeed take on all the pussy they could offer him, and 
still be ready for more. She kissed him as a sudden wave of 
desire spread over her trembling body. 

Tracey grabbed Harry's cock. Unlike Dean's, it had wilted 
almost completely, and Tracey began to massage it gently 
with her fingers, eager for him to get it up again. She began 
to move her fist harder up and down on Harry's lengthening 
cock, and ran her other hand up between her bestfriend's 
thighs. 

Daphne smiled as her bestriend's fingers entered her slimy, 
cum-filled cunt. But Tracey had more in mind than pleasing 
her bestfriend, she wanted what her bestfriend was holding 
in her hands... Dean's stiff, throbbing prick! “Wanna swap 
cocks, Daph?" asked the redhead hopefully. Daphne looked 
at Harry's dick, growing slowly but surely under Tracey's 
fingers. She suddenly realized that she hadn't had her 
brother's cock inside her mouth yet, and it sure looked like it 
needed a good suck right about now. 

“Ok, Trace!" Daphne readily agreed. The two witches quickly 
exchanged places... pouncing on the other's cock like 
starving animals. Daphne quickly had Harry's prick covered 
in saliva and rock hard. Dean grabbed Tracey and positioned 
her in front of him, on all fours, his huge cock nudging 
against her heated crotch. “Oh,Merlin, Dean! Fuck me! Put 
that big fat prick in my cunt and screw me till I come all over 
it, love!" 



'This what you want, Trace!" teased Dean, rubbing his rock- 
hard erection back and forth through her drooling cuntslit. 
Tracey rocked her slim hips backwards and forwards, 
squirming against him with mounting frustration. "Ohh! 
Merlin, Dean! Just put it in and fuck me! Don't play around... 

I can't wait any longer... pleeeeease!" 

Dean enjoyed it when the hot redhead begged for his cock. 

It made him feel so superior, and he played it out for as long 
as possible, knowing it turned Tracey on too, whether she 
admitted it or not. "That's it, you cunt... beg for it!" 
whispered Dean as he bent over her back to nuzzle at her 
soft, creamy neck. "Tell us how much you want it. Trace! Tell 
Daph and Harry how much you love my big cock!" 

"Uhhhhh! Oh, Merlin! Deannn! I can't stand it! Please fuck 
me! Please, fuck my hot cunt with your prick! Ohh, Fuck!" 
Dean thrust his cock into Tracey's sopping slit from behind, 
burying the entire length in the redhead's cunthole with one 
sudden, powerful jab. 

"Uhhhhhhh! Fuck, Dean, it's so big! You're splitting me wide 
open!" screamed the redhead as her lover's cock plowed 
into her tight pussyslit. Dean ignored her screams and 
grasped her ass with both hands, ramming his prick into her, 
fucking this hot slytherin with the long, hard strokes he 
knew she liked. Tracey's frantic cries turned quickly into 
moans of pleasure as her experienced lover began to grind 
his cockshaft against her clitoris, rubbing deliciously over 
the hard, pulsating, little nub, with every stroke. Tracey's 
firm, full, round tits jiggled beneath her, and her slender 
body bounced back and forth with every thrust of her lover's 
powerful hips. Daphne lifted her mouth from Harry's erect 
cock. 



“Merlin, Harry! Will you look at that! He's fucking her like a 
goddamn bull!" gasped Daphne, watching her boyfriend's 
gleaming shaft plunge in and out of her bestfriend's tightly- 
stretched cunt. 

Harry stared at Dean and Tracey with a look of amazement. 
Tracey had her slim body arched like a bow, and she was 
hunching her hips backwards against her lover's massive 
thrusts, taking everything he could throw at her, yet eager 
for more! 

“Oh, I sure know how that feels!" muttered Harry, reaching 
out to fondle one of Tracey's hanging breasts. Daphne 
returned her mouth to her ex's cock and sucked it deep into 
her throat, determined to get him hard enough to fuck her 
again. 

With Daphne's mouth on his prick and Tracey's firm, round 
tit in his hand, it wasn't long before Harry was more than 
ready to fuck his cock-hungry ex. 

“Roll over and spread your legs, Daph!" he growled, “I've 
gotta fuck you, nowwwwww!" 

Daphne moaned with excitement and let go of Harry's 
rampant cock. With a small cry, she dropped onto her back, 
spread her long creamy legs and pulled her knees up until 
her cunt gaped obscenely before him, wide open and ready 
for some serious fucking, wanton invitation flashing deep 
within her smouldering blue eyes. Harry fell on top of her. 
Wasting no time whatsoever on preliminaries, he simply 
rammed his cock into Daphne's cunt with a single mighty 
lunge and began fucking her as fast and as hard as he could. 

This was the scene that greeted Seamus's eyes as he 
returned to the bedroom. He went downstairs earlier when 
every body was recuperating to bring back something to 



drink. But when he came back, Dean and Tracy were 
screwing like two dogs in heat and, next them. Daphne was 
on her back with her legs in the air, being well and truly 
fucked by Harry. Seamus's prick began to rise as he watched 
them, and he almost forgot that he had to tell them 
something he found out when he was downstairs. He moved 
towards the bed, his stiffening cock grasped tightly in his 
hand. 

"I hate to break this up, you guys, but Hermione just fired 
called and said she'd be bringing someone with her in about 
fifthteen minutes," said Seamus, sitting down on the bed 
next to Dean and Tracey. 

Harry and Daphne were so engrossed in their wild primeval- 
fuck, that they hardly heard him. Tracey looked up and saw 
Seamus' thick prick only inches from her face. 

"Fifthteen minutes is plenty of time for me to suck you off, 
love!" moaned the horny redhead, staring expectantly at her 
boyfriend's throbbing cock. 

Seamus knelt in front of her and shoved his dick into his 
girlfriend's open mouth. 

"Ok, you horny bitch!" he growled, getting into the mood of 
things. "Suck my cock while Dean fucks your hot cunt!" 

Tracey sucked her boyfriend like a demon, taking him deep 
into her throat until his swollen balls smacked against her 
chin. Seamus reached under and squeezed his girlfriend's 
tits with both hands, fucking his cock into her hot, wet 
mouth with long, rapid strokes. 

"Ohhhh, Tracey! Suck it! Suck my cock, love!" moaned 
Seamus, his hand pressing at the back of his girlfriend's 
head. 



Tracey was on 'cloud nine', she had two cocks to give her 
pleasure. But the pleasure wasn't just doubled, it was 
multiplied a thousand times over. She was fucking the two 
wizards she loved the most, at the same time! She couldn't 
wait to feel the double dose of hot seed fill both her mouth, 
and her cunt! Tracey had been right, fifthteen minutes was 
plenty of time for her to suck her boyfriend off! He came just 
as Dean dumped his thick, creamy load up her spasming, 
quivering cunt... and Tracey got two hot loads at once! Harry 
and Daphne were only seconds behind the others, and as 
Daphne locked her legs around his heaving hips, Harry came 
violently, pumping jet after scalding jet of creamy, boyling 
sperm into his ex-girlfriend's wildly bucking snatch. 

They had a good two minutes to cast some scourgifies and 
get dressed, before they heard the Knight Bus boom in front 
of the house, bringing Hermione and the other guest 
Seamus forgot to ask who it was... 

Turned out to be Fleur Delacour... 


Chapter 40 - Prefects Tower 

On this second Saturday morning of his sixth school year, 
Harry Potter woke up feeling horny - and with a huge hard- 
on to prove it. The bedsheets were lifted up over his loins as 
if raised on a tentpole. He grinned. Having a hard-on was no 
hardship at all, since his hot girlfriend, Hermione, was in bed 
beside him, naked. 

He glanced at her. She was asleep, but even in repose her 
lovely face was lustful. She had high cheekbones and a 
wide, sensual slash of a mouth. Her eyes were closed. When 
they opened, they would be misty brown. 




Harry gently drew the covers down and leaned up on one 
elbow, admiring her body. 


She was dark and sultry and shapely. Her tits thrust up in 
perfect spheres, capped by the stiff, rosy peaks of her perky 
nipples. Harry's mouth watered at the sight. His gaze slid 
down her slender stomach and gently rounded belly. Her 
cunt-vee was a tangled thicket of raven-dark brown hair 
spreading out wide from her groin. 

Her legs were long and lovely. They were closed, at the 
moment, but Harry knew that the cunt between them was a 
hot, juicy fuck-box. 

He wondered how much fuck-juice he had pumped into her 
pussy since they started fucking. 

He also wondered if anyone else had. He was sure Blaise did 
it regularly. Others... well... that was another story. Their 
relationship was like that. They fucked around who ever and 
whenever they wanted. The idea of his girlfriend screwing 
other wizards didn't really trouble him. The slight twinge of 
jealousy he felt only made him hornier and want to fuck her 
harder and more vigorously. 

He looked at her for a while, his stiff cock throbbing in 
response. As she breathed with regularity, her delectable tits 
gently rose and fell. 

Harry leaned down and kissed a taut titty tip, then kissed 
the other. He licked them very softly, then sucked one into 
his lips and nursed on it. 

The sensitive bud swelled and pulsed. 

Hermione smiled slightly in her slumber. 



Harry's head moved from mound to mound as he mouthed 
both nipples in turn. 

"Ummmm," she whimpered. 

He looked up at her face and saw that her eyes were still 
closed, although the lids had begun to flutter. He wondered 
if she were dreaming. 

He worked on her tits for some time, moving between them. 
He licked the globes and ran his tongue up through her 
deep, smooth cleavage. Then he suckled on the tips again, 
very gently, not awakening her. 

Her legs shifted, parting. 

Harry's prick was pounding like a jackhammer, sending him 
urgent messages, demanding to be sunk up her cunt-gash. 
But he was in no hurry. Harry was a thoughtful lover who 
enjoyed lingering over the preliminaries, giving her plenty of 
foreplay before he stuffed her. 

He was happy that it was a Saturday morning and no prefect 
duties to attend to. 

Oh, yeah. He was the gryffindor prefect now... together with 
Hermione... thanks to the many complains against Weasley. 
And now, that they were sixth years, they could live in the 
Prefects Tower. Together. In the same dormroom... if they 
wanted... and they could stay in bed as long as they liked. 

He thought they might fuck until noon, if some of the other 
two prefects on the floor didn't bother them. 

The slytherin sixth year prefect. Pansy Parkinson was 
enjoying spying on her next door dormroom ocupants very 
much. The two gryffindor prefects sure kept her wake over 



the last two weeks of school because they were so busy to 
fuck, that they forgot to put up the silencing charm. 
Bastards! 

She was also a dreadful peeper. 

At the moment, Pansy was kneeling in the hallway, under a 
Disillusionment Charm, her eye pressed to the keyhole. The 
naughty vixen has often pecked into the next door 
dormroom over the last week on her way to the bathroom 
and sometimes - like today - she struck it lucky. 

She wasn't dressed yet this morning and was wearing only a 
flimsy nightgown. Her nipples were poking out in stiff peaks 
against the silky black material as she became aroused by 
what she was looking at. 

She slid one hand up under the hem and stroked her sleek 
inner thigh. Then she cupped her hand over her smoldering 
cunt, rubbing herself sensually. 

But she wasn't trying to cream off yet. 

The slytherin wanted to save her own cuming until she had 
watched Harry fuck Hermione. 

In fact, she wished that her handsome, well hung yearmate 
would give her a fuck, too. But she knew that would never 
happen, since he was Hermione's boyfriend. 

Her pussy was bubbling over, a pool of cuntjuice forming in 
her palm. Her clit was tingling frantically. But she resisted 
the impulse to trig herself off and waited, watching through 
the keyhole in fascination. 

Hermione was beginning to stir restlessly, as her boyfriend 
fondled her tenderly. 



Harry, his head cradled to her tits, slid a hand down her slim 
belly. The heel of his hand rested on her cunt-gash and his 
fingers dipped into her groin. 

Her cunt was soaking wet and sizzling hot. Harry stirred his 
fingers in her gooey cunt-gash and stroked her fiery clit. 

Her pussy felt so tantalizing that the thoughtful gryffindor 
decided to eat her out for a while, before he fucked her. He 
wondered if he could make her cream with his tongue 
without waking her up. The idea of giving Hermione a wet 
dream was very exciting. 

He began to lick down her tummy, dipping his tongue into 
her belly button, then shifting lower. He lapped at the silken 
tangle of her cunt-bush. 

Holy shit. Pansy thought. 

Harry's gonna suck Hermione's cunt! 

The prospect sent lances of lust lashing through her loins 
and her cunt steamed in her hand. She was so hot now that 
she thought her palm might blister as her boiling cunt-oils 
seeped from her slot. 

She was plucking at her titty tips with her other hand, 
pulling and rolling the vibrant nubs. Her tongue slid back 
and forth across her sensual mouth, as if she were emulating 
the licking that Harry was about to give Hermione. She 
envied her. How lucky the gryffindor witch was to have a 
cunt-lapping boyfriend. And, in a strange way that she really 
didn't understand, she kind of envied Harry, too. 


Pansy was certainly not a lesbian. 



But she had to admit that the thought of sucking a cunt was 
very exciting. 

Harry ran his tongue slowly up the damp inside of 
Hermione's smooth thigh. He switched over and licked 
lightly up the other leg, pausing just short of her crotch. 

His nostrils flared as he inhaled, breathing in the pungent 
perfume of hot cunt. 

The fragrance tantalized him, whetting his appetite and 
making him drool. 

His hands slid up and he cupped her flanks, lifting her pelvis 
up higher. She whimpered softly. He was looking hungrily at 
her fuck-slot. 

Her cunt-lips were unfurled like the petals of a fleshy pink 
blossom. Her open slot was flooded with cunt-cream. Her 
stiff clit stuck out like a stump in a swamp. Her pussy looked 
scrumptious - and he knew damned well that it was. He 
stared at the feast like a glutton at a banquet. 

His eager tongue slid out and he flicked it against her 
tingling clit. She sighed and squirmed. Her loins moved 
languidly as he licked her, and her tits loomed up as her 
breathing got heavier. 

Harry lapped her clit, then ran his tongue up her parted 
pussy-lips, attentively, paying attention to the details. He 
nibbled and nursed on her clit then fluttered his tongue 
against it again. That sensitive little pink nugget was 
starting to vibrate like a tuning fork. 

Harry raised his head and gazed up, seeing that Hermione 
was still sleeping, but she was panting now and her 
eyelashes were fluttering. 



He slid back down and wedged his tongue up into her cunt- 
hole. He dipped it in and out, tongue-fucking her cunt as he 
clamped his parted lips around it. He was French kissing her 
cunt as if it were a bearded mouth. “Oooooh!” she moaned. 

Her eyes opened. For moment she looked puzzled by the 
delightful sensations in her groin. Then she realized that 
Harry's head was down there. 

She smiled lasciviously. 

Harry grinned back at her, rising up, cuntjuice streaking his 
chin and lips. 

“Don't stop, love," she sighed. 

Harry dove on her pussy again. Now that she was awake, he 
began to suck her more energetically. Hermione jerked her 
loins up, mopping her cunt against his mouth. 

The flow from her fuck-hole was getting hotter and thicker 
and creamier as his skillful sucking and tonguing brought 
her surging toward the crest. 

“Cum, love - cream for me!" he moaned, the words muffled 
in her groin. 

Her face turned from side to side, dark hair spilling like ink 
over the pillow. Her face was a mask of lust now. She arched 
her slender back, hips jolting, ass churning. Her lush thighs 
wrapped around his head for a moment, holding him in a 
scissor grip, then she threw them wide open again, kicking 
in the air behind his back. 

Waves of sensation sped across her loins and shot up her 
thighs like lightning bolts. The waves were cumming faster 
and peaking higher, starting to merge into one tidal crest. 



Her clit exploded like a blasting cap, setting off a secondary 
explosion in the core of her cunt. 

Harry's tongue stabbed in and his lips sucked on the rim. 
Cunt-cum spilled past his lips, filling his mouth. He gulped it 
down, mouthing for more. Milky tides gushed from her cunt- 
gash, lathering her groin and seeping down into the tight 
crack of her ass. 

She cried out at the highest peak, thrashing wildly, clinging 
there at the apex for long moments. 

Then she sank back on the bed, a dreamy and contented 
smile on her lips. Harry kept on plating her pussy, sucking 
out the dregs of her cumming from her slot and dipping his 
tongue in to spoon out the residue. 

He ducked lower and tongued the overflow out from the cleft 
of her ass, then took another slurp on her cunt. Hermione 
reached down and stroked his bead lovingly. 

“That was lovely," she purred. He was concentrating on 
sucking her clit now, getting her worked up again. “Fuck me 
now, Harry!" she moaned. That was what he wanted to hear. 
And so did their peeper... 

Pansy had been trying to hold back, but she had been 
unable to control her loins. When she saw Hermione's cunt 
start to spill the cum-cream into Harry's mouth, her own 
cunt had melted on her hand. 

Her cum poured out lavishly. 

She rubbed away and pulled on her clit, frigging herself 
through the corn spasms. Her orgasm seemed connected 
with Hermione's and they went off at the same pace, 
peaking and then ebbing simultaneously. 



stimulated via her peeper's eyes, Pansy's cumming had 
been very satisfactory. 

But her cunt was still tingling and the naughty slytherin 
witch knew that she would have no trouble cumming a 
second time, as long as she had something to look at. 

Harry was belly-down on the bed, his face still in his 
girlfriend's groin. His iron-hard cock was like a crowbar, 
levering down into the bed so firmly that it was heaving his 
ass up like a boulder turned from the soil. 

He raised his head then, jaws dripping. 

"Fuck me silly, love!" Hermione whined. She loved to get 
sucked off, certainly, but once she had been milked by a 
mouth she always liked to get a cuntful of cock-meat and to 
have her juices replenished by a load of jizz. 

Harry moved up, wriggling, licking back up her torso, 
retracing the path that had led him to her pussy. He lingered 
over her tits for a few moments, licking and nursing on the 
vibrant peaks. 

Watching this. Pansy felt her own nipples shoot out like high 
caliber bullets. She began to play with them, wishing that 
someone were sucking on them. Her clit began to simmer 
again and her cunt was starting to steam once more. 

That randy slytherin wanted to get sucked and fucked - and 
the sooner, the better. She was popular and knew she would 
have no trouble finding a boy to service her. 

But it would have to wait. 

There was no way that Pansy, the voyeur, was going to leave 
that keyhole yet. 



Harry shifted higher and kissed Hermione passionately on 
her sensual mouth. He licked her lips, then thrust his tongue 
into her mouth. 

She sucked on it, tasting her own cunt-nectar an his nimble 
tongue. It was no wonder that Harry liked to eat her out, she 
thought. Cunt cum was scrumptious. 

He hovered over her, feeding her a tongue sandwich. They 
were slobbering and panting into each other's open mouth 
as they French kissed, swapping tongues and saliva. 

His hips jerked and the head of his massive cock nudged 
into her soaking cunt-slot. 

“Ummmm," she sighed, feeling that huge, meaty slab flare 
and throb in her pussy-portals. 

He worked his cock muscles, making the knob pulsate. He 
stirred that fat wedge around in her cunt like a spoon 
whisking in a heated honeypot. 

“Give it to me, Harry," Hermione whined, into his mouth. 
“Stuff it up me - all of it!" 

He began to inch in very slowly. 

His cock-head vanished. Her cunt-lips closed in a tight collar 
around his stalk. 

He pushed another inch up her. 

She bridged sinuously. Her cunt-sleeve was sucking on his 
prick, dragging him deeper. Harry didn't have to hump - her 
tight cunt was sucking him in. 



Half of his prick was in her now. The lower segment stuck out 
between them like a pipeline connecting his cumbags to her 
fuck-box. The dark veins were writhing up the underside of 
his cock-shaft. 

Then he gave a vigorous lurch and buried his cock to the 
hairy hilt. His balls swung in and slapped against the curve 
of her upthrust ass like the clappers of a meaty bell, making 
a dull, solid thud. 

“Ahhhhh!” she moaned. 

He held the full penetration for a few moments, savoring the 
sensation of having every inch of his thundering prick 
enveloped in hot, wet, clinging fuck-hole and letting 
Hermione thrill to the joy of having her tunnel of lust stuffed 
to the brim with cock-meat. 

His knob was throbbing in the depths of her fuck-box, like a 
smoldering ember, and his long, thick shaft was levering up 
the length of her chute. It felt as if she had a heated 
branding iron stuck up her pussy. 

Her pliable pussy-walls clamped around him, molding her 
tube to the outline of his cock like wax melted around a red- 
hot poker, congealing to the contours. 

Her cunt muscles began to ripple. 

The inner rings contracted in a series of circles, running up 
his prick from the root to the knob, as if she were frigging 
him off inside her fuck-box. 

Harry groaned at the sensation. 

He wouldn't have to hump at all, if he chose not to. Her 
talented cunt would just jerk him off while he held his stalk 



buried to the hilt. 


But then Hermione began to move in a slow, steady fucking 
motion on his stationary cock-stalk. 

She pulled her pussy up and pushed it down, frigging on two 
or three inches of cock-shaft. 

Harry began to plunge in, meeting her movements in 
counterpoint. He slammed up her cunt as she shoved down. 
Her hips twisted as he withdrew, so that her cunt-hole was 
winding around his cock like a nut on a bolt. 

The friction was so intense that she thought that her 
smoldering cunt might suddenly burst into flames - except 
that it was far too wet to burn. 

His cock hissed up her steadily. As that fat plunger plugged 
her socket, cunt-juice oozed out from her slot, soaking her 
crotch so creamily that it looked as if someone had spilled a 
milkshake into her lap. 

“Fuck,” she rasped, defining the action rather than urging it. 
She said it on each lustful plunge. "Fuck - fuck - fuck!” she 
whimpered repeatedly. 

His cock sank in, pulled out glistening with her juices, 
plowed back up her fuck-box frantically. His cumbags swung 
in. 

Those huge balls were so full of corn now that they were 
rolling heavily. When they slapped against her ass, she could 
feel the jism tide shifting inside them and almost hear the 
gooey stuff sloshing around. 

Her fuck-hole gripped him firmly on the backstroke, so that 
he had to yank back hard against the suction of her cunt. 



Her cunt-lips distended, clinging to his sliding cock-shaft so 
that he was damned near pulling her pussy inside out. 

Hermione called out in her rapture, gulping and gasping and 
whimpering. He was rattling her bones on his savage 
strokes, making her whole curvaceous body tremble and 
vibrate. He pounded in so deep that she almost thought his 
cock-head was going to come out of her mouth. 

She threw her legs around his haunches, thighs clamping on 
his hips. Her heels locked behind him, then drummed on the 
cheeks of his cork-screwing ass. She was riding him from 
below, matching his furious pace with equal vigor. 

“Fuck me silly - oooooh - pound my pussy to fucking jelly, 
love - fuck my ass off!" she wailed. 

His cock came out slathered with woman juice and plunged 
back in violently, transfixing her loins on the steely spike. 

His cumbags rolled in like bowling balls, so full of fuck-juice 
now that they were no longer swinging freely. 

His piss-hole was starting to dribble. 

Hermione could feel the hot pre-cum seep into her cunt and 
she whimpered in anticipation of his load. Now his cock was 
coming out glistening with both of their creamy sap. The fat 
stalk was coated with cunt-cum and that milky film was shot 
through with streaks of preliminary jizz, threads of spunk 
that were thicker than her pussy-juice, forming a viscous 
filigree in her goo. 

“Shoot, Harry - shoot up me!" she gasped. Pansy was as 
eager to see Harry unload his lust as Hermione was to feel it 
hose her fuck-box. 



The slytherin had bunched all four fingers together in a 
cock-shaped bundle and she was ramming them up her 
fuck-hole steadily, wishing that they were a real prick - 
wishing that her hand was capable of cumming. 

As she finger-fucked herself with one hand, she massaged 
her clit with the other. The double-handed action was 
bringing her surging to another crest. 

She clung just under the peak, waiting for Harry to juice off 
before she creamed. The sight was driving the naughty 
slytherin crazy with lust. 

Harry began to buck convulsively. 

He was braced on his knees and driving in like a piston, 
buffeting Hermione around on his cock. His belly slapped on 
hers, then sucked away. He held her by the hips, shaking 
and twisting her loins as he pumped into her. He was 
shoveling his cock up her so furiously now that it was merely 
a slimy blur as it went in and out. 

He cried out at the crest. 

“Yeah - yeah - hose me!” Hermione wailed. Crouched at the 
keyhole. Pansy thought that she could actually hear the 
whooshing sound of Harry's spunk as it rocketed up his 
shaft, then the solid splash as the stuff foamed into 
Hermione's fuck-hole. 

He pounded away, shooting on every thrust. Hermione's 
fuck-box filled with jizz and her cunt-cum oozed out to blend 
with it. Their combined cream dribbled like paste from her 
slot as he plugged her full. 

Watching Harry pouring the spunk so abundantly into 
Hermione, Pansy melted on her thrusting fingers. Her thighs 



rippled as she rose and fell, riding her hand as if she had 
been squatting on a rampant prick. 

And how she wished that she was! 

She frigged herself through the racing spasms of her 
cumming, timing it to match Hermione and Harry. She 
gradually slowed down, as they did. 

Harry began to falter, then stopped moving. Hermione 
squirmed under him for another moment, then held him 
tightly, her legs locked around his haunches and her arms 
around his shoulders. Her belly was glued to his, her tits 
tight to his chest. 

As they stopped jerking together. Pansy stopped ramming 
her fingers up her pussy. Harry's prick was still stuck up 
Hermione's cunt-gash, and Pansy left her bunched fingers 
knuckle-deep up her cunt-hole. 

For a few moments this performer-audience tableau 
remained motionless, the players melted together as if their 
bodies had fused in the heat of their fucking and the 
watcher frozen in fascination at the keyhole. 

Then Harry slowly pulled his prick out of Hermione's pussy, 
as it had gone in, inch by inch. 

His cock-head lodged in her cunt-slot for a moment, then 
came slipping out. His cock was semi-soft now, but still 
impressive, a fat, meaty coil looped from his loins. 

Hermione lay sprawled out, her legs apart. Her vacated cunt- 
slot was gaping open, as if the elastic walls were retaining 
the outline of that thick cock-stalk that had just been 
molded in her cunt. The pink oval of her pussy was flooded 
with fuck-juice and cunt-cum. 



Pansy gazed longingly at Harry's cock. Soaked and slathered 
from Hermione's cunthole, his cock-meat looked 
scrumptious. 

Her gaze shifted to Hermione's groin. 

Gaping open and all swampy with their mingled slime, 
Hermione's pussy looked delicious, too. 

Pansy drew her fingers out of her cunt and held them up to 
her face. They were drenched with her cunt-nectar, pearly 
ribbons running down her digits and a milky pool welled up 
in her palm. 

Pansy's tongue pushed out and she ran it up the length of 
her fingers, tasting her juice. 

It was yummy. Pansy's tastebuds sparked and tingled as 
they registered the succulence of slytherin goo. 

She looked through the keyhole again, gazing yearningly at 
Harry's big cock and balls. 

Then she pushed her bunched fingers into the oval of her 
panting lips and sucked on them, pretending that they were 
a prick - a prick that had just come dripping from a well- 
creamed fuck-box. 

She looked through the keyhole again. This time she gazed 
at Hermione's pussy. Sucking her own cunt-juice from her 
fingers, she made believe that she was tasting Hermione's 
cunt milk from Harry's cock. 

She tilted her hand and lapped up the pool of cunt-cum out 
of her palm, purring like a hungry kitten drinking from a 
saucer of cream. 



Her fevered fantasies were driving her wild. She wished that 
the gryffindors would fuck or suck again, so that she could 
frig, while she looked on. She'd already cum twice, but mere 
hand-jobs weren't doing a satisfactory job on this 
memorable occasion. 

Gumming by hand only made her hornier. But it seemed that 
the action in the gryffindors bedroom had come to a halt, for 
the moment. 

Harry and Hermione were snuggled up lovingly, but they 
were cuddling in contentment. Pansy guessed that they 
would need time to rest before they balled again. 

And now they had turned onto their sides, embracing. Pansy 
could no longer see anything more interesting than the 
curve of Hermione's ass. 

Still, it was a delightful ass. Pansy drew her saliva-soaked 
fingers up through the crack of her own trim ass and nudged 
a fingertip into her shit-hole. Then she brought her hand 
back to her mouth and tasted her tangy and flavorsome 
asshole, licking and then jabbing the digits in and out of her 
moist lips. 

She was tempted to finger-fuck herself again. But then she 
thought that maybe after they had rested, Hermione and 
Harry might screw again and she decided to save her next 
creaming so that, if she were lucky, she could once more 
cum with them. 

With time to kill, she figured that she would go to see what's 
up with Draco. Maybe have some fun with him. They weren't 
hitched, but on occasions... they were very... compatible... 


Draco Malfoy, sixth year slytherin prefect and the only other 
ocupant of this floor, was in his dormroom at the other end 



of the corridor, getting ready to go to the great hall for 
breakfast. He started to get up from his bed, intending to 
get dressed. But then he dropped back, thrown off balance 
by the weight and size of his hard-on. 

Draco hadn't emptied his balls since the night before - a 
lengthy period for the potent lad - and his stiff prick was 
levering awkwardly in his pajama pants and his cumbags 
felt like basketballs between his thighs. After he'd drained it 
off once and reduced the pressure, he would be more 
comfortable as he proceeded downstairs to breakfast. 

Squirming down to the edge of the bed, he opened his 
pajama pants. 

He wasn't wearing any underwear under his tight pants as 
they were pulled down, his cock came springing out from his 
fly like a rocket. 

It snapped straight up, quivering with tension. Draco gazed 
down, admiring his cock-meat. He knew from the locker 
room that he was well endowed. 

Pansy could see that, too... 

Heading for his room, with the delightful flavor of her own 
pussy-juice lingering on her tastebuds and her cunt 
steaming and squishing between her slender thighs as she 
moved. Pansy opened his door carefull not to wake her 
housemate, still wearing the Disillusionment Charm... but 
she came to a dead halt when she saw that her housemate 
was sitting there with his cock jutting out. 

She blinked in surprise. 

Then she smiled happily, figuring that she was about to get 
another visual treat. 



She closed the door and still disillusioned, she glued her 
back against the door she just... very carefull... closed, her 
eyes glued to his cock and balls. 

Draco had reached into his pajama pants and hauled his 
cumbags out now, revealing all of his sex tackle. 

He was hung almost as heavy as Harry! The horny slytherin 
witch had to stifle a little squeal of delight as she played the 
peeper again. 

Draco's cock-head was huge and it was so hot that it was 
glowing like a lightbulb. His stalk was thick and iron-hard, 
seamed up the underside by a dark vein as fat as Pansy's 
little finger. At the base of his cock, his balls were inflated 
like balloons. 

As she stared at that meaty masterpiece. Pansy's fingers and 
palms itched for a feel of it. 

Her cunt was simmering and her mouth was watering, too - 
and this morning shows were getting better and better. 

And there was no harm in looking. 

Draco was looking, too, his head inclined and turning as he 
studied his erection from this way and that. It was looming 
up so tall that it looked as if he could damned near give 
himself a blow-job. 

His left hand moved down and he cupped his balls, lifting 
the heavy sacs as if weighing their load. He squeezed and 
fondled the juice-filled bags. 

He folded his right fist around his stalk. It bucked like a 
bronco in his grip, so vibrant that it almost threw his hand 



off. The vein pulsated in his palm and the rod throbbed in 
his fist. 

He pulled up. His foreskin rolled like a fleshy carpet over the 
ledge of his cock-head, so that only the cleft purple tip was 
unsheathed. 

Then he pushed back down to the foot, skinning his knob 
out naked. That enormous wedge flared out like the head of 
a hooded cobra about to strike. 

Ooooh, Pansy whimpered, silently. 

The sight was driving her wild. She wished that she were 
closer so that she could see it in even more detail when he 
shot his wad. 

Then she thought: Why not? 

After all, it was her ocasional lover who was being naughty. 
Why should she be embarrassed by innocently walking in 
and catching him in the act? 

She had a pretty shrewd idea that as long as she showed the 
right attitude, Draco wouldn't mind. 

She waited for a moment, letting him get into the steady 
stroking rhythm, knowing that once he was in the pumping 
pattern he was less likely to stop. 

Then the naughty peeper drop the disillusionment and 
walked towrds his bed. 

"Whatcha doin', Draco?" she asked impishly. 

"Aw, shit," he croaked. 



He turned bright red and stopped frigging his prick. He was 
trying to hide his hard-on behind his open hands, but it was 
too long. His cockhead stuck up on one end and his balls 
bulged at the other. 

The brazen slytherin witch walked right over to him. 

“Beating your meat again, huh?" she giggled. 

“Merlin, Pans - can't you leave me alone one morning!" he 
groaned. 

But he was starting to notice that his sexy, nubile 
housemate looked intrigued. 

“Or... never mind..." he continued. 

“Oh, now you'd like me to watch?" she grinned. 

She gave him a saucy sort of look, tossing her head, dark 
hair cascading - dark eyes flashing. 

Draco noticed that her nipples were jutting out stiffly in her 
flimsy black nightgown and that he could just make out the 
shadowed vee of her cunt-bush through the sheer, semi¬ 
transparent folds of the material. 

“I'm really in the mood this morning, you know," she 
whispered. Draco gulped. He had a sudden flash of his 
hosemate finger-fucking herself to a froth. His prick jolted at 
the fevered image. 

“Go ahead," she said. “You can finish the job, Draco - I don't 
mind." 

“You - you wanna watch?" he gasped. 

“Um-hum," she chirped. 



Draco was still feeling a bit guilty and ashamed at getting 
caught by her, yet the thought of jerking off in front of his 
saucy housemate was a real turn on. She had already caught 
him pulling his prick and he guessed it didn't matter if she 
was there to see him spurt out his spunk. 

He managed a grin and moved his hands away, giving her a 
full frontal view. Her dark eyes were glued to his groin and 
the pink tip of her tongue was showing, sliding slowly across 
her moist lower lip. 

Draco wrapped his hand around his cock, holding it without 
stroking. Her gaze was caressing him so fervently that he 
felt he was basking in her heated admiration, as if her eyes 
were actually fondling his meat. 

"Pump it, Draco!" she urged. 

He gave his stalk a slow push-pull. 

Pansy whimpered and sank down onto her knees as if her 
legs could no longer support her. 

Draco stroked up and down on his cock-shaft again. It was 
looming up level with her face as she knelt before him. She 
leaned closer. He could feel her hot breath wafting onto his 
even hotter cock-head. 

He wondered if he should warn her that she was liable to get 
a faceful of spunk. 

"Wanna - wanna cum on my tits?" she whispered, her voice 
all husky with passion. 


"Oh, wow - yeah. Pans!" he moaned. 



Pansy drew open the front of her flimsy nightgown and 
arched her slender back. Her plump tits thrust out, the rosy 
tips standing like little pink rockets ready to be launched 
from the areola pads. 

Draco hauled back on his cock as if he were cocking a rifle. 
He stared at the witch's tits past the flaring slab of his 
smoking-hot knob. 

Pansy squirmed a bit closer, bringing her thrusting tits up 
before his cock. She cupped the firm mounds, lifting and 
deepening the cleavage. 

Holding the heavy globes in her hands, she rubbed the 
edges of her thumbs against her nipples. 

Those buds shot out like bullets and his cockhead loomed 
like a cannonball. 

"Juice me, Draco - hose my tits!" she whined. Her eyes were 
glazed with lust and she was trembling for the feel of his 
hot, thick fuck-juice splashing all over her tits and nipples. 

Draco aimed his knob at her tits and began to jerk on his 
stalk vigorously. His piss-hole opened and a glob of gooey 
pre-spunk oozed out. It spread out on the purple slab like 
cream on a fat plum. 

Pansy's cute nose twitched as she breathed in the musky 
aroma of heated cockmeat and the starchy fragrance of his 
preliminary seepage. 

The pungent perfume of his prick was tantalizing the horny 
nymphette. Her mouth was drooling and her cunt was 
smoldering. 


She was about to offer to take over. 



But then Draco began to shake and tremble. 


“Here it comes, Pans...” he gasped. 

“Oooooh - cream my tits - slime me, Draco!" she wailed. 

Her back arched deeper and she shoved her tits out. Her 
eyes crossed as she turned her fascinated gaze in on the 
head of his prick, waiting eagerly for the magic moment 
when his jizz spurted out. 

His fist frigged back violently. 

His cumbags exploded and his cock-shaft rippled as the 
heavy load rushed up the hollow core. His piss-hole gaped 
wide open and his knob surged. 

His hot, thick fuck-juice squirted from his prick and splashed 
on his housemate's tits. 

Pansy squealed with joy. The stuff felt as hot and as solid as 
melted lead. 

Draco shot a second spurt out on the backstroke, then a 
third as his hand jacked back toward his balls. Cum 
slathered her tit-mounds and clung to her nipples and 
slimed into the cleft between her thrusting tits. 

"Don't stop - keep cumming," she whimpered. 

Draco was not about to stop. His balls seemed bottomless, 
his spunk load endless, his vitality boundless. He shot off as 
he pumped back and squirted as his fist yanked up, a steady 
stream of slime pouring from his piss-hole. 

A creamy wad skimmed over the upper slopes of her tits and 
splashed in the fluttering hollow of her delicate throat, then 



ran beck down her breast bone in a glistening tide and 
seeped into her cleavage. 

She was soaking from tits to belly, so coated with cum that 
she looked like a glazed donut. At long last Draco was 
drained. 

But not for long. 

Pansy sat back, on her heels and tilted her head down, 
staring at her slimy tits. 

Draco slumped back in his bed. 

His balls were deflated and slack now, but his formidable 
cock was still standing rampant in his fist. It had softened 
only slightly. 

Pansy began to massage her tits, working his cum into her 
tit-meat with both hands. She pulled on her vibrant titty 
tips, making them explode. 

Draco jerked his prick in his fist, shaking a few cum drops 
from the knob, cracking it like a whip. 

His balls were already starting to swell again. What was a 
single cumming to a potent young wizard under these 
circumstances. 

But then Pansy got to her feet on shaky legs. She grinned at 
her housemate, showing him that she had no regrets or 
misgivings. 

'That was fun," she said, giving him a wink - trying to make 
light of the situation and conceal the raging turmoil of her 
emotions. What could she say? Slytherins were the house of 
the prowd and thickheads 



“Anytime you wanna do it again!" he rasped. 

She was backing away step by step. “Yeah - well, how about 
a shower," she said, grining. “I feel so dirty..." 

She hesitated, then turned and left his room, her ass 
swinging provocatively in her sheer nightie. 

Draco watched her go, grinning. 

He sure wanted to fuck her again. But with nobody knowing 
that they fucked on a regular basis, the secret must be kept. 
And they needed to be carefull around the two gryffs... 

Hermione was slumbering again. 

She had creamed twice, in Harry's mouth and then on his 
plunging prick and, contented, she had gone back to sleep 
on this lazy Saturday morning. 

But Harry had only cum one time and he was looking 
forward to getting his rocks off again. 

He gazed at her as she slept peacefully, tempted to mount 
her and ram the rod up her cunt again. But then he figured 
he should let her rest for a while, biding his time patiently 
and enjoying the later sex even more for the delay. 

He decided to take a shower while he waited. 

Fucking was sweaty work. 

He got out of bed, careful not to disturb her and went on 
down to the bathroom. His cock was tense, not fully erect 
but showing every sign of renewed vigor as if bowed out in a 
fat parabola in front of him. 



There were two shower stalls in the bathroom. Harry entered 
one, adjusted the spray and soaped his well-muscled body. 
His cock and balls were gooey from Hermione's cunt and he 
lathered them up. As he did so, his cock responded, rising 
up rampant and randy. 

He turned the shower spray off and stood there, 
contemplating his prick. He wrapped his hand around it and 
gave a stroke, skimming through the slippery soapsuds. 

He had no intention of jerking off - not with his svelt 
girlfriend in bed and available - but it felt pleasant to play 
with his prick a bit, getting it ready for her cunt. 

The shower wasn't running and the shower curtain was 
drawn and as he stood there in the cubicle, playing with his 
lathered cock, there was no reason for anyone to realize that 
the bathroom was occupied. 

Pansy certainly didn't. 

Harry heard her come in and he whipped his hand off his 
cock, feeling a bit sheepish. 

He peered out through the crack in the curtain. 

Pansy was just slipping out of her nightie. Harry was about 
to call out, announcing his presence. But then he bit back 
the words. 

For one thing, since he was sporting a massive hard-on, he 
didn't want to call attention to himself. 

But for another thing, the sight of the hot sexy slytherin's 
naked body was very exciting. 


His eyes glowed and his prick pulsed. 



Harry knew that it was unsavory to react in that fashion to 
the slytherin witch's naked charms but he couldn't help it. It 
was only natural, he figured - and there was no harm in a bit 
of peeping and fantasizing. 

Now he even thought that it might be a kick to jack himself 
off while he watched her shower. 

Her slender back was toward him and he gazed at the firm 
round cheeks of her ass, lustfully. What a sexy hot witch she 
was! 

She turned in profile and he saw the saucy bounce of her 
plump tits as they swung. 

He noticed, too, that the rosy titty tips were standing out 
taut and swollen. 

His Adam's apple leaped up his throat and his prick beat like 
a drum in his hand as another surge of blood rushed into his 
hard-on. 

Then she turned and faced him, innocently unaware of his 
presence behind the shower curtain - and Harry noticed a 
most peculiar thing. 

Her tits were all greasy. 

She hadn't yet started to soap herself, so it couldn't be 
lather. He frowned, puzzled. He wondered if the slytherin 
had been sunbathing and that the sheen on her tits was 
from suntan lotion? 

It didn't seem likely, that early in the day - and then it 
became even less likely, as he saw Pansy run a hand over 
her tits, then lick the grease from her fingers. 



Harry shook his head, bemused. It was a total mystery to the 
gryff. Fascinated, he continued to spy on her as Pansy 
stepped into the other shower stall. She didn't draw the 
curtains - for which oversight Harry was profoundly grateful. 

Pansy turned on the spray and stood under it. She was 
facing the shower, her face turned up, starting to soap her 
belly and tits. From the other stall, Harry had a three-quarter 
view of one perky titty and a full view of her delectable ass. 

Soapsuds foamed on her sleek flesh. 

Harry lathered up his hand and began to very slowly frig his 
prick through his slippery palm. 

He felt ashamed of himself for lusting for the slytherin 
witch's nubile body, but his cock was jolting savagely, 
knowing no shame. 

Pansy's face turned from side to side. As he caught a 
glimpse of her expression, Harry saw that her pretty face 
was twisted by emotions - emotions quite similar to those 
that were contorting his own features. 

Her soapy hands kneaded her heavy tits and she pulled at 
her lathered nipples. 

Then she slid a hand down her belly and cupped it over her 
curly cunt-mound. She squeezed. Her ass swiveled and her 
hips pumped. 

Jeez - is she frigging off? Harry wondered. 

His lathered prick bucked vigorously in his fist at the other 
end of a visual, manual daisy chain. 



Pansy moved one hand behind her and began to soap the 
cheeks of her ass. Then she ran the soap up through the 
crack between those shapely globes. 

She bent forwards slightly, tits hobbling saucily. The cheeks 
of her ass spread and the fascinated griff could see the tiny 
puckered bud of her shit-hole. 

She bent farther and her legs spread. 

Now Harry could gaze into her groin from behind - and saw 
that her cunt was open and spilling out a juicy flow. Ribbons 
of cunt-cream streaked the frothy soapsuds. 

She rubbed her pussy from the front and her other hand 
played with her asshole, one finger gently nudging up into 
that narrow brown bud. 

Harry was gasping and his cock was so ironhard now it was 
ringing like a gong. He could feel his cumbags inflating more 
with every slippery, sudsy hand stroke. Pre-cum juiced from 
his piss-hole and slimy threads of the gooey stuff traced a 
pattern in the soapy lather. 

Pansy tilted her wrist and shoved three fingers up into her 
fuck-hole. As she slid them in and out, she whipped her 
thumb against her clit. 

Her other hand was still working on her ass. She had 
dropped the bar of soap now and was inserting her middle 
finger up into her shitchute, wriggling it her back passage as 
she probed her pussy. 

Cunt-cream flooded from her cunt and streamed down the 
insides of her wet thighs. She jerked and churned as she 
worked away with both hands. 



Harry was almost fainting. Blood was rushing through his 
ears and through that pounding of his own blood he could 
hear the slytherin witch moan and whimper. 

He could have shot off at any second. 

All he had to do was tighten his grip and give his tormented 
cock a few short, sharp strokes and his fuck-juice would 
have come squirting out instantly. 

But he continued to skim his fist very slowly up and down 
his slippery stalk, wanting to hold back his own cumming 
until he had the pleasure of watching the sexy slytherin 
cream off on her hands. 

She arched back, letting the shower spray bounce from her 
upthrust tits, then bowed forward again. Her thighs rippled 
with sinew as she hiked up and down, rising onto her toes, 
dropping back on her heels. Her loins were pumping in a 
steady fucking motion that, naturally, made Harry wonder if 
she was a virgin, to whom the motion came instinctively - or 
if that hot, wet cunt had already been stuffed full of some 
prick? 

He pulled back to the hilt of his cock and gripped the 
throbbing base, afraid to risk even one more stroke. He was 
about ready to spray off like a shower, himself, washing the 
tiled walls with his foaming fuck-juice. 

Cream, baby, he silently mouthed. “Let me see you juice, 
you lovely slytherin tart," he whispered. 

From the frantic actions of her pelvis and the way that she 
was panting, Harry could tell that the slytherin witch was 
surging to the creamy crest. 



He tightened his grip, ready to give his cock the fast, 
culminating stroke that would shoot his spunk out as he saw 
her cunt-cum foam from her slot. 

Then Draco walked in. 

Pansy didn't seem aware of the fact that someone had come 
into the bathroom - although the frigging movement of her 
hands seemed to slow down somewhat. 

Draco stood behind her, grinning fiendishly. Harry didn't 
know what to do. He could hardly blame his cousin for doing 
just what he had been doing - nor could he, at this stage, 
announce his presence. 

Then Draco began to undress. 

The slytherin quickly stripped down naked and moved up to 
the shower stall, standing very close behind his housemate's 
squirming ass. 

He folded his fist around his formidable prick and began to 
pump it. The knob was aimed at Pansy's ass. The shower was 
spraying her from the front and now it seemed that her 
housemate was about to spray her from behind as he jerked 
steadily away on his meat nozzle. 

It would be a real thrill to see Draco squirt his jizz on Pansy's 
ass. Would she feel that hot, thick geyser? he wondered. 
Could Draco manage to juice off on her and sneak away 
without Pansy knowing? 

And if she did realize - how would she react? After his 
knowledge, they weren't together. 


But Pansy already knew. 



She had heard Draco come in and glimpsed him from the 
corner of her eye. 

Feigning ignorance, she kept on playing with her pussy, but 
she had slowed the rhythm of her selfcaress now. With Draco 
attendant. Pansy had lost interest in a self-inflicted hand-job. 

Draco had stepped up behind her now and she could no 
longer see him, but she could see his shadow shifting on the 
wall and knew damned well that he was wanting. 

She heard his cock-meat hiss through his hand. 

He had already creamed on her tits and now she was eagerly 
waiting to feel him spurt on her ass. 

She shoved her ass back, wriggling. 

His red-hot knob brushed against her ass. 

Pansy was too horny to carry on her pretense any longer. 

She reached behind her ass and wrapped her hand around 
Draco's cock-shaft. 

Draco grinned and Harry gulped. If they had turned around, 
they would have seen him now, for his head was sticking out 
between the shower curtains, eyes bulging and mouth 
gaping open. 

And the jarring head of his cock was sticking out, as well, 
aimed like a howitzer at the other stall. 

Pansy tilted her wrist, rubbing Draco's cockhead against the 
trim cheek of her ass. Then she slipped it into the cleft 
between those shapely mounds. 



Draco humped, driving his cock up and down through her 
ass-crack, his bloated balls rolling up at the hilt. He skimmed 
through the tight cleft and Pansy squirmed, pushing her 
haunches back against his belly. 

She held his balls, reaching back between her legs. Draco 
gripped her by the hipbones, twisting her ass around as he 
stroked between the cheeks. 

He dipped lower and as he thrust up again, the wedge of his 
cock-head nudged into her asshole. 

“Ooooh!” she squealed. 

She had both hands on him now. One was dipped through 
her groin, holding his cumbags and the other reached 
around her hip to grip his cock-shaft. She began to frig up 
and down his rod. 

His knob flared in her asshole. 

It felt wonderful to have a slab of hot cockmeat throbbing in 
her sensitive brown eye and the thought of feeling his slime 
hose right into her shit-hole thrilled her. 

She stroked him quickly. 

Draco humped, fucking through Pansy's fist. 

And the tip of his cock sank into her ass. "Oh!" she yelped. 

Then she moaned as the thrill of that sordid contact hit her. 

Draco had stopped humping now and he was staring down 
in awe. His cock-head had vanished in Pansy's shit-slot and 
that tight brown slot was collaring his stalk. The rod stood 



out between them, like a bridge spanning the gap between 
his balls and her bowels. 

Draco had meant to cum on Pansy's ass - not in it! 

They stood motionless now, linked by his knob, joined 
together like Siamese twins. 

Draco thought she might want him to pull out. But then 
Pansy began to stroke his stalk again, making his cock-head 
balloon in her shithole. He yanked back on her hips and she 
corkscrewed her ass. 

Another inch of cock wedged up her ass. 

"Jeez, Pans..." he croaked. 

"Yeah - yeah - shove your big prick up my ass and ream me 
out, Draco - ass-fuck me silly!" 

Draco groaned and began to lever in deeper. 

Pansy had never been ass-fucked but the naughty vixen 
loved the idea - and now she was starting to really adore the 
fiery sensation as he slid deeper up her shit-chute. 

His cock-head was the widest part of his massive reamer, 
spreading her tight tract out as it plowed in, blazing a trail 
for his stalk to follow. 

It hurt just slightly, but that faint tingle of pain only served 
to enhance the pleasure of the coupling, a background 
twinge emphasizing the thrill, punctuating the steady 
passage of his prick into her guts. 


She jerked like a fish on a gaff. 



She felt stuffed to the brim already, cored out like an apple. 
But when she reached back again to check, she felt that half 
of his cock was still not up her. 

Inch by precious inch, Draco snaked his cock on up into 
Pansy's ass. She thought that his long cock must be 
unraveling the coils of her guts - that his cock-head must be 
ail the way up into her belly. When he shot, it would be the 
same as if she'd sucked him off and swallowed his fuck-juice 
down from the other end of her digestive tract. 

With a sudden lurch, he sank in to the hilt. His cumbags 
were ballooning in her crotch. Pansy gurgled, transfixed on 
his iron-hard spike. 

He held it all in her and she rose onto her toes, then sank 
back down, the curve of her ass jammed against the flat 
plane of his belly. 

His cock-head was glowing like a coal in the depths of her 
hot bowels and his shaft was levering like a crowbar in her 
shit-chute. 

Draco held his reamer buried. 

Pansy adored the sensation of having her ass brimful of 
Draco's prick, but now she wanted the sliding friction of the 
buggery. 

She began to grind against him. The fit was so tight that 
when she pulled forward, at first, she simply dragged his 
cock with her. But then her ass muscles adjusted to 
accommodate his bulk, loosening slightly. 

Draco began to hump in counterpoint and his cock started 
to slide in and out. 



He pulled back until only his bloated knob was lodged in her 
asshole, paused, then fed it all back up into her seething 
bowels. Her ass hit his belly and his balls swung into her 
crotch. He was so deep that Pansy thought his prick might 
come out of her mouth. 

Ass-fucking was a joy! 

And what a handy way to get stuffed! 

Harry's jaw was hanging open so wide that he seemed to be 
gnawing his breastbone and his eyes were bulging out like a 
pair of hard-boiled eggs as he watched his cousin shovel the 
meat up the slytherin witch's ass. 

He shot so abruptly that his jism was halfway across the 
room before he realized that he'd cum. 

Like a liquid rocket glinting silvery in the light, his fuck-juice 
flashed right across the bathroom and fell, splattering, at the 
feet of the ass-fucking slytherins. 

Heavy beads of cum, so thick that they seemed solid, 
bounced from the tiles. Harry pumped back and another 
gooey geyser arced through the air on a high trajectory. The 
slime skimmed against Pansy's flank. 

But the slytherin was so wrapped up in ass-fucking that she 
failed to notice that fuck-juice as it squirted down her 
wriggling hip. 

Harry milked himself bone dry. 

But such was the stimulation that his prick remained as hard 
as a stone and his cumbags began to recharge themselves 
instantly, another load of thick sap seeping steadily into his 
potent balls. 



The slytherins were surging to the crest now. Pansy's ass- 
chute was dragging and sucking on Draco's cock as if she 
were trying to digest the living meat from the wrong end of 
her canal. Her bowels sucked on his cock-head and her back 
passage rippled up and down on his thick stalk as it 
slammed in and out. 

Draco jolted away enthusiastically, packing the fudge up 
Pansy's ass in a frenzy. 

She held his balls, feeling them expand as he neared the 
peak. Her other hand was clawing at her cunt. She shoved 
three fingers up her fuck-hole knuckle-deep. As she frigged 
them in and out, she could feel Draco's cock sliding up her 
twin passage, through the slender tissue that divided the 
naughty slytherin's cunt-hole from her shit-chute. 

Her clit was detonating. 

“Spunk me, Draco - cream my ass!" she cried. 

Draco pounded his prick in like a pile driver, hiking her up 
onto her toes, her ass heaving higher. He hauled her back by 
her hipbones and plunged in again. 

Pansy's cunt overflowed, spilling goo out lavishly. It foamed 
in her crotch and streamed down her thighs. Draco's balls 
were drenched in her swamp. 

A trickle of cunt-cum ran all the way down Pansy's leg and 
spilled out on the floor of the shower stall, sliding into a 
glistening pool of slime that was already there - but, of 
course, the slytherin had no idea that her pussy-cream was 
blending with Harry's fuck-juice at her feet. 


“Shoot up my ass!" she wailed. 



Draco thundered in and his cumbags exploded as they 
whacked into her soaking cum-slot. 

His cock flared mightily, stretching her shitchute out on the 
throbbing contours. 

“Pans!” he howled. 

"Slime me!” she wailed. 

His steaming-hot enema hosed into her bowels as Draco 
filled her with his love. 

Corkscrewing in, he pounded and hammered away as he 
emptied his load up her ass. Pansy whimpered. She could 
feel every drop as it sloshed in her guts. Draco fed her the 
last squirt, then held his cock buried and let the final trickles 
seep from his piss-hole. 

He had cum up her so deep that Pansy thought she must 
already be digesting his jizz. 

Naturally, that idea made her think of blow-jobs. 

She knew how scrumptious Draco's spunk was from having 
tasted the load many times during the summer break and 
she knew that his cock-meat was yummy - and now that it 
had been soaked in her shit-hole she figured that it would be 
even more tantalizing and flavorsome. 

She squeezed his balls between her legs. 

They had tuned slack as he drained them off into her 
bowels, but they tensed as she fondled them - and his cock 
was still rock-hard in her guts. 



She could feel his sweet slime sloshing around in her bowels 
and her mouth was watering for another load. Pansy wanted 
to drink Draco's jizz by the mouthful, now that she already 
had an assful. 

She squirmed away, the curve of her ass sucking as it pulled 
from his flat belly. 

His prick came out of her asshole as it had gone in, inch by 
precious inch. The fat knob stuck in her brown eye for a 
moment, then slipped free. 

Pansy turned to face him, dark eyes flashing. 

She licked her lips, signifying her intent. Her lover grinned 
at the prospect - and so did a fascinated voyeur, as he 
waited for the next act... 

Draco's soiled cock was sticking straight out from his loins, 
parallel with the floor. But as Pansy gazed hungrily at it, it 
jerked and jolted back up, angling high before the wizard's 
belly. 

Pansy dipped a finger into her flooded asshole, then drew it 
up to her mouth and licked it. 

"Your cum is yummy, Draco," she sighed. Her lips parted and 
her tongue fluttered. 

"I wanna suck you off - I'm hungry for your hot cock and 
your thick jizz, Draco!" 

"Yeah, Pans - go down on me!" he enthused. 


Pansy sank gracefully to her knees. 



Her face was on a level with Draco's sex tackle now and her 
raven-black head turned as she gazed at his tasty-looking 
meat. She was really starving for a mouthful, but now that 
she had determined to get it, she was in no hurry, enjoying 
the anticipation like a gourmet looking at a well-laid table 
before sitting down to dine. 

His prick jumped and bucked. Her head swayed as she 
followed the mesmerizing movement as if hypnotized. His 
prick was drawing her magnetically. She exhaled, blowing 
her damp breath on his cock-meat. His cock-head flared as if 
she were fanning it to flame. 

Eyeing his cock, she played with his balls and ran her 
fingers up and down his rod. She rubbed her thumb at the 
spot where his huge, bi-valved cock-head wedged out from 
the stalk and the ventral vein diffused. 

She slid one hand back through his crotch and held it to his 
ass, drawing his loins out toward her face as she nudged her 
middle finger into his asshole. 

The fiery heat of his cock drifted into her flushed face and 
her nostrils flared as she inhaled the delicious aroma of his 
cock and balls. 

She bridged her slim back and began to rub her tits back 
and forth against his prick, letting the stalk slip into her 
cleavage. 

Draco humped, tit-fucking her, driving his cock up between 
her tits as he had, to begin with, up through the crack 
between her ass-cheeks. Her face tipped down as she 
watched his purple knob squeeze from the cleft. 


She held her tits together around his prick, deepening the 
tunnel. Although he had drained off to the dregs in her ass. 



his piss-hole was already brimming over with some more 
gooey pre-spunk, slicking her tit-meat. She bent down and 
brushed her nose against his cock-head, sniffing the 
succulence of dribbling cock-meat. 

The preliminary play was fun - but his preliminary seepage 
rather alarmed the cumhungry slytherin. He had already 
creamed on her tits and she didn't want him to suddenly 
shoot off again, before his cock was in her mouth. 

She pulled back and his cock sprang out of her titty tunnel 
and snapped up before her face. Her eyes followed the 
movement like a cobra following a snake charmer's flute. 
Draco arched his back, throwing his head and shoulders 
back and shoving his loins cult toward her. 

Pansy began on his balls. 

She ran her flattened tongue all over those bags, slurping 
and slobbering. The taste of ball meat thrilled her tastebuds. 
She could fell his next cum load shifting around in the 
bloated bags. 

Draco groaned, reaching down to stroke her cheek, then 
placing his hand behind her head. 

But there was no need to coax her or guide her - Pansy knew 
just what she was going to do. 

She laved all around his cumbags, lifting them to lap at the 
moist underside, drenching them with her saliva. She drew 
back and gazed at them, then bobbed in and tongued them 
some more, savoring the musky meat of his balls before she 
moved on to the even more delicious prospect of his 
smoking-hot prick. 



She parted her lips and sucked on his balls as if she were 
trying to drink his jism directly from the sacs, instead of 
waiting for it to come up the spout. 

Draco groaned with the exquisite sensation. “Feel good?" 
she whispered, on his balls. He could only nod wordlessly. It 
was evident that Pansy was a talented cock-sucker. Harry 
could see that, as well, and he wondered if Pansy had had a 
lot of practice or if she was just naturally talented. 

His own neglected cock was hammering savagely as he 
watched the slytherin witch gobble Draco's balls. 

Pansy nuzzled Draco's nuts a bit longer, then began to run 
her lapper up his stalk. 

She pressed her flattened tongue to the base of his prick, on 
the underside, and pulled it slowly up the length, slurping 
along the throbbing vein. 

She lapped from hilt to crown, repeating the strokes. Her 
drool waked his stalk and then she licked it back up on the 
next fluttering stroke. 

Globs of pre-cum, thick as quicksilver, oozed from his cleft 
and slimed sluggishly down his cock-shaft. Pansy slid her 
tongue up, gathering the seepage onto her tastebuds. She 
whimpered at the flavor. Dribbling straight from his piss- 
hole, it was even more delicious than the stuff was when she 
licked it from her hands. 

She savored it on her tongue for a moment and then, before 
she swallowed, stuck her tongue out and showed Draco his 
cream filming on her tastebuds. 


She was showing Harry, too, for that matter. 



Then, gurgling happily, she drank the goo. 


“Yummy,” she sighed, gazing up at Draco through a network 
of fluttering eyelashes, loving the way that lust was twisting 
his face. 

She should have seen Harry's face! 

More pearly lumps pulsed out and poured down his 
slathered stalk. Pansy lapped the precum up, whetting her 
appetite for his full, massive load. 

What a treat it was going to be when his cock exploded in 
her mouth and throat! The meat course was scrumptious 
and she was starving for the creamy dessert. 

Another glob came from his piss-hole. It was too thick and 
sticky to trickle down his stalk. It clung to his knob like a raw 
oyster. 

Pansy's tongue darted out and slurped it up. She flashed her 
lapper against the underside of his wedge-shaped slab, then 
whipped it back and forth across his gaping piss-hole. Her 
saliva steamed from his hot meat. Draco rocked back and 
forth in ecstasy. 

She slid down to his cock-root again and shoved her tongue 
out so that his balls rested on it like melons on a pink velvet 
cushion. Her eyes followed the path of another spunk 
nugget as it slimed down along the ventral vein. She waited 
until it had trickled to the hilt, then gathered it on her 
tongue. 

It sizzled in her slobber as her tongue absorbed it, soaking it 
up like a sponge. 



Pansy figured that it was high time that she began to use 
her whole mouth, instead of just her tongue. She placed her 
pursed lips against the underside of his cock and drew her 
mouth up the length, humming and sucking, playing him 
like a meaty flute. 

“Ahhhh!” she moaned as that hard stalk throbbed in her 
sliding lips. 

Draco stared down, fascinated by the sight of Pansy 
mouthing his meat - but no more fascinated than Harry, 
watching in rapt attention. 

Pansy drew her lips up and down, sucking adoringly, but she 
was judging the action carefully, making sure that she didn't 
bring him to the peak as she fluted up his stalk - wanting his 
load right in her mouth. 

That would be the best part of all - when he bathed her 
tongue and plastered her palate and whitewashed her 
tonsils with his sweet slime. 

Draco, too, saw the danger of cumming too soon. 

“Suck me. Pans - suck my cock!" he begged. 

“Ummmmm - you gonna cream in my mouth? Hummmmm? 
You gonna feed me your fuckjuice?" 

He stabbed wildly against her lips. 

Pansy turned her radiant face down over his cock and slowly 
slid the collar of her lips down around the flaring slab of his 
cock-head. 

She nursed on the tip for a moment, with preliminary goo 
dribbling in her lips. Then she began to feed it deeper into 



her hungry maw. Her oval mouth pushed down past the 
slopes of his knob and clamped around his cock. She inhaled 
and sucked, her cheeks hollowing inward and her lips 
peeling out. 

Draco jerked, shoving more cock into her face. Her head 
turned as she twisted the collar of her lips onto his sliding 
stalk, winding her mouth wantonly around on his meat with 
a screwing motion. 

Milking and nursing and suckling on the crown. Pansy gazed 
down his cock-shaft, watching his balls expand. She was 
slobbering on his cock-head, and her drool slid down the 
thick stalk, spilling from her unfurled lips. 

Pansy was in rapture. A mouthful of cockmeat was always a 
tasty treat and a physical thrill, but sucking on Draco's 
massive cock added a dark psychological thrill, as well. 

Pansy knew it was naughty - and that only made it all the 
more wildly exciting for her. 

“Ummmm - ahhhhh," she purred, breathing in and out on 
his meat valve as if she were blowing up his balls down the 
hollow tube. 

She swished her nimble tongue back and forth against the 
underside of his wedge-shaped knob. Pre-cum spilled onto 
her tongue and lips. Traces of the thick goo ran down his 
stalk, shot through with her saliva. 

Draco's cock lurched violently in her face and he rammed it 
in deeper, his knob skimming over her arched tongue, his 
throbbing rod hissing through the oval collar of her lips. He 
tilted her raven-dark head back as he screwed savagely up 
into her facial fuck-hole. 



Pansy pulled her mouth back up to the head of his prick and 
held it to her lips like a torch singer caressing a microphone, 
kissing and tongue flicking. 

“Fuck my face, Draco!” she whispered, huskily. ”Jizz me good 
- use my mouth for a cunt!” 

Draco gasped and jabbed his prick out frantically, more goo 
oozing from the split in the tip. Pansy gazed at it for a 
moment, in cocksucker's ecstasy. 

She adored blowing Draco. 

She might have loved it even more if she'd known that Harry 
was watching. 

Harry was pounding on his prick now, hammering away in a 
fierce frenzy. He had watched the slytherin witch take 
Draco's cock and cum up her shit-hole and now he was 
going to see her swallow another load and there was no 
point in trying to hold back his own cummings. 

Harry was so turned on that he knew he would have a hard 
cock all day - and that no matter how often he shot his wad, 
his balls would just fill right back up again, inspired by 
playing peeper on the slytherin witch in her passionate 
frolic. 

Pansy mouthed Draco's cock again, but this time she didn't 
take only the head into her lips. She began to push her head 
down, feeding more stalk in. 

Draco watched his elongated cock slowly disappear in 
Pansy's magic mouth. 


As did delighted Harry. 



“Drain me off, Pans!” Draco croaked. 


Her mouth pushed down and the cock-hungry slytherin took 
every inch of Draco's prick in, enveloping his cock to the 
root. 

“Unghhh!" she gagged as his cock-head jammed back in her 
throat. 

But she held it buried. Her lips were plastered to the thick, 
hairy hilt of his shaft, her nose rustled in his wiry pubic 
thicket and her chin was cushioned against the bloated bags 
of his balls. 

Draco's hand flattened on the back of her bent over head, 
holding her down on his cock. She was deep-throating him. 
He had a huge cock and it had vanished and the wizard 
wondered where the fuck it had all gone to. 

Pansy gulped and nibbled the root and felt his knob flare in 
her gorge. If she took it down any deeper, she thought that 
his cockhead would be sloshing around in his cum - the load 
he had spilled into her from the other end of her digestive 
tract when he ass-fucked her. 

She drew back up to his crown, sucking voraciously through 
every inch of his long shaft. 

“Ummm,'' she sighed. 

Then she bobbed down like a sword swallower, gorging on 
his meat, taking him in ball-deep. 

“Ummm,'' she sighed. 

“Upppp - uppfff!" she gulped, her gullet filling up with his 
dribbling knob. 



She began a steady up-and-down motion, her head moving 
as if she were ducking for apples in a barrel. She gulped as 
he clogged her throat and purred as she nursed on his knob. 
Her head jumped up and down as she kept to the traditional 
blow-job action that she knew was going to milk him off at 
any moment. 

Draco humped, fucking into her face as she bobbed down. 
His hand was still behind her head but the greedy slytherin 
needed no guidance or encouragement. His hand just lay 
there, moving up and down with her. 

“Spunk me - juice my mouth!" she gurgled on his cock- 
head, then fluted her lips back down to the root. 

His balls swung up at the base of his prick as Draco jolted up 
into her face. Pansy turned her head, taking his cock-head 
into her cheek in bulging outline, then ducked straight down 
and took it into her throat again. 

She was stuffing her face like a hamster with a pouchful of 
nuts. Her cheeks sank in as she sucked and bellowed out as 
she blew his rod. 

"Suck, Pans - milk me!" Draco wailed, his ass corkscrewing 
as he fed it to her head, his cumbags flying up and down like 
weighted blackjacks. They bumped her under the chin, then 
slid up to her lips. 

His cock was getting bigger all the while. Pansy's lips were 
stretched out of shape around his inflating shaft. He packed 
her cheeks, skimmed over the flashing arch of her tongue, 
plunged down her gullet. 

So much pre-spunk had oozed from his pisshole that Pansy 
wondered if he had cum. 



But his cock stayed rock-hard and throbbed more violently 
and his balls were still ballooning and she knew, happily, 
that she was drinking only the preliminary seepage - and 
that she still had the full load ahead of her. 

“Feed it to me!" she squealed. 

“It's cummin'. Pans!" he rasped. 

She gurgled in anticipation. 

Sharing that depraved anticipation, Harry shot off again in 
the other shower stall. His fuckjuice sped straight out and 
splashed against the surface. His ass jolted, back on the 
recoil. He pumped himself dry - and kept right on pumping 
away, not even missing a beat, ready to cum again without 
pausing for an instant in his stroking. 

Draco cried out, his voice strangled. 

His hands shifted and he held Pansy's face between his 
palms as he shagged his cock violently into her mouth. 

Her lips clung to his sliding meat, distending on the 
backstroke so that he seemed to be damned near pulling her 
mouth inside out. 

Draco howled again, like a creature in torment. He slammed 
his smoking-hot cock into her maw, tilting her head back - 
and his balls blew. 

His first spurt shot straight down Pansy's throat, hot as 
boiling oil, a creamy cable of cum running in an unbroken 
stream from his balls to her belly. 

She whimpered with joy and drew her lips up, so that his 
second gooey geyser skimmed over her tongue as it sped 



out, giving her the thrill of tasting the stuff before she 
swallowed it hungrily down. 

Draco shot as he plowed in and shot again on the recoil, 
bathing her cheeks and hosing her throat and whitewashing 
her flashing tongue. She gasped and gulped, drinking his 
juice voraciously. Each time she swallowed a mouthful, 

Draco fed her another load. 

Pansy drank; Draco shot. The slytherins were working in 
unison, in perfect harmony. His jizz gushed out and Pansy 
gulped it down, her throat pulsing. 

Between spurts, she blew down his cock-stalk, as if she were 
inflating his balls. Those bags were pumping in and out as 
they deflated and drained off. 

It was like drinking out of a foaming fire extinguisher, she 
thought. Swallowing his cum, she was quenching her fiery 
hunger, mouthful by mouthful. 

She thought she must have swallowed a gallon of his goo, 
but Draco kept spilling it out into her maw. He sprayed her 
palate, hosed her cheeks, jetted jizz onto her tongue, gooed 
down her gullet. 

At last he began to flag. 

Pansy had a bellyful already, but the greedy slytherin kept 
on sucking, milking more out. He stopped spurting and the 
last succulent dribbles trickled onto her tongue. 

He stood, feet widespread, head and shoulders thrown back, 
his whole athletic body trembling. Pansy coned another 
thick nugget from his piss-hole with her lips. Then she folded 
her fist around his stalk and frigged up and down, making 
sure that his cock was empty. She tightened her grip and 



squeezed up his shaft as if getting the dregs out of a 
toothpaste tube. Then she squeezed his balls to make 
certain that Draco's reservoir was drained. 

She kept his knob in her mouth and let the last mouthful of 
fuck-juice slosh around, savoring it. It clung to the roof of 
her mouth like limestone deposits on her tongue was 
floating in a sea of slime. 

A few drops spilled from her lips, overflowing and running 
down his spent stalk. Her head bobbed down and she 
slurped the stray spunk back up. 

Draco staggered and swayed on the end of his prick, as if he 
was supported on the hard rod. 

And it was still hard, she noted, to her joy. Because now that 
her mouth and tongue and belly - not to mention her bowels 
- were satisfied, the naughty slytherin's cunt was 
smoldering like a bonfire. 

Her housemate had fucked her in the ass and in the mouth 
this morning. And now her pussy was in need. Pansy just 
had to get fucked. She drew her drenched mouth off his 
cock, and Draco leaned back against the wall, panting, his 
legs shaking. She swallowed the last mouthful very slowly, 
savoring every slimy drop. Then she leaned forward and 
used her nimble tongue to gather up all the overflow from 
his prick, tonguing his cock and balls and slobbering over 
his groin. 

She took his knob back into her lips and gave it a last suck, 
polishing it to a purple luster. 

"Was that nice?" she purred, giving him a coquettish look 
through fluttering eyelashes. 



“Jeez, Pans - you got a mouth like a fucking vacuum 
cleaner," he croaked. 

Pansy smiled at the compliment. 

Draco was looking poleaxed, stunned by the magnitude of 
his cumming. He felt as if Pansy had sucked his guts out, 
swallowed his blood and bones. 

But his prick was still standing firm. "My cunt sucks, too," 
she whispered, suggestively. 

He stared at her, his lips working soundlessly. "Wanna fuck 
me, big boy?" she purred. 

"Yeah, Pans - oh, shit - yeah!" he gasped. She got to her feet 
and bent down to give his cock-head an affectionate kiss. 

"We better go to your room," she said. "Hermione and Harry 
might hear us if we fuck in my bedroom." 

"Why not here?" he asked. 

She grinned spunkily. "Naw. I want a more confortable place. 
Beside... I was peeking through their keyhole. They're 
fucking up a storm this morning - they won't be out of bed 
for ages." 

"Jeez - you spied on Hermione and Harry?" he gulped. It 
seemed a really naughty thing to do - although that attitude 
was kind of silly, under the circumstances. 

"Sure. I spy on them a lot. Harry has a beautiful big prick - 
and Hermione's got a real creamy cunt." 

Harry had to stifle a groan at the slytherin witch's words. He 
didn't mind at all that the slytherin peeped on them. The 



idea was a turn on. He thought that he might even leave the 
bedroom door open the next time he screwed Hermione, so 
that she could get a better look. 

And the knowledge that she was impressed by his prick was 
very, very interesting... 

“C'mon - let's go down and fool around awhile - you know, 
lots of foreplay - then you can fuck me," Pansy said. 

She took Draco's hand and led him from the room. 

Harry stood, stunned. If the slytherins were going to screw, 
he sure as hell wanted to watch them. But his cock and balls 
were giving him trouble. No matter how vigorously he jerked 
off, he could not reduce his lust in the slightest. So much 
blood had gone into forming his insatiable erection that he 
was lightheaded. 

If Pansy and Draco were going to linger over the preliminary 
foreplay, he didn't have to hurry downstairs instantly, he 
reasoned. His hot girlfriend was still in bed, naked. Harry 
figured it might be a good idea to sink his thundering cock 
into her again and see if he could spend some of his raging 
lust off - before he sneaked to spy on the slytherins. A hand- 
job did no good at all, but Hermione's hot, wet pussy might 
make him feel more, comfortable. 

Then he would enjoy playing the peeper with less urgency - 
although he guessed that watching Draco throwing the prick 
to Pansy's cunt would soon have him on the rampage again. 

Harry, moving awkwardly, his legs bowed out like a cowboy's 
around his swollen balls, wobbled back to his and Hermione 
bedroom to shove his cock up his girlfriend. 



He was going to make believe she was the slytherin witch, of 
course, as he rammed his prick up her cunt. 

Hermione was awake - and wondering where Harry was. 

She had really enjoyed having him suck her cunt, then 
screw her, while she was still half asleep. That sex had had a 
lovely, dream-like quality. 

Now she wanted more. 

She sprawled out on top of the covers and spread her legs. 
Her cunt was still gaping open, as if molded to the outline of 
Harry's cock. Cunt-cum and jizz dribbled from her slot, 
lathering her groin. 

She began to play with her pussy. 

She wasn't trying to cream off, she was simply keeping her 
cunt on the simmer as she waited for her boyfriend to come 
back to bed on this memorable Saturday morning. 

And as she fondled her fuck-hole, Hermione was enjoying 
some very naughty fantasies. 

She was thinking about Draco. 

Hermione had the grace to feel a bit sheepish about having 
the hots for Harry's cousin, but she couldn't help herself. 
After the last summer, the thought of fucking others was 
thrilling. And since the four of them were sharing this floor, 
she caught Draco nd Pansy in many undress stages. Stages 
that led to very hot sex with Harry. 

She pushed her fingers up her cunt, then pushed them into 
her mouth. She finger-fucked herself with one hand and 
sucked the other, then switched. 



She thought about sucking Draco's prick and about having 
him fuck her cunt and, getting carried away, she even had 
some fevered thoughts about sucking Pansy's pussy. 

She hoped that Harry would get back to bed soon. She was 
getting really worked up and if he didn't come and service 
her she was going to have to frig herself to the creamy 
climax, cumming on a self-caress - and cumming on her 
fantasies. 

And if Harry did get there, Hermione knew that while he 
fucked her, she was going to be making believe that he was 
his cousin. 

And so, as fate would have it, Harry returned to ball his 
girlfriend, pretending she was Pansy - and his girlfriend 
welcomed him, pretending he was Draco... 

Harry walked in with his hard-on looming up - and grinned 
when he saw Hermione playing with her cunt. 

She gave him a bewitching smile. 

"I'm glad to see you," she said. 

"So it seems," he replied, kneeling beside her, his huge 
hard-on casting an elongated shadow over her belly. She 
drew her hand out of her crotch and arched sinuously. 

Harry wanted to fuck her fast - so that he could sneak in 
time to watch Draco and Pansy coupling. 

But not too fast. 

Having just seen his cousin shoot in the slytherin witch's 
eager mouth, Harry was in the mood for a little cock-sucking 
as a prelude to the pussy-stuffing. He wanted to shove his 



prick in his girlfriend's lovely face - and pretend that he was 
in the slytherin witch's sensual mouth. 

He threw a knee across and straddled her, his ass resting on 
her tits and his prick jutting out over her face. Hermione 
smiled. She had never refused him a blow-job yet - and 
today she was looking forward to a mouthful of her 
boyfriend's succulent cock - as she thought about, Draco's 
stalk. 

Harry shoved his meat rig out. 

Hermione craned her neck up and took his prick willingly 
into her lips. 

He began to fuck her face vigorously, thinking about how 
Pansy had sucked Draco's prick and greedily gulped down 
his hot, thick spunk. 

Hermione whimpered on a mouthful of smoking hot cock- 
meat, wishing that it were Draco's cock plunging into 
Hermionely maw, about to feed her his sweet juice. 

Harry thought about Pansy looking through the keyhole 
earlier - and wished that the slytherin were watching them 
at this very moment. She had performed for his secret 
audience - now Harry wanted to put on a show for her. 

He rammed his cock down Hermione's throat. 

A few globs of pre-cum bubbled from his piss-hole. Hermione 
wondered if Draco's slime would taste the same as his 
cousin's delicious fuck-juice. 

His ass bouncing off Hermione's upthrust tits, Harry fucked 
her face frantically. His balls rolled up to her lips as he drove 
her head back into the pillow. 



Hermione expected him to cum in her mouth. But then he 
pulled his prick out and began to slide down her arched 
body. His balls dragged over her tits, then down her sleek 
belly. They rested in the curly vet of her dark cuntbush for a 
moment, his cock angled up like a spear stuck into her 
groin. 

It would have been lovely to shoot his wad down her throat, 
of course. Harry always enjoyed cumming on a blow-job and 
he knew that his girlfriend loved to drink the stuff - as, he 
now knew, the slytherin witch also did. 

But after Hermione had swallowed a load of spunk, she 
invariably expected to get her cunt fucked - or, failing that, 
to have Harry return the oral favor by going down on her 
and sucking her off, in turn. 

Normally that was a pleasing prospect. 

But today the circumstances were unique. 

Harry didn't want to spend the time to fuck her mouth and 
her cunt both, nice as both prospects were, because he was 
eager to spy on the slytherins again. 

The only thing to do was to throw a savage screwing into 
Hermione's cunt and cream her off at the same time that he 
spilled his own spunk out, leaving her satisfied - so that he 
could sneak to spy some more. 

He dipped down, and his cock slithered through her bushy 
vee and into her cunt. He worked the knob around in her 
pussy, then inched it up her fuck-hole. 


He was thinking of the slytherin witch's cunt. 



Hermione jammed her hips down to meet him, wondering 
vaguely why he hadn't cum in her mouth - and still making 
believe that it was Draco mounted on her. 

Harry began grinding in ferociously, stuffing her creamy 
cunt to the core. She closed her eyes, moaning, imagining 
that that frantic fucking was being shoveled up her pussy by 
the horny slytherin wizard - just as Harry was pretending he 
was fucking the ass off the horny slytherin witch. 

Hermione arched up sinuously, heaving her shapely ass up 
from the bed. Harry groaned. Remembering how Draco had 
buggered Pansy's ass, the gryff was sorely tempted to pull 
his cock out of Hermione's cunt-hole and whip it up her shit- 
chute. But he fought against the urge. If he shot up her ass, 
it would be the same thing as if he'd cum in her mouth - 
Hermione would still expect a cunt-fucking or sucking as the 
culmination of the creamy coupling - and that would further 
delay him on his way to play the voyeur. 

He pounded in like a battering ram, shaking her pelvis, 
rattling her hipbones. His balls felt as heavy as sandbags as 
they bit her upthrust ass. 

Gripping her under her ass, he held her bridged under him 
and began to run his prick in at an angle, so that every inch 
of his pulsating stalk was rubbing across her tingling clit as 
he sank in and pulled out. 

It worked as he expected. 

With his meat massaging her clit and stuffing her cunt-hole 
on every stroke, Hermione began to dissolve. Her cunt 
turned to thick cum cream. 


His cock sank in as if he were sticking it in a paste pot. 



“Cumming!” she gasped. 


Harry had been holding back, waiting for her. Now he let 
himself go. His cumbags blew and his lust lava erupted into 
her loins in a volcanic explosion. Harry emptied his balls 
through his meat tube and Hermione melted in a wild 
orgasm. And as they shared a simultaneous cunning, each 
held secret thoughts. 

Behind her closed eyelids, Hermione imagined it was Draco 
shooting up her cunt, as Harry trembled with a fantasy of 
creaming the slytherin witch's pussy. 

She lay back, reined and smiling. 

Soon, Harry tiptoed from the room... 

His prick was swinging like a flexible rubber hose as he 
tiptoed down the stairs - but the moment he looked around 
the archway into the living room, his cock gave a mighty 
lurch and sprang up to another full erection. 

He had arrived just at curtain time. 

The foreplay had become intense. Pansy's cum was 
steaming and Draco's prick was like a heated crowbar. The 
slytherins were sitting on Draco's bed, playing with each 
other. She was stroking his hard cock and fondling his big 
balls and he had one hand on her hot cunt, the other one on 
her tits. 

Then Pansy could wait no longer for her cuntful of Draco's 
bloated cock. 

The nimble slytherin twisted lithely up and knelt on the bed, 
shifting one knee across so that she was kneeling astride 
Draco's lap. 



Her slim back arched, spine bending. Her plump tits thrust 
out into his face and her slender belly was pressed tight to 
his. She was positioned atop his prick like a delicately 
balanced flagpole sitter. 

She squirmed around deliciously, wiping her cunt on the 
head of his cock. 

Her back was to the door and Harry, through the keyhole, 
had a perfect view of the coupling. Draco's balls ballooned 
and his thick cock-shaft, towered up from them, the purple 
slab of his cock-head nudging into her cunt-gash. 

Her wet cunt-lips were unpeeling around the tip of that 
smoking hot knob and cunt-juice was running in creamy 
ribbons down the heavily veined shaft. 

As she wriggled about, the cheeks of her ass opened and 
Harry could see her tiny shithole. Cum was bubbling from 
that little brown slot, reminding him graphically of how 
Draco had shot up her guts. 

Pansy worked her slot on his crown for a moment, savoring 
the anticipation of having all of his long, thick prick shoved 
up her cunt. 

Then she began to slide down. 

His cock-head vanished. Inch by inch, his stalk disappeared 
into her fuck-hole. His cuntlips sucked him in and her tunnel 
of love swallowed him up. The heavy rod edged deeper, dark 
vein pounding spasmodically. 

Pansy sank down to the hilt of Draco's fuck-stick, taking it 
all. Her fuck-slot was glued around the root and the lower 
curve of her ass brushed against his swollen cumbags as she 
squirmed on the spike. 



She held it all in her for a few moments, then began to rise 
and fall, riding his cock slowly and steadily. Draco held her 
by the hips, pulling her up and down, pounding her pussy 
onto his prick. 

Her tits swung into his face and Draco suckled on the perky 
pink lips and lapped up her cleavage. Saddled on his loins, 
she moved at a trot, then a canter, building up toward a full 
gallop. 

Harry watched in wonderment. 

He saw his cousin's sturdy stalk emerge from the slytherin 
witch's fuck-hole, glistening with her cuntjuice. Then she 
sank down and buried it up her fuck-box again. Harry could 
hear the meat hiss up her fuck-chute and hear the soft, 
moist suction sounds her cunt was making as it massaged 
his cock. 

Draco had already shot, in her ass and her mouth, but the 
slytherin was so potent and his prowess was so inspired by 
the dark joy of fucking Pansy that he was already starting to 
surge toward yet another cumming. 

He lifted her loins, then jammed her down hard. His cock 
was so huge that Pansy looked down past her tits, half 
expecting to see the outline of that thick stuffer raised in a 
furrow up her slim belly. 

She churned her ass around, grinding, twisting in a sensual 
spiral as she rose and fell. Each time she shoved down, her 
ass-cheeks parted, showing Harry her puckered shit hole. 
Cum kept oozing from that brown bud and trickling down 
the cleft, joining the creamy tide that was steadily flowing 
from her slot. 



Draco's prick pounded up, filling her cunt and acting like a 
plunger. Each time he stuffed her cunt, more cunt-nectar 
oozed out. Her crotch was awash and Draco's balls were 
drenched. 

That seepage was getting thicker as the nubile slytherin 
neared the peak. Harry whimpered at the sight. He could 
smell the fragrance of overheated pussy-perfume as that 
delightful aroma permeated the room. 

Harry's mouth watered and his prick hammered violently as 
his eyes feasted on the scene - and his fevered mind 
imagined many things. 

Draco was heaving up from the bed, panting like a steam 
engine as his prick pistoned up Pansy's pussy. His thighs 
jumped with muscle and his heels drummed on the floor. He 
arched under her, filling her cunt. 

Pansy felt his cock thunder inside her. 

“Shoot in my cunt - fill me," she cried. 

“Arghhh - take my cum. Pans!" Draco wailed. Harry saw his 
cousin's balls explode violently and his stalk buck like a 
discharging cannon on the recoil. Pansy squealed and 
shoved her cunt down as Draco's steaming geyser shot up 
into the core of her fuck-box. 

Jizz foamed into her fuck-hole lavishly, and Pansy peaked, 
creaming off on his cunning cock. 

His prick whipped in and out and a blend of cunt-cum and 
fuck-juice poured from her slot. He hammered up into her 
and she pounded down to meet him. His spunk was 
splashing into her so hard she thought he was going to blow 
right off the end of his cock, as if shot from a cannon. 



The slytherins drained off together and, spent, cuddled in 
fond embrace. 

“I love fucking you, Draco,” she purred in his ear. 

"Let's do it again,” he panted. 

She giggled, delighted by his potency. She drew up and 
pulled her pussy off his prick. That formidable tower still 
stood rampant, fat and firm. 

Cum gushed from her emptied pussy and his stalk was 
slathered lovingly, cherishing the flavor of a prick that had 
just been soaked in a perfume filled pussy. 

As she mouthed him, his balls began to swell again... 

It was some time later, when Draco was really drained and 
Pansy sneaked out of his room. 

"It's getting kind of late. I'll go see if Hermione and Harry are 
ready to go to breakfast, because I'm famished, ok?” 

Draco just nodded, feeling the need for something to eat. 

Pansy got up, her legs slinky, fuck-cream foaming 
abundantly from her cunt. She moved toward the door - and 
Harry stepped hastily back from view. 

Prick jutting out and bloated balls swinging, Harry dashed 
down the hallway, just in time to escape being discovered as 
Pansy followed in his wake. 

It was hard to think with a hard-on, but Harry was forming a 
plan. Pansy was going to check on them and he thought that 
it would be a kick to give the slytherin a performance in 
return for the show that she had, unknowingly, put on for his 



benefit. He figured that he would leave the bedroom door 
slightly ajar and stick his prick in Hermione's mouth, and 
face-fuck her vigorously, enjoying it all the more because he 
would know that Pansy was watching. 

But as he passed the bathroom, he paused. 

An even more thrilling idea came to him. 

He hesitated, feeling a twinge of guilt at his depraved 
desires, his inclinations. But the slytherin was already as 
mighty as she could be and he reasoned that there was no 
way he could corrupt her further. 

Besides, it was up to her. 

Harry would do nothing but provide her with the 
opportunity, the near occasion. 

Trembling wildly, he moved into the bathroom, leaving the 
door wide open. He stepped into the shower - not the one in 
which he had been biding before, but the one in which 
Pansy had buggered and blown with Draco. 

He turned the shower on and snatched up a plastic shower 
cap, pulling it well down over his head so that it covered his 
forehead - and masked his eyes. 

Then he stood under the warm spray, facing the open door, 
his stiff prick looming up like a howitzer. 

He began to soap his groin. 

He heard Pansy's footsteps come softly down the hall - and 
pause at the door. He heard a little gasp. 



Grimacing, pretending he was unaware of being observed, 
Harry began to stroke his slippery hand up and down on his 
soap-lathered prick. 

If nothing else, he could let the slytherin watch while he 
jacked off, he thought. 

But then Pansy came into the bathroom... 

Pansy stood there, mesmerized by the sight of the naked 
gryff pulling his lathered prick. 

She could ace that the shower cap was down over his eyes - 
presumably to keep from getting soap in them, she thought 
- and realized that he couldn't see her. She moved closer, 
drawn by the magnetism of his cock and balls. 

Her fingers itched to touch him, her mouth watered for a 
taste, her cunt smoldered like a furnace. 

But he was Harry, Draco's cousin - did she dare? 

Harry pumped his prick very slowly, thrusting his loins out 
toward where he could hear her heavy breathing. 

His fist skimmed up the soapy stalk lightly as he waited to 
see what she would do. 

She was very close now. He could feel her heated breath on 
his cock and balls. He guessed that if he shot by hand, his 
spunk was going to fly right in her face - and that her sexy 
mouth would no doubt be open. 

It was an exciting thought. 

But Harry wanted contact. 

“Mione?" he rasped. 



Her breath inhaled sharply as she realized that Harry knew 
someone was in the room. 

“Is that you, love?” he croaked. 

Pansy hesitated, wondering if she should run from the room 
or carry on a pretense. 

“Um-hum," she said, softly. 

Harry grinned. His hand stroked up and down one more 
time, then moved off his prick. 

“Do me a favor," he mumbled. “Milk me off." 

Pansy trembled like a leaf in a storm. She was terrified that 
he might discover her identity - but her lust was 
overwhelming her fears. 

As long as Harry kept that shower cap on, blinding him, she 
could empty his balls and escape from the bathroom with no 
one the wiser. 

She reached out and cupped his cumbags in her upturned 
palm, fondling them. They were packed full of cum. The 
thought of having sex with Harry was even more thrilling 
than with Draco, driving the naughty slytherin crazy. 

She dropped down to her knees, as if about to worship at the 
alter of his groin. 

Thrusting her tits out, she took his iron-hard stalk into her 
cleavage. Harry began to tit-fuck up the cleft. Her face tilted 
down, staring at his knob. 


Then she took it into her mouth. 



It was too late to stop now. Harry's cock was so delicious it 
was making her eyes water. Even if he were to yank the 
shower cap up and discover who she was, Pansy was 
determined to drink his fizz, anyhow. If he gave her hell, 
afterward, at least she would have had the feast. 

Her dark head jumped up and down and she fed his cock 
into her face ravenously. 

"Ahhhh," he sighed. “Suck me dry, love!" 

“Ummmmm - ummmm - ummmmmm!" she purred. She 
didn't dare to speak but she knew that her little soft moans, 
muffled on his cock, would be unidentifiable. One cock-filled 
mouth sounded much like any other. 

Harry fucked into her face steadily, thrusting out as her 
head ducked down. Her maw enveloped him. It would have 
been a great blowjob under any circumstances - but 
knowing that it was the slytherin witch's mouth on his cock 
was driving Harry wild with the dark thrill of depravity. 

“You suck so good," he sighed, knowing that those words 
would please the slytherin. 

Her head rose and fell in a steady rhythm. Harry knew that 
he would have already blown his wad, if he hadn't already 
drained his cumbags off so many times. But he was in no 
hurry to shoot off, loving the slow build-up before he fed his 
hot load to this hungry slytherin. 

Pansy was sucking like a sump pump and Harry was shoving 
his prick into her mouth like a piston, wishing that he was 
not blinded by the shower cap. 

He would have loved to see his cock going in and out of the 
slytherin witch's mouth. 



And it was certainly an exciting sight. 

Hermione could testify to that... 

Hermione had lingered in bed, well fucked and dreamily 
content. She loved lazy Saturday mornings. She dozed off 
for a brief period, then awoke when she heard the shower 
running. She wondered which of the four was showering - 
and began to get some naughty ideas. 

If Draco was naked in the shower, it would be a turn on to 
sneak a look at his athletic body - and his tantalizing cock 
and balls. 

Hermione never expected to have sex with Draco, but there 
was no harm in looking, she figured. 

And if it happened to be Pansy - well, that could be a thrill, 
as well. Hermione was certainly not a dyke, but sexy female 
bodies were exciting in a kinky way. If it was Pansy in the 
shower, she thought that she might offer to soap the 
slytherin's back - and maybe manage to sort of accidentally 
get a feel of titty or ass - or even cunt - as she lathered the 
slippery soapsuds into her body. 

Feeling deliciously depraved, Hermione got up and, naked, 
padded down the hallway. 

The bathroom door was open, she saw. 

And then she saw more than she had bargained for... 

Pansy was on her knees, her head pumping up and down 
like an oil rig on Harry's prick. 


It was an amazing discovery. 



Hermione's first emotion was total, stunned shock. 


Then she felt a surge of anger at being deceived - and being 
left out of it. 

But then pure lust drove out all other emotions. Hermione 
was thrilled to the core. 

Pansy was blowing Harry and it looked like she was just 
about to swallow his jizz - and if the naughty slytherin 
would give head to Harry, maybe she would go down on 
Hermione, as well. 

Hermione lingered in the doorway, fascinated, imagining all 
sorts of family frolics in the future. Was Harry fucking the 
slytherin as well as getting head from her? The thought of 
sucking her boyfriend's cum out of the slytherin's fuckhole 
made Hermione's mouth drool, her lapper tingle. 

Does he know who's blowing him? she wondered, noticing 
that he was blinded by the shower cap. 

She wasn't sure. But she was damned sure that Pansy knew 
full well whose cock she was mouthing with such 
enthusiasm. The slytherin was whimpering for Harry's fuck- 
juice - and Hermione was as eager to see the slytherin 
swallow his slime as Pansy was to milk it from his balls. 

Cum in her mouth, Harry! Hermione soundlessly urged. 

Her own empty mouth was sucking, emulating the action of 
Pansy's lips on Harry's prick. She was slavering and 
swallowing her drool and wishing that it was laced with fuck- 
juice or cunt cum - or both, mixed together in the serving 
bowl of Pansy's creamy pussy. 



Then, as if echoing Hermione's silent plea, Pansy moaned on 
Harry's cock. “Cum - umphhhh - cum!" 

He jerked in, tipping her head back, his balls solid and 
heavy as they ran up to her lips. His thighs rippled. He felt 
as if his hard-on extended all the way through his loins, the 
root moored in his asshole. 

As he rose toward the peak of passion, Harry just had to see 
it happen in the slytherins hot mouth. He was holding her 
head down to the job with one hand. The other hand 
reached up and he snatched the shower cap off. 

Pansy didn't realize it - but it wouldn't have made any 
difference, anyhow, as she plated away on the cum strokes 
with such ardent enthusiasm. 

Hermione saw that Harry was aware of the situation - but 
she didn't care at all as she relished the sight. Now Harry 
shared the thrill of that vista, staring down and watching his 
thick prick sliding through the sultry collar of the slytherin 
witch's suction-cup mouth. 

He grunted, driving up off his toes and slogging the meat 
frantically into her willing mouth. His cumming was so 
intense that Harry thought it began in his heels. Muscle and 
sinew jumped up his thighs. His veins surged as if his 
bloodstream had turned to boiling fuck-juice. 

His fizz came out into the slytherin witch's mouth in a 
sudden deluge, whooshing from the head of his cock and 
splashing down her throat. 

“Oh! Ohhhh!" Pansy gurgled, gulping that flavorsome fuck- 
juice down hungrily. He pumped another dose down her 
gullet, then spilled a creamy torrent onto her tongue and 
spunked wads into her cheeks. 



Pansy was swallowing with gusto, but his load filled her face 
faster than she could drink it down. Jizz spilled from her lips 
and ran down her chin. 

Pansy looked up from the tops of her eyes. She saw that 
Harry had whipped the cap off and was staring down at her 
in full awareness. But she saw, too, that his expression was 
one of utter bliss - and he was still humping merrily away as 
he gorged her on his goo. 

Pansy was overjoyed. 

Harry knew who was drinking his juice and he didn't mind. 
And even before she had ingested that first enormous load, 
the greedy cum drinker was thinking that from now on, 
without any pretense, she would have the chance to milk his 
meat off whenever they had a chance... 

She drank him dry, kept on sucking to make sure, then drew 
her slimy lips from his prick. 

“I'm real naughty, ain't I, Harry?" she whispered, looking as 
sweet and demure as a slytherin witch can when her lips 
were drenched with Harry's cum. 

“You're lovely," he gasped. 

“Did you - know it was me?" she asked, leaning in to lick 
lightly at his knob. 


“Yeah, Pansy..." he rasped... 
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Chapter 41 

Prefects Tower on Saturday night 

“Are you gonna sit there all night, Draco? Get up and give 
me a hand!” Pansy said while gathering her books from her 
desk. 

Draco stood up and moved up close behind his lover, sliding 
his hands up under her sweater to cup the creamy globes of 
her firm titties. 

“Ohhh! Draco!", she squealed in mock surprise, "What are 
you doing?" 




“Well Pans," he laughed, “you wanted me to give you a hand 
didn't you?" 

“Ye... yes! What about Harry and Hermione? I can hear them 
from their room... and so they can...", she groaned, feeling 
her lover's sizable cock-bulge pressing against her ass. Her 
cunt began to moisten immediately. 

“They are to busy", he said, tweaking her hard nipples, 
“Didn't you see the look Hermione gave Harry just before 
they left? They'll be fucking each other's brains out by 
now!" 

Pansy trembled at the thought and knew that he was right. 
His fingers began to squeeze and caress the soft, warm flesh 
of her tits. She wiggled her ass in wanton invitation. 

“Mmmmmmmm! That's nice!", moaned Pansy, rubbing her 
ass against her lover's lengthening cock. His big, strong 
hands fondled her naked breasts. 

“You like that, don't you. Pans?", he breathed, nuzzling her 
neck. 

“Yesssss! I love it!" gasped Pansy. His fingers felt so good on 
her tits that she strained forwards against his palms, at the 
same time pressing her firm little butt harder against his 
crotch. It felt wonderful, but she wanted more! Her cunt was 
sizzling with anticipation! 

“Feel me Draco! Touch my pussy!", she pleaded, opening her 
legs for him. 

“My pleasure!", said Draco, sliding one of his hands down 
over her rounded belly and inside the front of his lover's 
shorts, searching for her panty-covered cunt. He gasped 
aloud when his fingers touched the soft, furry mound of her 



pussy. 'Ohhhh Ohhhh! She's not wearing any panties!', he 
thought as his fingers slid between the soft, moist cuntlips. 
Pansy moaned and pressed her hips forward against his 
hand, anxious to get her lover's fingers deeper into her juicy 
slit. 

“Mmmm! Ohhh, Draco! Put your fingers in me!" 

Pansy made a purring sound as she felt his fingers slide 
along the slick, open groove of her cunt... then dip inside. 

"Ohhhh, you're wet. Pans!" 

"Uuuuuhhhh! My pussy's all wet for you, lover boy!" 

Draco hunched against her and groaned, kissing her neck 
and nibbling her ear. 

"I always knew you were a hot little piece!", he whispered, 
sliding his fingers over her clit. "After what happened this 
morning, I couldn't get you out of my mind! I knew you 
wanted it." 

Pansy humped her hips against her lover's hand as he 
fucked his middle finger all the way into her tight cunt. 

"Yes! I did!.. Uhhh, fuck! And I want it now!", she whispered, 
turning her head slightly so that he could kiss her. 

Draco pressed his mouth against his lover's eagerly parted 
lips and kissed her hungrily, slithering and probing his hot 
tongue deep into the furthest recesses of her soft, warm 
mouth, in the same way his finger probed her sopping cunt- 
flesh. Pansy kissed him back, sucking his tongue into her 
mouth as they trenched passionately. Her right hand which 
had been holding onto the edge of the desk, reached 'round 
behind her and grasped her lover's cock through his shorts. 



It was rock-hard and felt very, very big! Suddenly her lover 
pulled his mouth from hers and whispered in her ear. 

“Is this a long night, Pans?" 

“Ooooh, yes Draco! Very long!", she whimpered, pressing 
herself against him. 

“Okay, then tell me what you want!", her lover demanded. 

He wanted to hear her beg for it... to beg for his cock! 

“I want you to fuck me Draco!", she said panting into his 
mouth “I want you to stick your big, fat prick into my tight, 
wet pussy right now and fuck me!" 

“Is that all?", he asked, pulling her against his bulging cock, 
clearly excited by his lover's graphic request. 

“No!", Pansy replied, breathing heavily, “No that's not all! 
After that, I want you to suck my pussy till I cream again, 
and then I want you to fuck me in the asshole! Do you think 
you're up to all that, lover dear?" 

“You bet your sweet ass I am, baby!", he replied, “I'm gonna 
fuck your hot sexy cunt into next week!" 

“Ooooooh! Promises, promises!", giggled Pansy, 

She was enjoying this immensely and tried her very best to 
excite him. If he wasn't completely engrossed in her, the 
plan might fail. Draco was excited alright! But he never once 
questioned the sudden change in his normally quiet lover, 
he simply accepted it as a very pleasant surprise. 


Draco quickly undid his lover's shorts and peeled them 
down over her thighs. 



“Ohhhh, I love your ass, Pans!” 


He ran his hands over the smooth, creamy flesh of her hot 
behind as Pansy stepped out of her shorts and slid his finger 
into the dark thatch which peeked cheekily out from 
between her thighs. Pansy whimpered. 

"Ohhh, Ohhhh! Fuck me, Draco! I'm so hot! I need your cock 
in me!” 

Her lover dropped his own shorts and stood behind her with 
his throbbing hardon clenched tightly in his left hand. 

"Just bend over the sink, baby and hang on!”, Draco warned, 
positioning the head of his cock between the cheeks of her 
hot ass, feeling for the entrance to his lover's well-lubricated 
cunthole. 

Pansy moved her legs wide apart and bent forward, bracing 
herself for the inevitable plunge. Her asshole was hidden, 
but Draco could see his lover's juicy, pink-lipped cunt 
through the fuzz of light dark cunt hair. It looked hot and 
wet and ready for his hard cock! Pansy groaned as he 
pushed forward and buried the fat tip between her clinging 
cuntlips. 

"Oooh, Ohhhh! Mmmmmmm, yes! Stick it in!”, pleaded the 
horny slytherin witch. Draco grabbed her by the waist and 
lunged forwards, thrusting his huge cock balls-deep in her 
steaming twat. 

Pansy screamed at the sudden, delicious penetration, 
arching her back and clutching madly at the sides of the 
sink for support as her lover fucked his prick into her tight 
cunt from behind. 



“Unnnnnnhhhhhhhggggghh! Ohhhhhh, Ohhhh you're so 
fuckin' big Draco!" 


The wizard grunted and pulled his massive erection out of 
her, until just the fat cockhead remained clasped by her 
snug, tight fuckhole. His long prick glistened with his lover's 
pussy-juice, and her tightly stretched cuntlips were pulled 
out, clinging obscenely to the thick shaft. Before she could 
say or do anything, he lurched forwards again and fucked 
the full length of his cock back into the vice-like grip of her 
cunt, as hard as he could. 

"Arhhhgghh! Pans! Ohhhh, you're tight!", he moaned, 
feeling the walls of her pussy contract around his invading 
weapon. 

"Tighter than Hermione?", panted Pansy, hoping she had 
been right about the sly glances she had noticed earlier. 

"Yesss! Fuck, yess! Much tighter!... Ohhhh!" 

Pansy smiled to herself. She had been right, and that would 
make everything much, much easier later on. In the heat of 
the moment, Draco hadn't even realized the consequences 
of his admission. Pansy didn't care, the all-consuming 
sensations building between her thighs were just too much, 
and all she wanted right now, was for her strong lover to 
fuck her again and again and again! 

Draco's cock was sliding in and out of his horny lover's pussy 
like a piston... oiled and hot... flexible yet hard as it rasped 
maddeningly over her clit. His hands left her waist and 
travelled up to squeeze her jiggling tits as he fucked her 
savagely. 

"Ooooooh! Yessss! Fuck me! Fuck me hard, Draco!", 
screamed Pansy, a little too loudly. 



“Shhhh! Don't make so much noise, Pans!", scolded Draco, 
increasing the speed and depth of his strokes in spite of his 
lovers boisterous reaction. 

"Uuuuuhh! Just shut up and fuck me will you, Draco!", 
replied Pansy. 

Her cunt was on fire, rippling around her lover's lunging 
cock. She felt the heat spread outwards from her crotch to 
her tits and ass. His hands on her tits felt wonderful, 
especially when he pinched her taut nipples between thumb 
and forefinger. 

She couldn't help the noise she was making because each 
time his cock entered her cunt it dragged deliciously across 
her clit, sending intense shivers of pleasure up and down her 
spine. 

"Uhgggggnnuuughh! Ohhhh, what a hot, tight cunt! 

Uhhhhh! Arhhgghh! Yeahhhhh, twist it! Twist it around my 
cock, you gorgeous little fuck!", Draco panted. 

He was fucking his lover like a maniac, driving his cock into 
her juice-covered pussy until his hips smacked loudly 
against the wriggling cheeks of her ass. Pansy held on for 
dear life, enjoying the vigorous fucking her lover was giving 
her. In fact, she was enjoying it so much, that she almost 
forgot about her plan. She tried to think straight. 

When her lover began to grunt and moan and fuck his prick 
into her harder. Pansy knew that he was close. But he had to 
be so engrossed in fucking her that nothing would stop him 
from dumping his load in her cunt. Pansy spread her legs as 
wide as she could and bent low over the desk, thrusting her 
open cunt forcibly back against her lover's pistoning cock 
with every powerful stroke. 'Ohhhh! If he doesn't come soon. 



I'm gonna faint!' she thought, biting her bottom lip to stop 
from screaming. 

Draco couldn't believe it. His lover was by far the hottest 
cunt that he'd ever fucked! And boy was she tight! She was 
throwing her juicy pussy back at him like a two knuts whore, 
and the way his balls were aching, it wouldn't be long before 
she got a cunt-full of his hot cum. 

Pansy felt her lover's hands dig hard into the flesh of her tits 
as he pulled her onto his pumping prick. If she timed this 
right, she'd fulfill her plan, and enjoy a nice big, juicy climax 
as well. 

Suddenly, Draco's body stiffened, and Pansy felt his cock 
jerk and swell inside her. This is it!', she thought, striving 
towards her own orgasm. Just as the first jets of hot thick, 
sperm left her lover's deeply buried cock. Pansy reached out 
and purposely pushed a rack full of heavy books off the 
desk. The throbbing and ringing in Draco's ears as he came, 
all but drowned out the thunderous crash of smashing 
heaavy books as they hit the Pansy's bedroom floor. Neither 
of them even paused as Draco's cock pulsed madly, 
injecting spurt after spurt of red-hot jism into his lover's 
squirming pussy. 

Pansy screamed as his full, hot load gushed against the walls 
of her cunt, and responded in kind, coming suddenly in a 
hot, sweet rush. Draco continued to fuck her even after his 
balls were empty, his throbbing cock drawing every last, 
delicious spasm from her seething twat. He pulled her 
upright with his prick still buried inside her and kissed her 
neck and shoulders. 

"Fuck, that was fantastic Pans!", he panted, "Was it a good 
one for you too?" Pansy never got a chance to answer as a 



loud voice boomed out from behind them. 


"WHAT IN MERLIN'S BALLS ARE YOU TWO DOING?!" 

Draco spun around so fast that his cock almost bent double 
as it tried to exit Pansy's pussy at the wrong angle. 

"Ouch!", he cried, trying to hide his naked cock with both 
hands. 

Pansy turned also, but didn't even attempt to hide her 
nakedness. Harry and Hermione stood at the bedroom door 
grinning like crazy people. Realizing that his hands hid very 
little of his glistening erection, Draco scrambled for his 
shorts and held them over his rigid cock which hadn't even 
begun to wilt. Pansy suppress a giggle as she watched her 
housemate squirm in abject embarrassed. 

"Well?... What do we have here?", Harry asked again, trying 
very hard not to laugh at his cousin expence. 

Pansy just looked at them and grinned back, "Draco was 
fucking me, Harry! What else?" 

"I though he was beating you!", said Harry. He looked like 
falling down if he didn't laugh soon, and Pansy realized that 
his and hers plan to prank Draco was working better than 
they though! But it was the time to set the ball rolling. 

"Draco was fucking me, Harry!", she repeated, "Just like he 
fucked Hermione!" 

Harry looked at Pansy as if she were talking gibberish and 
turned to his girlfriend, who by this time had a twinkle in her 
eyes. That part he didn't knew! And poor Draco just stood 
where he was and looked down at the floor, hoping no doubt 
that it would open up and swallow him. 



“Something I didn't knew? Nice!'', said Harry, looking 
backwards and forwards between his girlfriend and the 
slytherins with a look of seriousness on his handsome 
features. 

Pansy smiled and picked up her shorts. “Ok, relax Harry, 
before you have a heart attack", she said, “I think we should 
all be frank with each other. Don't you Hermione?" 

Harry looked at Hermione, who still had that twinkle in her 
eyes, and asked, “Was he good, love!" 

“He has a nice dick, love.", replied Hermione, moving toward 
the table in the room. She had to sit down because she was 
just in the middle of an orgasm when those books fell and 
she and Harry though that someone was blasting things in 
Pansy's room. “How was Pans mouth this morning?" she 
grinned back at her boyfriend. 

“You knew about that?", asked Harry, suddenly grinning, 

“Well duuh... I'm the smartest witch of our year... 
remember?" 

That I didn't expect from those two gryff!s', thought Pansy, 
'Since when in love like them reacts like that?' 

“Is it alright if I give Pansy a big hug?" 

Hermione smiled back. “Only if I can give your cousin a nice 
juicy kiss!", she laughed, staring openly at Draco's limp 
cock. 

Still naked from the waist down. Pansy ran over and climbed 
into Harrys lap, facing him. “Ohhhh! I didn't expect that! But 
this will be so much fun!", she sighed, wriggling her pussy 
onto Harry's crotch. Neither Harry nor Hermione had time to 



dress properly before rushing out to investigate the noise in 
Pansy's room, and both were naked under their robes. As 
Pansy wrapped her arms around him and pressed her 
swollen tits against his chest, Harry felt the moist heat 
emanating from Pansy's wriggling cunt, and slid his hand 
down over the cleft of her ass to dip his fingers inside her 
slit. It was still nice and wet from the fucking Draco had just 
given her, and Harry's cock began to rise automatically, 
pushing up between the folds of his robe to nudge at the top 
of Pansy's widely stretched gash. 

Draco walked towards Hermione and stood between her 
open legs as she lounged back on the chair next to her 
boyfriend. Hermione opened her robe, giving the slytherin a 
good look at her big, creamy tits and bushy, dark brown 
cunt. Draco's virile prick throbbed with excitement at the 
sight of this hot sexxy gryffindor's luscious charms so lewdly 
displayed. His cock doubled in size with the thought that 
she was wantonly exposing herself like this, in order to turn 
him on... to get him hard enough and excited enough to 
fuck her!... Well, it was working! Hermione had a body that 
supermodels would kill for, and right now it was all his! He 
would fuck her alright, he thought, staring at her glistening, 
pink slit, but not before he'd had a little warm-up first. 

A delicious shiver of utter depravity overcame Hermione as 
she saw Draco's gaze drop to her open pussy. She knew he 
wanted her, and it thrilled her to think that she could be so 
sexually attractive to the slytherins golden boy. Wrapping 
her fingers around his cock, Hermione rubbed and squeezed 
the length of his hardening shaft until it stuck out from his 
belly like a long, thick spike. 'Just like his cousin'!', she 
thought, watching the little slit in the tip of his cock open 
and close, as her hand moved back and forth on his tool. Her 
breathing increased rapidly as she felt the powerful strength 
of him, throbbing eagerly in her hand. 



Draco moaned and reached out for Hermione's large breasts, 
squeezing the firm, creamy globes with both hands as his 
palms rubbed over her stiff nipples. Hermione cradled 
Draco's balls in her hot palm, massaging them, twisting 
gently. She glanced up at him, almost shyly, and kissed the 
tip of his cock, licking the dripping, clear wetness, a sure 
sign of his urgent need. Hermione opened her lips and he 
sucked the large, bulbous head into her mouth, lashing it 
wetly with her hot tongue. 

“Suck me Hermione! Eat my cock while I watch Harry fuck 
Pansy!", he groaned. 

A ripple of excitement washed over Hermione as she 
listened to Draco's words. Nothing would be the same again 
between them! 'Especially sex!', thought Hermione as she 
grabbed Draco by the hard cheeks of his ass and filled her 
mouth and throat with his huge erection, moaning aloud as 
the lingering flavour of Pansy's cunt washed over her taste 
buds. 

Pansy felt Harry's cock lengthening between her thighs and 
dropped a hand down between her legs to guide it into her 
cunt. It felt huge! Much bigger than Draco's! She gasped as 
the huge, purple head pressed into her tight hole, pushing 
aside the walls of her pussy like a huge battering ram. Harry 
felt her wince. 

“Are you okay. Pansy?", he asked. 

“Uhhhhh! Ummmmmm! Yes, Harry. I'm fine. I want it all! Put 
your cock in my cunt and fuck me...Hard!", murmured 
Pansy, squirming her juicy, twat down onto Harry's upthrust 
cock. Harry groaned and lifted his hips, easing his monstrous 
prick up into the hot slytherin witch's tight snatch. 



Pansy could hardly breathe with Harry's cock stuffed into her 
tightly-stretched pussy. It filled her cunt to the brim and sent 
tremors of ecstasy through her athletic body. This was it! 

This was the fuck she had been waiting for since she 
became aware of what her cunt was really for, and she was 
going to enjoy every second of it! 

"Ooooooooooowhhh! It's all the way in Harry!", she 
squealed. 

"Uhhgghh! It sure as hell is! Fuck! Move your hips up and 
down on it, baby!" 

As Pansy strained upwards, Harry reached under her thighs 
and lifted her body off his lap. She was as light as a feather 
in his hands, and he heard her gasp suddenly as his cock 
pulled out of her tight, clasping sheath. 

Harry held her suspended above his cock, with only the fat 
tip of his massive organ just inside Pansys cuntlips. Pansy 
moaned, tossing her long dark tresses from side to side in 
frustration. Why was he taking so long? She wanted Harry to 
fuck her now!., to drive his long, hard prick into her aching 
cunt and fuck her as hard and as fast as he could!... to fuck 
her until she screamed and came, and saturated his big, 
thrusting gryff-cock with rivers of hot, sweet slytherin-cum! 

He knew exactly what he was doing. He'd fucked many 
before. Well, maybe ten, but all for many times! But this 
wasn't just any witch... this was Draco's girl and he sure 
wanted to make the hot witch beg for moreh! She was a hot 
witch and she deserved the best, he was going to give it to 
her! Harry looked down at his fearsome, rock-hard cock, it 
glistened wetly, poised and throbbing at the entrance of 
Pansy's cunt. He looked into her eyes and saw the answer to 
his question even before he asked it. 



“Are you ready for this love?", he warned. Pansy had never 
been more ready in her entire life. She wanted Harry's big 
prick inside her pussy again, and she couldn't wait any 
longer. 

“Oh, Ohhhh yes! Don't be gentle with me Harry. Fuck me 
hard! Fuck me like the bitch I am!'', squealed Pansy, 
trembling against him. 

“Ohhhh!", Harry gasped, amazed at her words. The sexxy 
slytherin was a sex-crazed nymph! He couldn't believe his 
luck. A hot tight pussy just waiting to be plucked! 

Groaning, Harry lowered the witch's quivering snatch down 
over his cock, flicking his hips upwards at the same time, 
jamming more than half of his thick shaft up into her tight 
cuntal sheath. 

“Oh Yessssss! Oooooh, Harry, your cock is so big and so 
hard! It feels so good in my pussy! Unhhhhhhhhh! It fills me 
up so fuckin' good!" 

Harry swore as her hot cunt-flesh moulded like a vice around 
his huge prick. “You want cock, baby?... I'll give you cock!", 
he rasped, jabbing a few more inches of long, thick meat up 
into Pansy's willing cunt. 

Pansy winced and gritted her teeth while her nails dug into 
the hard flesh of Harry's broad, muscular shoulders. 

“Oh Ohhhh! Oh, oh... Harry! Uhh, Fuck! 1 love it!... 1 love 
your cock!" 

Pansy began to move her saturated cunt frantically, trying 
to widen her tight passage greedily around Harry's invading 
prick., there was still more, and she wanted it all. She was 
filled with ravenous cockhunger, overcome with a fervent 



desire to have every last fraction of an inch of the gryff's big 
cock crammed into the depths of her inflamed pussy. 

“Shit, Hermione! Look at Pansy go after Harry's prick!", cried 
Draco, watching every move his lover and cousin made. 

Hermione could only mumble a muffled reply around Draco's 
erect cock as she sucked him off. She was watching them 
too, and the sight of her boyfriend's big, meaty cock as it 
stretched their daughter's moist, pink cunthole became too 
much for her. Lifting her right leg, Hermione draped it over 
the armrest of the chair, completely exposing her juicy, open 
twat to Draco. He gasped as Hermione's puffy, pink outer 
lips parted, revealing the wet, gleaming innermost folds of 
her sex. 

Dropping a hand to her naked pussy, Hermione began to 
play with herself while she sucked Draco's tasty cock. First of 
all, she ran her fingers lightly through her slit, feeling the 
moisture gather on her fingertips. Then she hunched 
forwards a little and almost sat on her hand, working the 
stiffened middle finger deep up into the slippery, wetness of 
her cunt. Draco looked down and saw Hermione's hand 
working frantically inside her leaking pussy, fucking herself 
with her fingers like a horny teen witch that she was. 

“Yeah! Do it to yourself Hermione! Let me watch you finger- 
fucking your cunt!" 

Draco stared down at her, mesmerized by the moist sounds 
of her finger as it moved in and out of her pussy. His cock 
hardened even more and he thrust it deeper into Hermione's 
eagerly sucking mouth. Beside them. Pansy whimpered with 
delight as she felt Harry's curly pubic bush press against her 
own. 



“Oooohh, Harry! Have I got it all? Is all of your cock in my 
pussy now?” 


"Yes, baby. You've got it all! Every inch of cock I can give 
you!” 

"Beautiful,” she sighed. "Now, fuck me, Harry! Fuck me 
hard!” 

Wasting no more time, Harry began moving his monstrous 
cock in her tight hole. The first couple of thrusts were slow 
and steady as he got his bearings. Then, holding her by the 
hips he lunged up into her and began slamming his cock 
into her dark pussy as hard as he could. 

As he watched her round, firm tits jiggle up and down in 
front of his eyes, Harry couldn't believe he was actually 
fucking this hot beautiful slytherin. 'Pansy began to grind 
her pubic mound wantonly against his, anxious to get the 
deepest penetration possible. It was then that his cock told 
him that this wasn't just any witch he was fucking, she was 
definitely a hot one! 

"Uhhhhhhh! Oh, Pansy!”, he moaned, pulling her tightly 
against him. 

Pansy began moving wildly on Harry's cock. Her slim 
rounded ass slapped noisily on his thighs as she bounced up 
and down, mashing her highly aroused clit against the thick 
base of his prick. The tight, elastic lips of her pussy clung 
wetly to his cockshaft as it came out, and then swallowed it 
greedily as it slammed back up inside her again. Harry 
fucked back at her, matching her every movement with 
long, deep, powerful strokes that shook her whole body. 
Pansy whimpered loudly and leaned against him, letting her 
hard nipples drag across his hard, muscular chest. 



“Unnnhhhh! Ohhhh! Fuck me, Harry! I need it so bad! Ohh, 
ohh, uhh!.. You don't know how long., uhhh.. how long I've 
waited for this!" 

"I can guess, baby!", Harry panted, "I can tell by the way 
your pussy is grabbing at my cock!" Pansy smiled at him 
and deliberately flexed her cunt muscles on the next 
downward stroke. 

"You mean, like that, Harry?", she giggled. 

"Ohhhh Ohhhh! Ohhhhdamn it, witch! You'll rip it off if you 
do that again!", Harry grinned. 

Pansy felt great! She felt a certain power over Harry now, 
and while he was fucking her, she knew she had him in the 
palm of her hand. 'Well, actually, she had him the depths of 
her pussy', she thought, 'But with wizards, that was the 
same thing. Wasn't it?' 

Beside them, Hermione and Draco were lost in their own 
passions. The slytherin fondled Hermione's large, pink- 
nippled tits as she nursed hungrily on his glistening cock, 
licking occasionally down the length of it to suck each of his 
balls into her hot mouth. This caused Draco to squeeze her 
tits harder, bringing moans and sighs of pleasure from both 
of them. Hermione's cunt was on fire! She now had three 
long, slim fingers stuffed inside her flooded fuckhole and 
was stabbing them vigorously in and out, as she sucked 
Draco's pulsing prick. At the same time she was using her 
thumb against her clit, pressing and rubbing the slick little 
bud until she thought she would burst with pleasure. 

Harry's hands were all over Pansy's squirming ass as they 
fucked, squeezing and kneading the firm, creamy globes, 
using them like handles to help lift and drive his spearing 
cock into her hotly splayed snatch. Pansy moaned and 



wriggled harder as Harry's fingers slipped down over her 
sensitive little asshole and began to caress the lips of her 
pussy as they devoured his spearing cock. He felt the 
abundant flow of warm cuntal moisture which lubricated his 
cock, dribble down and cover his exploring fingers. 'Just 
what the doctor ordered.', thought Harry, drawing his slime 
covered fingers back through the furrow of her buttocks, 
spreading her hot fuck-juice liberally around the puckered 
rosebud of her anus. 

The brunette witch gasped with delight as she felt Harry's 
fingertip press firmly against the entrance of her rear hole. 
The elastic ring of muscle resisted for only a moment before 
it collapsed and her tight, buttery hole swallowed Harry's 
middle finger up to the second knuckle. The long, thick digit 
felt good as it pressed inside her bowels. It felt a lot better 
than her own fingers had done. She whimpered with delight. 

"Oooooh, Ohhhh, yes! Your finger feels so good up there, so 
dirty! I want to be dirty with you, Harry! I want you to fuck 
me there too, and I want you to lick my pussy! I want to do 
everything with you, Harry! 

"You're a hot little minx, you know that?" 

"Uhhh! Uhhhhh! Wh... What's a minx?", she panted against 
his neck. 

"Minx are animals that love to fuck" 

"Then I'm a minx! Ohhhh, fuck me! Fuck me hard, Harry! I'm 
gonna come soon!" 

Pansy's supple body never stopped bucking and writhing. 
Her neck strained and her nostrils flared. A film of 
perspiration covered her forehead, matting the tangled dark 
fringe. Small droplets became larger ones and ran down her 



cheeks to collect in the moist valley between her jiggling 
breasts. 

Harry knew she was close to orgasm even before she told 
him. He could tell by the frantic way she drove her pussy up 
and down on his cock, grinding her drenched pubic mound 
hard against his own with every thrust. He helped her as 
much as he could, leaning back on the chair and raising his 
hips so that his prick rammed deep up inside her wide-open 
cunt each time. Pansy moaned and scratched Harry's 
shoulders as she felt her climax building to unbelievable 
proportions. 

"Uh! Nghhhh! Ooooooh, yesss! I'm coming!", she screamed 
suddenly, "Ooow! Ohhhh! Fuck! Fuck it in hard, Harry! 
Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Yesssssssss!" 

The fury of Pansy's orgasm took him by surprise, and all 
Harry could do was hang on as she bucked and jerked in 
ecstasy. Her cunt muscles went into a frenzy of movement, 
flexing and relaxing around his cock like mad, almost 
pumping the jism right out of his balls. Harry continued to 
screw her without letup, determined to make this the best 
fuck she'd ever had in her life. Pansy's pussy gushed 
heavily, leaking out between the lips of her twat and down 
the shaft of his cock to saturate both their loins with warm, 
sticky cunt cream. 

Harry lifted her face and looked into her deep dark eyes. 
They were glazed with passion and lust. 

"I love you, Harry!", she murmured, and flung her arms 
around Harry's neck. Harry felt her nipples drilling into his 
chest as he hugged her back. 

"I love you too. More than you'll ever know", said Harry, 
covering her hot open mouth with his own. They kissed like 



real lovers, using their tongues like rapiers, dueling hotly 
back and forth. With Harry's massive organ still buried 
deeply in her pussy, and his hot tongue lashing her mouth. 
Pansy began to feel that familiar tingling glow spreading 
outwards from the centre of her cunt. Although she had just 
experienced one of the strongest orgasms in her entire life, 
she wanted more. She was like a starving man given his first 
meal, who found out that it only sharpened his appetite. She 
wanted to fuck and suck all night! 

“I want you again, Harry! And I think your cock does too!", 
whispered the horny slytherin, "I want to feel your hot cum 
spurt inside me!" Harry smiled at the frankness of this 
beautiful witch. 

"Ok, baby. But let's get a little more comfortable. I want to 
make love to you properly this time." 

"It's ok, Harry. You can use the other word. Say 'Fuck', I don't 
mind" 

"No baby. I don't just want to fuck you. I want to make love 
to you. I want to do everything a wizard and a witch can do 
with each other, and then some." Pansy trembled against 
him as she heard the words she'd longed to hear. 

"Ohhh, yes, Harry! Lets go do it now. I can't wait!", squealed 
Pansy, lifting herself up off his lap. 

Harry's rigid cock pulled out of her cunt with a loud, wet 
slurping sound. Pansy gasped as she saw his fully erect 
penis for the first time. It stood straight up from Harry's 
crotch, gleaming wetly with her juices, fully nine inches 
long, and hard as a railroad spike. 

"Ohhhh! Harry! No wonder it felt like it was splitting me in 
two. It's so damn big!" Harry stood up and looked down at 



himself, admiring his powerful erection. 


“All the better to fuck you with, my dean", he joked in a 
deep voice. Giggling happily. Pansy reaching out her hand 
and wrapped her fingers around Harry's cock, pulling him 
along by the thick stem. 

“Come on Big Bad Wolf! Little Red Riding Hood wants a 
good, long fuck!", she laughed, pulling him towards the 
door. 

“Not in your bed?", asked Harry, as she led him out her 
bedroom door. 

“Yours Harry," she replied over her shoulder, “It's bigger and 
that way if Hermione and Draco want to join as later, there'll 
be plenty of room. Besides it'll be a real turn-on to have sex 
with you in Hermione's bed." 

“We're adjourning to my bedroom, you two!", said Harry 
over his shoulder, “Come on in as soon as you can. Ok?" 

Hermione looked up and nodded as best she could with a 
mouth full of cock. Even Draco had trouble answering. He 
was very close to spurting a load of red-hot cum down 
Hermione's sucking throat. 

“Ahh, Y.Yeah. Uhhh! O...Ok, Harry, be right there! 
Ooooouhhh!", he replied weakly through gritted teeth. 

Harry laughed, part of him wanted to stay and watch, but his 
persuasive lover had other ideas. She wanted Harry's cock 
inside her cunt again, and she wanted it now! 

As Harry and Pansy disappeared, Draco looked down at 
Hermione through glazed eyes, watching her full red lips 
slide wetly up and down his slick cock-shaft. Hermione loved 



the fresh, male taste of Draco, the sweaty flavour of his cock 
made her pussy crawl. She sucked furiously on the head of 
his cock, rubbing the long, hard shaft with her fist at the 
same time, trying desperately to bring him off. She could 
hardly wait to feel Draco's thick, creamy seed jetting into 
her hot mouth. She knew it wouldn't be long as soon as her 
tongue tasted the salty, clear fluid leaking profusely from 
the tip of his rock-hard prick. 

Hermione's slick, juicy pussy began to throb with desire. She 
desperately wanted Draco to take his hard cock out of her 
mouth and ram it deep into her cunt. She was so ready for 
him, so ready to fuck!... Sliding her juice-smeared ass to the 
edge of the chair, Hermione positioned her pussy against his 
knee, moaning aloud as Draco rubbed and pressed it 
deliciously against herclit. She looked up at him longingly, 
but Draco's eyes were tightly closed. All that mattered to 
him right now was her mouth around his cock, and a load of 
boiling hot cum that had her name on it! 

Draco's balls bounced and swung heavily against 
Hermione's chin as she swallowed his cock as deep into her 
throat as she could, grasping his firm buttocks with both 
hands. He felt so big that Hermione almost gagged, but she 
managed to take all of him, sliding it down her throat until 
her lips pressed against his curly pubic hair. Draco moaned 
with pleasure, and began fucking Hermione's mouth like a 
cunt, driving the head of his cock into her throat with brutal 
force. 

"Unnhhhggh! Hermione! Suck it hard! Eat my big fat cock, 
you gorgeous cunt!" 

She loved the lewd way Draco spoke to her, telling her 
exactly what he wanted, ordering her to suck his hard prick 
as if she was one of his girlfriends. Hermione loved it! She 



wanted Draco to fuck her in every possible way, her mouth, 
her cunt, even her ass! She was so turned on, she wished 
she could have him in every orifice of her body at once, 
fucking her from orgasm to orgasm like a fierce bull. Her 
cunt was on fire, the moist lips were swollen and puffy with 
desire, and her clit seemed to bulge in a hard knot. Her 
cuntlips were being bruised as he banged against them, but 
Hermione felt no pain, all she wanted right now was Draco's 
thick, steamy cum. 

Draco was moaning out loud, holding Hermione's head with 
both hands as he felt the huge tide of jism rising in his balls. 

“Uhhh! Ohhh! I'm cumming, Hermione! Eat it! Eat it all! 
Arrrgggghhhhh! Yesssss!" 

Hermione wrapped her arms around his naked young ass 
and clung to him as he fucked faster and faster into her 
mouth. Using her tongue, she pressed it hard against the 
base of Draco's prick, and sucked the jerking, quivering 
shaft of cock-meat as hard as she could. Draco shuddered 
and gave a loud yelp as he came, filling Hermione's mouth 
with squirt after squirt of thick, warm spunk. 

Hermione swallowed hungrily, gulping down every drop, 
trying desperately to keep up with his powerful ejaculation. 
It felt like it would never stop, and as her mouth filled to 
overflowing, some of his creamy sperm dribbled slowly out 
between her tight, red lips. 

"Ohoooh, yeah! Fuuuuck! That's it! Keep sucking, eat it all, 
Hermione!", he moaned. The wizard could feel Hermione's 
throat contract rhythmically around his cock as she 
swallowed, squeezing the cum out of his prick like a vacuum 
pump. Torrents of cunt juice spread their sticky warmth over 



her naked thighs and ass as she squirmed on the chair, 
almost ready to come herself. 


Hermione was on fire as she sucked the last of the steamy 
jism from Draco's gently pulsating cock. Draco looked down 
between her shamelessly opened thighs, fixing his gaze on 
the glistening slit of Hermione's cunt. Her legs were spread 
wide apart, and he watched in fascination as the scarlet, 
glistening flesh quivered and contracted with arousal. He 
could clearly see the wet lips of her cunt contracting in 
eagerness. Mesmerised by the carnal beauty of it, Draco 
reached out to touch her. His fingers slid into the soft, wet 
cuntflesh like a hot knife through butter. 

"Ohhhh you're hot, Hermione!" he panted. "Your pussy is so 
hot and wet!" Hermione took her mouth from his semi-hard 
prick and looked up with firey eyes. 

"I'm very hot alright, baby." she moaned, "Hot for your 
cock!... How soon can you get it hard again, love? I want you 
to fuck my hot cunt with your big fat prick! Uuuuuuuhh, 
Ohhhh, your fucking fingers are driving me crazy!" 

Draco had never heard Hermione use such language before, 
and it turned him on something awful. His fingers churning 
around in her tight, juicy cunt had a lot to do with it he 
guessed. If she kept talking to him like that, he'd be ready to 
fuck her in no time at all! 

"Say it, Hermione!... Tell me what you want me to do. It's 
making me hard again just listening to you!", gasped Draco, 
dragging his fingers up and down the full length of 
Hermione's juice-filled gash. 

"Ohhhh, baby! That's nice!", squealed Hermione, hardly 
hearing what he'd said, "Rub my clit, nice and hard!" 



As Draco obeyed, Hermione flopped back and slid her naked 
butt to the very edge of the chair, giving his fingers 
complete access to her cunt. When Hermione didn't offer 
any more instructions, Draco became somewhat impatient. 

“What else do you want me to do to you, Hermione? Don't 
be afraid. Say it all!" Hermione knew exactly what he meant 
now. It surprised her a little to think that Draco wanted to 
hear her describe, in graphic detail, her most lurid sexual 
desires, but what surprised her more, was that she wanted 
desperately to tell him! 

“Mmmmmm! Yes! I love that, Draco! Play with my pussy, 
baby! Fuck my hot cunt with your fingers. Can you feel my 
pussy nibbling at you, baby?'', asked Hermione through 
clenched teeth. 

“Ohhh, Fuck, yes Hermione!'', Draco groaned, “Your cunt is 
so hot and tight, I can't wait to put my cock in there and 
fuck you again!" 

“All in good time, love." replied Hermione as she reached for 
his head, “First, I want you to lick my pussy. Do you think 
you could do that for me, baby?" 

“You bet, Hermione!", replied Draco excitedly. Hermione 
noticed with satisfaction that Draco's cock was beginning to 
thicken visibly as she spoke. She took it into her hand and 
rubbed gently up and down. Looking into his eyes, she 
continued. 

“Then, I want you to stick your tongue into my cunt.", she 
whispered hoarsely. “Put it in as far as you can, and suck. 
Suck my clit too, baby! Suck it hard, until I come in your 
mouth. Can you do all that?" Hermione's pussy was 
quivering uncontrollably with expectation as she finished. 



“Ohhhh, yes, Hermione! I'll lick and suck your hot, juicy cunt 
all night if you want!" Draco's eyes sparkled with 
enthusiasm as he listened to Hermione's lewd instructions. 

"Not ALL night I hope!", she replied with a smile. "Because 
after you make me come with your mouth, I want you to take 
that big, thick pole you call a cock and ram it as far as you 
can into my cunt!" Hermione paused for a second and gazed 
deeply into Draco's eager eyes. "Then, baby, I want you to 
fuck me good! Fuck my cunt as hard and as long as you can, 
ok?" 

Draco's cock leaped at the very thought. He remembered 
how tight and hot Hermione's pussy had been this morning, 
and he could hardly wait to fuck her again. 

"I'll fuck you alright, Hermione!", he boasted, hunching his 
fully erect cock suggestively towards her face, "I'll fill you so 
full of cum, that Harry will be sucking it out of your cunt for 
weeks." Hermione shivered. 'He could do it too, I bet!', she 
thought, savouring the feel of his rigid erection between her 
fingers. 

"Ok, baby," breathed Hermione, "get down there and show 
me what you're made of!" 

Draco dropped immediately to his knees and crouched 
between her legs. Hermione could hear Draco's breathing 
become deep and laboured as the excited wizard feasted his 
eyes on her widely stretched cuntal slit. She felt so 
deliciously lewd and wicked, letting the slytherin look at her 
this way, and it aroused her immensely to display herself to 
him in such a shameless manner. Lewd thoughts filled her 
brain, exciting her even more with their utter depravity. She 
looked down at the massive erection protruding from 
between Draco's smooth thighs, and pictured it ramming 



into her horny, hungry twat, stretching her cunt beyond 
belief as Draco screwed her and reamed her and fucked her. 

Draco pressed his nose against her matted cunt-bush and 
inhaled deeply. The delightful odour of her sex filled his 
nostrils, sending primeval urges racing through his brain. 
The smell of hot pussy always turned him on, but the smell 
of her pussy was absolutely intoxicating. 

“Ohhhh, Hermione, you have such a beautiful pussy! You 
smell like sex itself! I can't wait to taste you!", murmured 
Draco, sticking out his tongue towards her glistening pink 
slit. Hermione was impatient. Her hips were trembling and 
her pussy desperately needed immediate attention or she'd 
simply explode. 

"Draco! Ohhh Ohhhh! I'm so hot, baby! Suck me now! Please 
suck my cunt! I can't wait any longer!", begged Hermione as 
she grabbed Draco's head with both hands, forcing his 
tongue into her quivering, juice-filled snatch. 

"Mmmmffff! Unnnhhmmmmmm!" Draco's mouth opened 
just as the lips of Hermione's pussy mashed against his face. 
Her thighs pressed against his ears and all he could do to 
keep from suffocating was lick and suck the torrent of juices 
flowing from her liquid cunt. Draco grasped the firm, round 
cheeks of Hermione's ass for support as Hermione humped 
and wriggled her hips up at Draco's sucking mouth. He sure 
performed admirably, never once coming up for air as he 
licked and sucked hungrily on the object of his lust, 
Hermione's hot, juicy cunt. 

Hermione was on the verge of climax already as Draco 
burrowed his face deeper into her snatch, nibbling and 
tonguing her sensitive cunt-flesh like an expert. He was 
licking her cunt like it had never been licked before! 'Ohhhh 



what a mouth! He's certainly done this before!', thought 
Hermione, 'He's as good as his cousin. Maybe even better!' 
Draco sucked on Hermione's puffy, pink cunt-lips, first one 
then the other, and when his lips and tongue found the 
gristly nub of her clit, Hermione began to thrust her pelvis 
wildly up and down, screaming and tossing her pretty dark 
brown head from side to side. Draco gave it all he had, he 
knew Hermione would peak any second, he could almost 
taste her orgasm. Dragging his tongue slowly up the full 
length of her gaping slit, he sucked her throbbing clit deep 
into his mouth. 

“UNNHHHH! Ohhhh, Draco, yes! Suck it hard! 
ARRRHHHGGHH! Suck my clit! I'm gonna come, baby!... I'm 
gonna cum in yourfuckin' mouth!" 

Draco heard Hermiones's loud wanton cry and redoubled his 
efforts as she thrashed in wanton ecstasy, pushing her cunt 
against his avidly slurping mouth with such force that Draco 
thought she might hurt herself. But he needn't have worried, 
for Hermione was soaring with rapture, almost bursting with 
sensations that wracked her slim young body in a way she 
very much liked. 

"OOOOOOOH, Fuck! Here it comes, love! I'm 
cummmmmmmmming!" Hermione's voice trailed off into a 
strangled moan as wave after wave of orgasmic release 
spread outwards from her spasming cunt to sweep rapidly 
throughout her trembling body. Draco lapped at her 
creaming snatch like a thirsty pup, gulping down every drop 
of Hermione's generous spendings, until her pussy was 
squeaky clean. Only when Hermione lifted his face off her 
cunt, did Draco stop licking her pussy and look up into her 
eyes. 



“Ohh, Hermione! That was fantastic! I've never eaten a 
better tasting pussy in my life.", he admitted. 

Hermione looked down at his juice-smeared face and smiled. 
"I've never had my pussy sucked quite so enthusiastically as 
that either, love!", replied Hermione, letting his head rest 
against her softly heaving belly. 

"But one thing puzzles me, Draco. How did you learn to eat 
pussy so well? You could drive a witch half crazy with that 
mouth action of yours!" 

Draco looked up at Hermione rather sheepishly. "Lot's of 
practice, Hermione!" he said rather too proudly. 

"Practice? Who with? You haven't been sucking Pansy's cunt 
all this time, have you?", asked Hermione. 

"Hers... others..." 

Hermione smiled. She sure would try Pansy very soon. But 
she wanted to know who the others are. "Well, come on! 

Who were the others?" Draco looked into Hermione's face, 
hoping she wouldn't get mad. 

"It was Susan Bones, Hermione." 

"Susan Bones? You mean Susan from Hufflepuff?" He 
nodded. 

"Ohhhh! Woow... never knew she was so..." Hermione was 
stunned. Draco was having oral sex with the biggest bust 
and tease in school! And from what he'd just said, regularly 
at that! 

"She might be Hufflepuff, Hermione, but she sure likes to 
suck cock!" Hermione's mouth dropped open. "We used to 



call her Suckin' Susan.", added Draco. He could see that 
Hermione was surprised, and he received a perverted kind of 
pleasure from being able to shock her, especially about his 
sex life. Before Hermione could reply, Draco told her 
everything, in graphic detail. "She loves it, Hermione. You 
should see her suck cock! Her mouth sure can take it all and 
she manages to eat me down to the balls!" 

"Ohhhh!", breathed Hermione. She wanted to hear more! 

The initial shock was fading, only to be replaced by keen 
interest. Hermione's so recently satisfied cunt was beginning 
to twitch and throb again as she listened to Draco's vivid 
confessions. 

"Last year I used to study in this unused classroom near 
Hufflepuff with her. Then we started kissing and get to know 
each other real well, if you know what I mean." Draco 
watched as Hermione licked her softly parted lips, her eyes 
blazing brightly. His story was turning her on again and he 
knew it! 

"Yes, yes. Go on! What did you do, baby? Tell me 
everything." 

"We used to eat each other at first, Hermione. You know, just 
suck each other until we came. Her cunt juices just drip out 
of her whe she's in the mood." 

Hermione moaned deep in her throat. "Does she taste good, 
baby?" 

"She sure does! Fresh and tangy!", he offered. Then, seeing 
the sudden look of jealousy that crept over Hermione's face, 
he quickly added, "But not as as good as you, Hermione! 
You're the best!" Hermione moved her hips so that his jaw 
pressed against her clit as he spoke. 



“What else did you do, Draco? Did you fuck her?", she 
asked, knowing he could hear the growing excitement in her 
voice. 

“Not at first, Hermione. But one day Susan got so excited 
that she begged me to put my fingers in her pussy and 
finger-fuck her." 

“Go on!", croaked Hermione, beginning to grind her moist 
mound ever so slowly up against Draco's jaw. 

Draco felt her hip movements and wondered if she wanted 
him to do something. “Want me to suck you off again, 
Hermione?", he asked. 

“No, not yet, love! Just tell me everything that happened!", 
she said, through clenched teeth, “And don't leave anything 
out, understand!" 

Draco knew exactly what she wanted, and planned to give it 
to her. He was going to excite Hermione with the lurid 
details of his first fuck, and then, when she was half out of 
her mind with lust, he was going to ram his cock into her 
juicy cunt and fuck her brains out! 

“Ok! Like I said, I got her so worked up one time, that she 
said she wanted something inside her cunt. She's got a hot 
pussy, Hermione. It's almost hairless, with just a fine fuzz of 
light red hair on the outer lips" 

“Anyway, she flops back on the pillows we transfigured and 
gives me a good look at her cunt, spreading those long 
tanned legs of hers as wide as she can. Ohhhh, it was 
beautiful! I mean, I'd seen it lots of times before and that, 
but mostly I was too busy sucking her to appreciate it. You 
know what I mean, Hermione!" 



Hermione's eyes were closed and both her hands were 
squeezing and kneading her rosy, pink tits. 

“Yessss! Get on with it, baby!”, she groaned. 

"Well, she gives me a strange look and tells me to touch her 
pussy. I said to her, 'What's new about that? I've been using 
my hands to part your cuntlips every time I eat your gash.' 

"She shakes her head and says, 'Not on the outside, put 
them in me and fuck my pussy with your fingers.' She 
actually begged me, Hermione! She told me to stick them in 
as far as I could and finger-fuck her!” 

"I knelt between her legs and stroked her thighs. She 
whimpered a little and kind of hunched her ass up at me.” 

"Her skin was moist and warm, just like yours is, Hermione!” 
Draco stroked Hermione's inner thighs for emphasis. 
Hermione just moaned incoherently. "I reached out and 
touched her cunt. She was so wet that my middle finger 
slipped real easy into her hot hole. I pushed deeper, until my 
whole finger was buried in side her cunt. You should have 
seen the look on her face, Hermione! Her smile was gone, 
she looked serious, like she was concentrating on something 
real hard. Then, she begs me to move my finger in and out 
of her, and to rub it against her hard clit. So I did!” 

"She loved it, Hermione! Even more than my mouth on her 
cunt, I think.” Hermione was enjoying the pressure of 
Draco's jaw on her clit and the perverse excitement his 
words were having on her. Draco smiled at her obvious state 
of arousal and then went on. 

"Anyway, by this time, my cock is bigger than a baseball bat. 
Susan doesn't seem in any hurry to suck it, so I decided to 
do something about it.” 



“I move up on her real close, and spread her legs as wide 
apart as I can. She's too far gone to worry what I'm doing by 
this time, she's only interested in humping her juicy twat up 
against my fuckin' finger." "I press my cock into her hot slit, 
just under my finger, and on the outstroke, I pull my finger 
out and slip my prick in." 

"You should have heard her squeal. Shit, I thought the whole 
damn Hogwarts was gonna hear her. So I put my hand over 
her mouth and waited till she got used to having my cock in 
her. It didn't take long, Susan's a real horny piece of ass. 
Soon she was bucking that juicy twat of hers up at me like 
she'd done it all her fuckin' life." Hermione opened and 
closed her mouth, trying to speak, but the sounds wouldn't 
come, her own heated cunt was beginning to dribble juices 
out onto Draco's chin as she rubbed against him. "Merlin's 
balls, Hermione, was she ever tight! My cock felt like it was 
in a hot vacuum cleaner lined with grease!" 

"Susan was moaning and whimpering as I fucked her. Her 
tight pussy wouldn't let up sucking and gripping on my 
cock. I looked down at my prick as it went in and out of her. 

It looked so huge ramming into her snatch, and every time I 
pulled out, the walls of her pussy grabbed my prick like a 
goddamn vice! It had such a grip on my cock, I was sure 
we'd end up like two dogs in heat, you know,...stuck 
together! All the time Susan was begging and screaming for 
me to fuck her harder. I never knew that Puff's had even 
heard of some of the words she used, Hermione!" 

"Then Susan dug her nails into my back and ass, trying to 
pull more of my cock into her cunt. But it was all in. My balls 
were slapping loudly against the crack of her ass, and still 
she was begging for more! Do you know what she said then, 
Hermione?", asked Draco, with a wicked smile on his face. 



“N...No! Wh...What?'', stammered Hermione, fighting the 
waves of lust building in her groin, trying desperately to 
prolong this wonderfully lewd experience as long as 
possible. 

“She asked me to stick a finger up her ass, Hermione. Can 
you believe that! Susan, asking me to shove my finger up 
her goddamn asshole!" 

Hermione could not only believe it. Susan was the biggest 
tease in school. She almost screamed out for him to do the 
same for her. Draco rubbed his chin suggestively against 
Hermione's mound and went on with his story. 

“Well, I slipped my hand down between her legs and wet my 
middle finger in her cunt juices. Then, I pressed it against 
her asshole and pushed until her buttocks rested in the palm 
of my hand. My middle finger was buried completely inside 
her hot butt, Hermione!" 

“And you know what, Susan came right then and there, with 
my cock pounding her cunt, and my finger wiggling around 
in her tight ass." 

Hermione moaned and clutched at her swollen breasts, 
pinching the nipples in near abandon. She suppressed a 
sudden impulse to beg him to fuck her, she wanted to hear 
the rest of his story first. It was magnifying her pleasure a 
thousandfold. 

“Did you come with her?", asked Hermione hopefully. 

“Nearly, Hermione! Her cunt grabbed my cock like a 
hundred massaging fingers when she came, and I rammed it 
into her so hard that she was gasping for breath" 



“Mmmmm, yesss! I know the f...feeling! What happened n... 
next?”, moaned Hermione. 

"Well, then she surprised the hell out of me. When she felt 
my cock jerk and swell inside her, she reached down and 
pulled it out! She squealed out something that I should stick 
my cock in her ass! She wanted me to come in her asshole, 
Hermione!” 

Hermione was going crazy with arousal listening to Draco's 
graphically erotic story, and if he didn't do something soon, 
she was going to force Draco's cock into her cunt and rape 
him right here. 

"So I pulled out my finger and stabbed my cock into the 
puff's ass, I fucked her until she screamed for more and then 
until she screamed for me to stop! By the time I filled her hot 
ass with cum, she was begging for mercy!” 

Hermione couldn't stand it any longer. Standing up, she fell 
forwards over the table and spread her lovely, long legs, 
displaying her juicy cunt and asshole to Draco's lusty gaze. 

"Fuck me, Draco! You've made me so fuckin' hot, I can't 
stand it! Fuck me! Fuck me like you fucked Susan!” 

Draco moved quickly behind Hermione and rubbed his huge 
erection along the parted lips of her gaping cunt. A tremor of 
lust ran through her, as Hermione felt Draco's hard, naked, 
body press against hers. 

The slytherin stud.', she thought as she rubbed her pert 
butt back against him. Draco shuddered too, trembling with 
desire as he prepared to fuck this beautiful, willing hot and 
sexxy gryff from behind. By this time, Hermione was more 
than willing, she was absolutely dying for prick. She couldn't 
wait! Reaching down between her legs, she grabbed Draco's 



penis and guided the lust-hardened organ to the entrance of 
her sopping cunthole. As Hermione's hot fingers encircled 
his prick, Draco groaned urgently. 

“Ohhhh! Yes! Put it in for me, Hermione! Put my cock in your 
juicy cunt, so I can fuck you!” 

Hermione was leaking profusely, the clear juice running 
freely down along the insides of her thighs, saturating their 
loins and bathing the tip of his prick with nature's sexual 
lubricant. Draco stepped forward, getting his cock into 
position for the final lunge. Hermione was impatient. 

"Yesss! Come on! Do it, baby! Put your big, fuckin' cock 
inside my snatch and fuck it as hard as you can!” screamed 
Hermione as she felt Draco's fat, bloated cockhead part the 
wet folds of her quivering cunt. Draco just did as he was 
told. 

Holding onto Hermione's slim girlish hips for support, the 
muscular teen wizard rammed forwards, burying his huge 
pole balls-deep in her juicy, suctioning, gash. 

"UNNNGGGGGHHHHHH! Oh, Fuck! Oooh, Fuck me, 
Dracoooooo! Ohhhh, yesss! You're so fuckin' big!”, screamed 
Hermione, pushing backwards onto Draco's plunging cock. 
Draco felt Hermione's oily cuntal sheath grip his shaft almost 
as tightly as Susan's had done. He noticed however that 
Hermione's cunt was deeper than Susan's, and no matter 
how hard or how deep he lunged, he couldn't feel the end of 
her cunt. At this angle he couldn't get as much penetration 
as he'd like, but it was heaven all the same. Hermione 
craned her neck and looked back at Draco with lust filled 
eyes. 

"Oh, yes, yessss! Let me have it, baby! Fuck that lovely, big 
cock into my cunt, you bastard!” 



Her lust-crazed cries were like music to his ears. He loved it 
when witches begged for it. Especially when they used the 
foulest and most obscene language possible. To hear this 
prim and proper gryff urge him on in this way was making 
his cock harden and swell to even bigger proportions, even 
as he fucked her. 

“I'll fuck you, Hermione! I'll fuck you so hard your cunt will 
be sore for a week!'', said Draco, hammering into Hermione's 
upthrust cunt like a sex-starved bull. 

“Nice one, Hermione?'', asked Draco as Hermione's cuntal 
contractions faded. 

“Ummmmmm! Sure was... one of the best!'', she replied, her 
body still quivered with post-orgasmic tremors. Her rubbery 
legs had collapsed beneath her, but Hermione's body 
remained in position supported completely by the table. 
Draco continued to move his ever-hard cock back and forth 
in the sloppy warmth of Hermione's pink-lipped cunt, 
keeping the fires of desire burning within her. 

“There's plenty where that came from!... Wanna fuck some 
more?'', he asked, kissing her shoulder and nuzzling her 
neck. 

“Ohhhh! You're a stud! Uhhhhmmmmm, and I must be a 
nymphomaniac!'', moaned Hermione, “I want you again 
already!" She couldn't get enough of his enormous prick! He 
was such a wonderful lover. She had this new lover plowing 
her cunt, and Harry and Blaise! Just thinking about all three 
at the same time! Yes, that's what she'll do, she'd make 
them fuck her at the same time, one in her cunt, the other 
fucking her ass and one in her mmuth. “Ooooohhhh, yes! I'd 
love that!", she whimpered aloud. 


“What, Hermione? What would you like?", asked Draco. 



“Oh, nothing!", lied Hermione, and quickly changed the 
subject. 

“Keep fucking me, Draco! You've got to come too this time. I 
want you to squirt your hot, thick sperm deep up inside my 
pussy, baby!" 

“No problem, Hermione!", said the slytherin proudly, “I've 
got just as big a load for you as Harry had that night a 
couple of months back when we went on that spring break. 
Remember, Hermione? It was running all down your legs. 

You had to Scourgify the sleeping bag next day, remember?" 
Hermione remembered, only too well. Harry's monster cock 
just seemed to pump the stuff into her creaming cunt for 
hours. 

“You looked so beautiful from behind, with Harry's big cock 
spreading the lips of your cunt! I jacked off, Hermione! While 
Harry was fucking you in the tent, I was outside staring at 
your cunt, pulling my meat! I fantasized that it was me doin' 
it to you! Fucking you just like I am right now!" 

“Ohhh, Draco!", whimpered Hermione, “If only I'd known, 
love, we could have had so much fun together by now! Did 
you come, watching me that night?" 

“I sure did, Hermione! I came twice that night. Once when 
Harry was fucking you, and again when I got back to my 
tent." Hermione flexed her cunt muscles around his cock. 

“Did I turn you on that much?, she asked proudly. 

“You bet, Hermione! I couldn't get the sight of your juicy 
twat out of my mind!" Draco fucked his cock slowly back and 
forth in Hermione's cunt as he spoke. It was working 
Hermione up to full heat again. 



“When I got back to the tent, I couldn't sleep, so I turned on 
the light real low so I wouldn't wake Pansy, and pulled my 
cock out. I don't like to jerk off in the dark, Hermione. I like 
to look at my cock as I masturbate and picture it sliding into 
a juicy cunt, instead of my fingers." 

“Oooooh!", Hermione shivered, “Pull your cock out for a 
second, love. I want you to fuck me from the front this time. I 
want to hug you close, and kiss you when I come!" 

“Ok, Hermione!" 

Draco's cock left Hermione's cunt with a juicy plop as she 
turned and sat facing him on the edge of the table, legs 
spread wide. Hermione could look Draco in the eyes now, 
and her heart skipped a beat at the incredibly sexy look that 
he gave her as she wrapped her arms around his neck and 
pulled him into her cunt. Her big firm tits pressed against his 
chest, as his long cock once more penetrated Hermione's 
steamy hole. Their mouths collided in moist passion, and 
gryffindor and slytherin kissed for the first time since they 
had begun to fuck. It was a deep, lusty kiss, filled with 
urgent need on both sides. Breathless, Hermione pulled her 
mouth from his sucking lips. 

“I love your cock, Draco! I love it stretching my cunt and 
rubbing on my clit!" whispered Hermione, nibbling on his 
earlobe. Her nipples were drilling into his chest as she 
hunched her cunt forward at his deeply imbedded prick. 

“Now, Isn't this better than that tease Susan?" 

“Unnnnnhhh! Fuck, yes, Hermione! M...m..much...uhhhh.. 
better!", replied Draco. 


“So who else have you been fucking?" She rammed forward, 
grinding her pubic mound against the base of his prick. 



“W... well... there is just... Susan and Pansy.” 


"Just them?” Hermione was interested. "How long have you 
been fucking Pansy, love?” 

"Since that night in the tent, Hermione.” said Draco, 
hugging Hermione tightly. "I couldn't help it. I was so turned 
on, when I got back to our tent, I started to pull myself off, 
like I said. I was thinking of you at first, Hermione, but then 
Pansy moaned in her sleep. It startled me at first, but when I 
saw that she was still fast asleep, I looked at her more 
closely. She was hot, Hermione. Her tits stood out like 
peaches, and the nipples were erect under her t-shirt.” 

"What did you do? Did you fuck her then?”, asked Hermione 
hopefully. 

"No. The first time for us was this summer. But, Ohhhh, I sure 
wanted to do it since then! I could almost see down into the 
vee of her panties. I was rubbing my cock like crazy!” 
Hermione flexed her cunt around his prick and cupped the 
taut cheeks of his powerful young ass. 

"What did you do, baby!”, she breathed. 

"I had to touch her! My cock was throbbing like crazy! I 
reached over and slid my hand between her legs.” Hermione 
pulled his crotch against hers as she listened, rubbing her 
clit against his sliding shaft. 

"Uhhhh! Ohhhh! Was she hot, baby?”, moaned Hermione, 
"Was Pansy's pussy hot?” 

"Yeah! It felt like an oven, even through her panties! Pans 
must have been having one hell of a good dream! As soon as 
I touched her, her legs came open, and I rubbed her pussy 
with one hand and jerked my cock with the other. It was so 



exciting, I didn't even care if she woke up!" I could feel her 
slit open up as I rubbed it. Her clit got hard too. After a 
while, her panties got real wet. She was breathing loudly, 
like she had a cold or something. Ohhhh I was hot, 

Hermione! But I wanted more! I wanted to feel Pansy's cunt 
without the panties on, so I took my hand from my cock for a 
second and carefully lifted her ass up far enough to slip her 
panties off without waking her." 

"They were wet, Hermione! Real wet! I put them to my nose 
and sniffed. Ohhhh, she smelled good! Just like I imagined 
your cunt would smell like, Hermione!" Draco kissed 
Hermione's open lips, poking his tongue suggestively into 
her mouth before continuing. 

"I put my left hand back on her pussy and dipped the middle 
finger between her tight cuntlips, sliding it in as slowly and 
as carefully as I could. She opened her legs real wide, so I 
began to finger-fuck her cunt and jerked on my cock at the 
same time! My cock was getting a little sore by now from all 
the rubbing and stuff, so I dipped my fingers in Pansy's slit 
and put the juice on my cock, so it'd slide between my 
fingers better." 

"Ohhhh! You were finger fucking her cunt, and she never 
woke up!" 

"Nope! I'm sure she thought it was some sort of wet dream, 
'cause you won't believe what happened next!" 

"What? Tell me!". Hermione was rapt, Draco's cock was 
stirring her cunt and his story was stirring her imagination. 

"Well, just as I was getting my finger real deep into her cunt, 
her hand comes down and grabs mine! Merlin, I almost died! 

I thought she'd woken up and all hell would break loose! 

But, guess what!... Pansy didn't pull my hand away, she 



began to move my finger in and out of herself! She was 
fucking herself with my finger, in her sleep, for Merlin's 
sake!" 

"Seeing her hand working away like that gave me ideas, so I 
grabbed Pans's other hand and wrapped it around my cock. 

It wouldn't go all the way around, but when I let go, she left 
it where it was, gripping my prick. I couldn't believe it! 
Pansy's fingers felt so damn good on my cock. I kept looking 
outside, expecting Snape to come in and catch me with my 
finger halfway up my girlfriend's cunt and her hand around 
my cock!" 

"By this time Pansy was moaning, softly. Really getting off on 
having my finger jammed up her hole. But my cock wasn't 
getting any action! I began to move her fist up and down my 
cock. At first, she stopped as soon as I let go, but after a 
while, I found that if I rubbed her clit with my thumb at the 
same time as my finger was fucking her slit, her hand would 
rub my cock on it's own!" 

"It really felt good! And now, I had a free hand, so I lifted up 
Pansy's top and fondled her titties. Soon, I had the nipples 
sticking up like little spikes, so I bent over and sucked on 
them for a while, trying to fit all of Pans's firm breasts into 
my mouth at once. I could almost do it too!" 

"She got a little too noisy after a while, so I kissed her to try 
to stifle the noise a bit. But that didn't work. As soon as I 
kissed her. Pansy started to moan louder and open her 
mouth under mine, so I stuck my tongue into her mouth and 
kissed her properly. She was getting pretty worked up by 
then, so I squeezed her clit and held onto her hand on my 
cock, moving it up and down as fast as I dared." 



“We came together! Pansy's cunt heaved and tightened on 
my finger, and her hand gripped my prick like a vice as I 
sprayed hot cum all over her tits. She went all soft and limp, 
so I pulled my finger out of her cunt and wiped up the cum 
on her tit's and belly. Then I noticed her slit, Hermione! It 
was all open and loose, just like your's was after Harry had 
finished fucking you, earlier. I couldn't resist! I got between 
Pansy's legs and put my hands under her butt, and lifted her 
cunt up to my mouth. Then, I stuck out my tongue and ran 
the tip through her slit, licking out all her cum-juices." 

“She tasted good! She tasted like fresh virgin sex, and I 
almost came again as I licked her dry. She never said 
anything about it the next day, so I guess she figured she 
must have dreamt it. Anyway, Hermione, I'll tell you one 
thing. Pansy sure was walking around with a big smile on her 
face all next day, wasn't she?" 

Hermione was so far gone by now, that she didn't even pick 
up Draco's little white lie earlier. 

“You horny little prick!'', Hermione giggled, “I think your a 
sex maniac!" 

“You'd better believe it, Hermione!" 

Hermione definitely had to agree with Draco there, 
especially with his nice thick prick stuffed so deliciously up 
her cunt. Draco grunted with the effort as he continued to 
pound his hard meat into her, fucking his cock in and out of 
Hermione's cunt like a battering ram. 

“Ohhh! Yes, Draco! Fuck me hard, baby! Fuck me silly!", 
whimpered Hermione, wrapping her legs up around his 
thighs and digging her fingers deeply into Draco's heaving 
ass as he fucked her savagely. 



“Merlin! I love you, Hermione! You're such a fantastic fuck!" 


She felt her second climax building deep in her groin. And 
as the floodgates opened, Hermione screamed out her need, 
urging him to fulfill her deepest desires. 

“Uhhhhnngghhhh! Oh, now! Fuck! Fuuuuck! I'm cummming, 
Draco darling! Fuck me hard! Put your finger up my ass, 
baby! Just like you did to Susan! Fuck me like you did that 
horny prick tease!'' 

Draco felt for Hermione's puckered anus and slipped a finger 
inside, ramming it in the the second knuckle as his cock 
slammed savagely into her bucking, jerking twat. 

“Oh, Ohhhh! Come, baby! Come for me, Hermione! 

Yeahhh,that's it! Throw your cunt at me, you gorgeous fuck!" 

Knowing he had brought Hermione off a second time, 
triggered Draco's own climax, and instantly he felt the 
seething cum race up his shaft and burst suddenly from the 
tip of his cock, with all the pent up fury of a volcanic 
eruption. 

Hermione was still squealing with ecstasy as Draco's sperm- 
filled balls exploded, filling her belly with squirt after squirt 
of scalding jism. 

“I'm cumming too, Hermione! I'm cumming in your hot 
fuckin' cunt!'', yelled Draco, his prick swelling and jerking as 
it spat out it's load. 

Hermione pushed her hips at him, meeting his long, hard 
strokes with savage thrusts of her own. Despite the intensity 
of her orgasm, she felt every throbbing jet of Draco's hot 
jism as it filled her cunt. She came and came, screaming 



with mindless ecstasy as Draco emptied his balls into her 
wriggling snatch. 


“Lift your butt, Hermione!", he grunted, “Lift up for a sec!" 

Draco slid his hands under Hermione's grinding ass and 
lifted her up off the table, stuffing his pulsing prick in her 
cunt to the root. She responded immediately by wrapping 
her arms around his neck, and locking her long, slim legs 
around his waist, impaling herself fully on his rigid cock. It 
was then that Draco felt what he was looking for before, the 
mouth of her womb. In their present position, he was so 
deep inside Hermione's cunt, that the tip of his cock was 
being nibbled by her fluttering uterus. Hermione felt it too 
and began grinding her throbbing clit on his pubic bone. 

“Oh...Oh...Llnnnhhgghh! Ohhhh! You're huge, Draco! It's in 
me so far, I can feel your big fuckin' cock right up in my 
belly!", Hermione whimpered, pressing her open mouth 
against his. 

Draco returned her hot kiss, thrusting his tongue deep into 
her throat. Mother and son kissed with passionate abandon, 
joined mouth to mouth, and cock to cunt. They moved as 
one, squirming and twisting against each other like two 
copulating snakes, milking every last drop of pleasure they 
could extract from each other's trembling bodies. Draco 
pulled his lips from Hermione's mouth and kissed her neck, 
whispering into her ear, “Did you like that, Hermione?" 

Hermione gasped for breath and lowered her feet to the 
floor, still impaled securely on Draco's cock. His erection had 
surprisingly lost none of it's previous size or rigidity, despite 
the fact that he'd just ejaculated a man-sized river of cum 
into her thirsty cunt. She was impressed! 



“Oh, yes! Yes, Draco! I loved it! I must have come at least a 
dozen times, baby!... and you're still so hard! Doesn't it ever 
go soft?'', she laughed, consciously squeezing her cunt 
muscles around him. 

“Ummmmm! Not If you keep doing that, it won't!" Hermione 
felt the powerful twitch of Draco's cock deep in her cunt, 
and it sent a thrill surging through her. 

“Draco..." said Hermione seductively, "... take me to my bed 
and make love to me, properly! I want's a nice long, slow 
fuck!" 

“Ohhh, Ohhhh! Yes, Hermione! I wanna fuck you again too!", 
groaned Draco. 

He wasted no time at all, picking this beautiful gryff up in 
his strong arms, carrying her quickly off into the next 
bedroom, hers and Harry's. 

When they got there. Pansy was lying stretched out on the 
bed, with Harry's head bobbing gently up and down 
between her creamy thighs. The naked slytherin's firm, 
tanned legs were draped carelessly over Harry's shoulders, 
as he went down on her. He was sucking hungrily on Pansy's 
ripe slit like there was no tomorrow. Pansy was moaning and 
writhing all over the bed, loving every second of it. 

Moving across the room with long, powerful strides, Draco 
lowered Hermione to the bed and lay down beside her, next 
to Pansy. His cock stood straight up from his groin, stiff and 
straight, and fully nine inches long. Hermione snuggled 
against him and grabbed the base of his prick in her hand. 

At least six inches of pulsing muscle protuded above her 
clenched fist, as she began to jerk her hand lightly up and 
down on Draco's massive erection. Pansy's eyes flew open as 



soon as she felt movement on the bed, and the first thing 
she saw, was her lover's angry cock. 

“You two... b... been having fun?", she asked, between 
gasps, staring hungrily at her lover's stiff, glistening cock. 

“Just as much fun as you and Harry, by the looks. Pans! 
Maybe morel", Draco said, squeezing Hermione's tits while 
she squeezed his prick. 

“It s...sure looks like it t...too!", breathed Pansy. She 
whimpered loudly and arched her back as Harry suddenly 
took herclit into his mouth and sucked hard. 

“Unnnnngggghhh! Ohhhh, yes Harry! Suck it! Make me 
come again!" 

Hermione watched with fascination as her boyfriend expertly 
ate out the slytherin witch's plump, juicy pussy-slit. It 
proved too much for her. With a sudden cry, she pulled 
Draco on top of her and rubbed his still-hard cock along her 
drenched cuntslit. 

“Ohhhhhh! Fuck me, Draco! For Merlin's sake, fuck me! I 
need a big, fat prick in my cunt now!" 

“You mean like this, Hermione?!" grunted Draco, ramming 
his prick forcefully up into Hermione's pinkly-gaping 
fuckhole. 

Now it was Pansy's turn to watch in wonder as the thick, 
purple head of her lover's cock parted the lips of Hermione's 
twat with a loud slurp, disappearing completely into her 
puffy, dark cunthole with one almighty thrust. 

“OHHHHHHHH! UNHHHGGHH! YESSSS! FUCK ME AGAIN 
DRACO! FUCK MY HOT CUNT WITH YOUR LONG, HARD 



PRICK, BABY! OOOOOOOOH!" 

As Hermione bucked her hips up to receive his deeply 
plowing prick, Draco thrust into her real hard, dutifully filling 
Hermione's twitching twat with every solid inch of cock he 
had to, offer. 

Draco knew exactly how to excite Hermione, he rotated his 
slim, muscular hips and plowed into her deeply, ramming his 
thick, vibrant cock into her wide-spread cunt again and 
again, ramming the long, hard column of muscle deep into 
the hot recesses of Hermione's tight, clinging fuckhole. 

The bed shook with the raw power of Draco's powerful cock- 
thrusts. Hermione's sinuous hips lifted up off the bed to 
accomodate Draco's stabbing cock, her upthrust cunt 
devouring his prick with loud, wet slurping sounds. Beside 
them, Harry was making similar sounds as he lapped and 
sucked at Pansy's tight, drooling cuntslit. The hot slytherin 
was beside herself with joy. Harry was sucking her fuck- 
swollen cunt like it had never been sucked before, and she 
couldn't get enough! 

“Uuuuhhhh, yeahhhh! Stick your big fat tongue right up my 
cunthole, Harry!" moaned the brunette, hunching her 
mound up against Harry's deeply-delving tongue. 
"Oooooooooohhhh! Fuck me with it! Unnnghhh! Ohhhh! 
Ohhhh! Suck me, Harry! Suck my cunt! Ahhhhh!" 

Thebrunette was cumming into Harry's slurping mouth, 
squirming and writhing her hips like a snake as he brought 
her off expertly with his talented mouth. 

Hermione was cumming too, Draco's iron-hard cock stabbing 
relentlessly into her convulsing, upthrust cunt. The 
slytherin's huge organ rasped effectively against Hermione's 



throbbingly erect clit, again and again, stimulating her ultra¬ 
sensitive fuck-bud to the limit! 


“Ohhhhh, Ohhhh! I'm cummmmmmingl", screamed 
Hermione. “Fuck me, Draco! Fuck me hard, baby! 
Unnnhhhhhggggggg! Fuuuucckkkkkkk Meeeeeeeee!" 

Draco felt Hermione's squirming cunt tighten around his 
cock and he thrust into her with increased vigour, really 
letting her slippery cunt have it as she came! Hermione 
loved to be fucked HARD as she climaxed, and the slytherin 
wizard was doing exactly that! 

Gryffindor and slytherin witches lay side-by-side on the bed, 
moaning and squirming with lust as their orgasms peaked 
then slowly subsided. Harry lifted his mouth from Pansy's 
glistening cunt and licked his lips. Draco kept his cock 
deeply buried inside Hermione's quivering cunt. He hadn't 
come yet and it felt like he wasn't going to for a long, long 
time either! 

Draco began to move his still-hard cock inside Hermione's 
juice-filled cunt, grinding his pubic bone against her clit 
suggestively as Hermione recovered from the powerful 
sensations of her climax. Draco rolled over onto his back, 
pulling Hermione on top of him, his rigid cock still buried 
deeply inside her. Hermione began to move her hips up and 
down over the wizard's deeply impaled organ, riding him 
like the stallion he was. 

Harry's cock was as hard as a rock after eating out Pansy's 
tasty cunt, and now he desperately needed to plant it in a 
tight, hot, slippery hole. He was just about to mount Pansy 
and shove his mammoth erection deep into her tight 
fuckslit, when Hermione spied the state of her boyfriend's 
cock. 



“Ohhh, Harry! What a magnificent hard-on, love! Shove it up 
my ass!”, she squealed. "Fuck my ass with that big fat prick 
while Draco fucks my cunt. I so much want to get double- 
fucked!” 

Harry looked down at Pansy's gaping well-sucked pussy and 
then at Hermione's tight, pinkly-puckered asshole. He 
longed to fuck Pansy's cunt again, but the thought of 
reaming out his girlfriend's tight, buttery ass while his 
cousin fucked her cunt was just too much of an erotic 
temptation. Harry fisted his massive erection and scrambled 
behind Hermione, pushing her forward over Draco. 

"Fuck her cunt, Draco!”, he growled. "Give her a good hard 
cunt-fucking while I fuck her other hole!” 

"Ohhhh, yeah! Let's do it Harry!”, moaned Draco, eager to 
share this hot, horny gryff with his cousin. 

"You're gonna love this, hon,” Harry whispered into his 
girlfriend's ear. "I'd never do it if I didn't know how much 
you love getting double-fucked... Lean over baby, and give 
me room!... Draco, help me out here... open her up for me!” 

Draco twisted suddenly beneath Hermione, his huge cock 
still buried in her cunt. Reaching 'round, he grasped 
Hermione's creamy asscheeks, spreading them wide. 

Harry mounted his girlfriend's hips, pressing the tip of his 
cock onto the tightly-puckered little shitter Draco had 
opened up for him. 

"Unnggghhhh! Ooooh, Harry! Fuck my ass, love! I want you 
both to fuck me soooo much!” 


Harry hunched forwards, burying his cock deeply and 
securely into Hermione's upraised ass with a single thrust. 



As always, his girlfriend's tiny asshole was slick and hot with 
arousal, but this time it felt so much tighter... tighter 
because Draco's big prick was filling her hot cunt, separated 
only by a thin membrane of cuntal tissue. He could feel 
Draco's cock throbbing against his own as he plowed inch 
after inch of his huge cock into Hermione's hot, greasy shit- 
hole. 

Pansy lay beside them, groaning as she watched Hermione's 
creamy ass get well-and-truly filled by Harry's rampant cock. 
The brunette began to finger-fuck her neglected cunt with 
one... two... then three, stiffly pounding fingers as she 
watched Hermione take the two long, hard cocks at once. 

The look on Hermione's face convinced Pansy that SHE was 
going to be next, even if she had to suck both Harry and 
Draco back to hardness after they'd fucked the poor gryff 
senseless. 

Hermione moaned and whimpered, grinding her pussy onto 
the base of Draco's cock. Her boyfriend's massive prick was 
all the way up her asshole now. For the second time in her 
life, she was taking two big, stiff pricks at the same time. But 
now it was totally fantastic because it wasn't Fleur 
polyjuiced or Nym metamorphed, but two real monster 
cocks! Suddenly Hermione felt herself succumbing to the 
most intense lust of her life. Their cocks felt so huge. Only a 
thin, fleshy membrane separated her pussy from her 
asshole, and now the membrane felt stretched to bursting 
by the incredible thickness of their rock-hard cocks. 

Her pussy was sucking and contracting instinctively around 
Draco's prick, and now her puckered little asshole was 
throbbing too, lewdly gripping her boyfriend's cock. Having 
two big pricks at the same time made them both seem twice 
as big as they already were. Hermione had never felt such 
intense pleasure in her whole life. 



“Feel good, Hermione?” Pansy whispered. The hot brunette 
now had her whole hand buried in her cunt, excitedly 
fingering her wet pussy as she watched Hermione getting 
double-fucked. 

“Ummmmmmm, fuck yessssss!", hissed Hermione. “Ohhhh! 

It feels fantastic, baby!" 

“Ram your cock up Hermione's asshole, Harry!" Pansy 
squealed. “Uhhhhhhh! Fuck her hot cunt Draco!" The 
excited brunette's own cunt and asshole were twitching with 
uncontrollable lust. “I'm next, Hermione! Ohhhh I wanna be 
next!" 

“Okay, baby! Uuuuuuuuhhhhh!" Hermione squealed, 
mindlessly. 

Suddenly she started humping furiously, pumping her pussy 
down onto Draco's cock one moment, then thrusting her 
itchy-asshole back onto Harry's pounding prick the next... 
totally engrossed in her first real double-fuck! 

“Fuck my cunt, Draco!" she cried. “Yes, yes! Ohhhh that feels 
good! Ohhhh, I can't staaaand it! Uhhhmmmmmm, 
yeahhhh! All the way up my asshole, too! Ooooohhhh, 

Harry! Ass-fuck me, love!" 

Hermione moaned in intense pleasure as her boyfriend 
fucked her asshole deeply, thrusting every inch of his 
massive cock into the rubbery tightness of her sucking 
shifter. 

“Uhhhhhhh! Fuck my pussy, fuck my asshole!" 

Hermione's face was contorted with fuck-lust, her gorgeous 
body writhing in a frenzy of need. “Both of you, fuck me, 
fuck meeee! Oh, shit. I'm gonna cum so hard! Please, fuck 



me... ohhhh, please! Fuck my cunt, Draco! Fuck my asshole 
Harry! Oh, fuck, I need your cocks!” 


Harry commenced a solid fucking rhythm, moaning as he 
speared his huge cock in and out of Hermione's bowels. Pre- 
cum oozed heavily from the tip of his prick, lubing his 
girlfriend's asshole with spunk, making it easier for him to 
ram his huge cock in and out of her tight shitter. 

"Oh, shit, that's good, Hermione!” Draco panted. 

He started humping Hermione hard, matching Harry's 
rhythm, stuffing her cunt full of slytherin cock every time his 
cousin rammed into her ass. 

"Oh, fuck! ” Hermione groaned. She felt helpless now as her 
boyfriend and his cousin fucked into her body, writhing and 
bucking with pleasure as her pussy and asshole spasmed 
around their twin stroking pricks. "It's so good! I can't 
believe how good it feels! Fuck me harder! Oh, both of you, 
fuck me as hard as you can!” 

Draco picked up the pace, moaning as the cum-load churned 
in his balls, ramming his huge cock furiously in and out of 
Hermione's tight pussy. Harry soon caught up with Draco's 
rhythm, grunting as he hammered his aching fuckrod 
repeatedly into his girlfriend's tightly-stretched asshole. 

Now Hermione's whole body ached in anticipation of 
cumming. She shrieked and grimaced, whipping her 
asscheeks up and down, fucking both cocks as hard as she 
could. 

"Fuck my pussy, Draco! fuck my horny pussy!” she cried. 
"Fuck my asshole, Harry! Uuuuuuhhhhh! Harder, love! Oh, 
fuck. I'm cumming now! Fuck my pussy, fuck my asshole! 
Fuck me, both of you! Ohhoooohhhhhh, I'm cumming! 
Ohhhh! FUCK! I'M CUUUUUMMMMINNGGGG!” 



It was the most intense orgasm Hermione had ever had in 
her life. For over a minute the powerful spasms throbbed 
through her naked body, causing her pussy to contract 
tightly around Draco's pounding prick, and making her 
asshole suck wildly on her boyfriend's driving cock. Dots of 
color flashed before Hermione's glazed eyes as she hovered 
on the edge of unconsciousness. 

Finally the ecstasy of her climax subsided, and she lay still, 
sandwiched between the two panting wizards. 

“All right," Pansy moaned, removing her fingers from her 
dripping pussy. “Now it's my turn!" 

Harry pulled his huge cock out of his girlfriend's clasping 
asshole, his massive prick dripping milky cockjuice out of 
the tip. Exhausted and satisfied, Hermione rolled off Draco's 
cock, watching as Pansy took her place. 

Pansy straddled her lover, staring greedily over her shoulder 
at Harry's huge prick. It looked stifferthan ever, throbbing 
over his belly, soaked with Hermione's ass-juices. 

She looked down at Draco's equally thick prick, it was shiny 
too, but with the tasty fuck-juices that had oozed out of 
Hermione's cunt. 

“Oh, Draco," Pansy purred, sliding her tits down over her 
lover. “I just have to give it a little suck first!" 

Hermione and Harry watched as Pansy sucked Draco's hard- 
on, slurping feverishly on the swollen stiffness of his 
cockshaft. Draco just groaned with pleasure, his cock 
swelling even bigger in her sucking mouth. Pansy was eager 
to drink his jism, but she knew she didn't want him to shoot 
off in her mouth this time. She popped her lips off his prick. 



then climbed up to mount him, planting her knees on the 
bed either side of Draco's hips. 

“Fuck it in me, Draco," she mewled, reaching between her 
thighs to grasp his rigid prick. “Fuck me! Fuck me! Fuck..." 

Her words faded to a wanton moan as she rubbed his 
cockhead up and down her fuck-opening, then popped it 
into her gooey cunt. 

Pansy leaned forward, her firm full tits jiggling over Draco's 
chest as she braced her hands on his shoulders. Then she 
eagerly started wiggling and humping, groaning as she slid 
her tight, creamy pussy down onto the satisfying stiffness of 
his big, long prick. 

“Oh, Draco! Fuck me! It's so big and stiff!" she gasped. “It's 
going all the way in! Oooooh, Draco is it tight? Is my cunt as 
nice to fuck as Hermione's?" 

Draco nodded eagerly, sighing as her clasping fuckhole slid 
all the way down onto his prick. Pansy sprawled forward, 
crushing her tits on his chest. She turned her head, staring 
eagerly at Harry's prick. 

After seeing the same look in Hermione eyes, Draco knew 
what Pansy wanted. He reached down and grasped her ass- 
cheeks, spreading them wide, opening her asshole to his 
cousin's cock. 

“Fuck my asshole, Harry!" Pansy pleaded, hunching her 
pussy eagerly onto Draco's prick. “It's all swollen and horny 
for you. Come on, Harry, fuck my asshole... just like you 
fucked Hermione's! Hurry, Harry! 

Harry clambered up behind Pansy's ass, his huge prick 
throbbing in his eagerness to invade two tender assholes in 



a row. Sprawled on the bed beside them, Hermione felt her 
pussy creaming again as she watched her boyfriend getting 
ready to fuck the slytherin up the ass. She could hardly 
believe it was all happening. Getting sucked and fucked by 
Draco, getting double-fucked by Draco and Harry, then 
watching as they perpared to do the same to Pansy! It was 
all too much! 

“Fuck my asshole, Harry!" Pansy squealed impatiently. 
"Hurry, Harry, hurry!" 

Harry mounted Pansy's ass, pressing his cum-oozing 
cockhead onto her rubbery, puckered shit-opening. Pansy 
shuddered with intense pleasure as her asshole stretched 
open to admit Harry's fat prick. 

In and in and in, Harry's cock pushed, stuffing the slytherin 
witch's tender asshole to bursting around the thickness of 
his massive fuckmeat. Suddenly Draco's cock felt twice as 
huge in her pussy, throbbing all the way up to her womb. 
Pansy started humping before Harry had half his cock inside 
her ass, pumping her pussy down onto Draco's hard-on, at 
the same time thrusting her asshole eagerly back onto 
Harry's cock. 

"Uuuuhhhhh! You're in me Harry! In my ass!" Pansy 
squealed. "Ohhhh, it feels so good! Ohhhh, fuck me! Fuck 
me, both of you!" 

Her asscheeks gyrated faster and faster, trying to make both 
of their huge cocks pound into her body at the same time. 

"Oh, shit, Draco! Fuck my pussy! Fuck it, hard!... 
Ummmmmmmmm, Ohhhh! Harder, Harry! Fuck my asshole! 
Your cock feels so good up my ass!... Ohhhh! Ohhhh! Fuck 
me to death!" 



Harry grunted as he worked his ass, ramming his aching 
fuck-pole deeper and deeper into the clasping tightness of 
Pansy's buttery bowels, stretching the muscular shit-ring 
incredibly wide around the blood-pulsing thickness of his 
prick. 

Draco lay still for several seconds, gasping as Pansy's tight 
pussy muscles milked juicily around his cock. Then he felt 
his cousin start fucking her ass, flexing his asscheeks, 
sliding his rock-hard fuck pole in and out between Pansy's 
blushing buns. 

“Fuck my asshole, Harry!" Pansy gasped, her face contorted 
with raw lust. Not had ever had been as intensely satisfying 
as this. “Uhhhhhhh! Ohhhh! Draco, keep fucking my pussy!" 

Pansy was humping as fast as she could, hungrily trying to 
make her twin fuck-holes swallow both of their cocks. Harry 
fucked faster, moaning as Pansy's asshole sucked and 
grasped repeateldly around his prick. Shuddering as the 
cum-load built in his balls, Draco started reaming her tight, 
wet pussy as fast as he could. 

Soon, gryffindor and slytherin were fucking the naked, 
squirming Pansy as fast as they could, moving in unison, 
ramming their huge cocks up into her tight pussy and 
asshole at the same time. 

“Fuck my cunt! Fuck my ass!" Pansy cried, screaming out 
the words. Her whole body seemed to throb in unison with 
her cunt and shit-tunnel. The twin fuck-holes were already 
spasming uncontrollably, flexing deliciously around the two 
driving pricks. Her face was very red, flushed almost 
crimson. The sweat poured off Pansy's nakedness as she 
slumped and bucked as fast as she could. 



“Fuck her, Harry! You too, Draco! Fuck her real good" 
Hermione whispered, watching every deep, hard cock-thrust. 
Suddenly the horny gryff realized that she couldn't keep her 
fingers out of her pussy. Feverishly, she started finger- 
fucking, eagerly watching Harry and Draco double-fucking 
Pansy right beside her. 

“I'm gonna cum!" Pansy gasped. “Deeper! Fuck deeper! 
Ouuuuhhhhh, Ohhhh! I'm gonna cum now! Oh, shit... 
uhhghhh... gimme your big, fat p...pricks! Uhhhhff! Fuck me 
harder! Fuck me haaaard!" 

Harry and Draco started ramming into her body even harder, 
making the bed bounce and creak obscenely with the fury of 
their rhythm. Pansy shut her eyes, fighting not to pass out. 
Then her pussy started spewing out juice, contracting 
around Draco's cunt-fucking cock at the same time her 
asshole sucked and clenched around Harry's ass-pistoning 
prick. 

“Uhhhhhhhhh! I'm cumming, now!" she cried. “Oh, fuck. I'm 
really gonna cum! Fuck me. I'm . . . oh! Ohhhh! Ohhhh, 
ohhh, ohhhhh, cumming... CUMMMMMIIIIINNGG! 
Uhhhhhhhhhuuuuuuhhhhhhh!" 

The massive orgasm pounded through every inch of Pansy's 
writhing body, making her pussy ripple continuously around 
Draco's big cock, and her asshole suck the driving stiffness 
of Harry's pounding prick. Draco and Harry kept fucking the 
witch wildly, plowing their hard cocks deep into both her 
sucking fuck-holes, fighting to keep the cum pent up in their 
balls. 

For nearly a minute straight. Pansy humped and writhed in 
the throes of orgasm, milking the two deeply imbedded 



cocks for all she was worth, until finally the intense pleasure 
faded from her loins, leaving a pleasant warm afterglow. 

Harry pulled his cock carefully from Pansy's asshole. It was 
streaked with her ass-juice. Jokingly he waved it at his 
girlfriend. 

"Wanna clean it off for me, dear?" he grinned at Hermione. 

Hermione made a face and told him to go clean it off himself. 
Laughing, Harry headed off for the bathroom. Pansy rolled 
off her lover's still-hard cock and lay beside Hermione. 

"Ohhh, Hermione!" sighed the slytherin witch. "That was 
fantastic! Harry's prick felt so big up my ass." 

"I know, baby," replied Hermione, hugging the naked 
slytherin close. 

Pansy's firm full tits pressed against Hermione's. The feel of 
her pointy nipples digging into her flesh suddenly made her 
pussy crawl with a strange subliminal desire. She loved sex 
with another witch. With Pansy it was a wild unattainable 
fantasy since the year started and the four of them moved 
here. What can she say? She loved pleasure... every each 
way. Now, she had the opportunity to indulge her fantasy! 
Hermione was so excited by the delicious depravity of 
fucking the hot slytherin, she acted on impulse. 

With a low moan, Hermione pushed Pansy onto her back and 
began kissing Pansy's tits, sucking the tiny pointed nipples 
to full erection. Pansy moaned and stretched, opening her 
thighs languidly. She loved the feel of Hermione's mouth on 
her tits, but her pussy needed attention too. Vaguely, the 
slytherin wondered if Hermione would go as far as to lick her 
pussy. This sure was a first for her. And as in answer to her 
unspoken question, Hermione began to move her lips lower. 



trailing her lips over Pansy's belly and down onto her 
cuntmound. 

Beside them, Draco jerked on his rock-hard erection and 
watched Hermione expertly run her tongue up and down 
between Pansy's juicy pink cuntlips. 

"Ohhh, yeahhhhh! Do it! Lick her fuckin' cunt! Stick your 
tongue up Pansy's twat, Hermione!" he moaned, jacking 
furiously on his hard prick. As Draco stared at Hermione's 
delicately flicking tongue, he wished he had beaten 
Hermione to Pansy's tasty-looking cuntslit. But there was 
plenty of time later, he consoled himself, plenty of time! 

Pansy's eyes were wide with excitement as she watched 
Hermione's mouth doing wonderful dirty things to her horny 
pussy-hole. Hermione's tongue was everywhere, dragging 
up between her cuntlips, poking into her pisshole and 
occassionally spearing deep up inside her blazing fuckhole 
like a wiggly little prick. Pansy couldn't keep her hips still as 
Hermione lapped and sucked and tongued her cunt to a 
quick orgasm. 

"Uhhhhhhh, Hermione! Men.Ohhhh! Oooohhh, don't stop! 
Don't stop! Keep sucking my cunt! Oooohhhhh, 
Hermioneeeeeeeeeee!", whimpered Pansy, her hands on the 
back of Hermione's head. 

Draco was getting more and more turned on watching 
Hermione suck off Pansy. His cock was throbbing something 
fierce and he had to do something about it before his balls 
exploded. The excited wizard considered the options;- He 
could jerk off all over them, or he could stick his cock into 
Pansy's mouth and get her to suck him off, or... then he 
spied Hermione's gorgeously wiggling butt, waving in the air 
like a flag. 



Hermione was on her hands and knees, her head bobbing 
between Pansy's outstretched thighs. Her hearth shaped ass 
was sticking provocatively out over over the edge of the 
bed. Draco saw his opportunity and never hesitated. He 
bounded off the bed and stood behind the cunt-lapping 
gryff. With her head down and her ass in the air like that, 
Hermione's pussy was fully exposed to Draco's lustful gaze... 
and anything else he might like to do to it. Her swollen 
cuntlips hung open from the fucking he had given her a few 
minutes before, all wet and pink and inviting. 

Draco pointed his prick at Hermione's lewdly gaping cunt 
and homed-in, inserting the flared head of his cock into her 
juicy fuck-hole. Then, with the tip of his prick securely 
wedged between her cuntlips, Draco gripped her hips firmly 
and thrust his cock into her tight clinging cuntflesh in one 
mighty stroke. His balls slapped against her clit. 

Hermione squealed with pleasure as she felt Draco's huge 
cock drive up into her belly. Now she was really in heaven... 
sucking the brunette's sweet, juicy cunt while Draco's 
wonderfully hard cock fucked her cunt. What more could a 
horny, over-sexed gryff ask for, she thought. 

When Harry re-entered the bedroom and saw what was 
going on, his cock shot to attention once more. He loved 
when Hermione was suckeding another witch's cunt, and 
now he was watching it happen again. It made his cock 
really twitch and throb seeing the best girlfriend ever as she 
was gobbling so hungrily at yet another witch's pussy. 

Harry approached the bed, watching Draco fuck Hermione 
with jackhammer strokes. The slytherin's balls slapping 
loudly against Hermione's belly as Draco plowed his long, 
hard cock deep into her upraised twat. The force of his 
thrusts drove Hermione's face harder into Pansy's creamy 



cunt with every stroke, eliciting frequent squeals of pleasure 
from the lust-crazed slytherin witch. 

“Couldn't wait for me, huh?", grinned Harry as he climbed 
onto the bed and fed his cock into Pansy's hot mouth. 

Pansy sucked on Harry's cock for all she was worth. 
Hermione's lips and tongue on her cunt were driving her 
wild with pleasure, and now Harry's cock in her mouth 
completed the ecstasy she was experiencing. As Harry 
began to hump his cock into her throat. Pansy orgasmed 
again, cumming over and over as Hermione sucked 
ravenously on her sensitive clit. She could only moan her 
pleasure around Harry's monster cock. 

Draco was close to cumming too. Hermione's tight clinging 
wetness was driving him over the edge real quick. But, 
watching Pansy sucking his cousin's cock while Hermione 
sucked her cunt had a lot to do with his over-excitement too. 
The slytherin felt his balls tighten. Any second now 
Hermione was going to get every drop of sperm he had to 
offer, he was sure! 

“Uuhhhhhhh! Fuck! I'm gonna cum, Hermione!'', grunted 
Draco, slamming his jerking prick deep up inside Hermione's 
slick pussy. 

Hermione moaned into Pansy's cunt and wiggled her ass 
back at Draco to let him know she wanted him to come 
inside her. The movement pushed Draco over the edge. His 
cock twitched inside Hermione's clasping heat. His balls 
swelled up and with a mighty squirt, dumped their load 
deep up inside Hermione's hotly squirming pussy. 

“Cummmming, Hermione!'', he yelled. “Unnnngghhhh! 
Cumming up your hot fuckin' cunt! Ohhhhhh, Ohhhh! Take 
my jizz! Fuck my cock!" 



Hermione felt Draco's hot, thick cream blast into her cunt. 
The shaft of his cock was grinding deliciously against her 
clit, but she wasn't anywhere near orgasm, yet. His cock had 
just warmed her up for more. Beneath her sucking mouth. 
Pansy was writhing in her third orgasm. The slytherin witch 
seemed insatiable, but Hermione needed relief and 
wondered if Pansy would return the favour. 

When Draco pulled his cock from her cunt, Hermione rolled 
over on her back and pulled Pansy with her, pushing the 
slytherin's head down towards her aching cuntflesh. Harry's 
cock left Pansy's mouth with a resounding slurp. He watched 
as Hermione and Pansy reversed positions, with Pansy on her 
hands and knees and her face in Hermione's crotch. 

"Suck me. Pans!" moaned Hermione. "Suck my cunt and 
make me come, baby!" 

Pansy had never sucked another witch's pussy before, but 
this seemed as good a time as any to try, besides the gryff 
witch had just done the same for her. Her pussy was still 
tingling from the intense orgasms Hermione had given her. 
She felt no guilt or shame. She just knew that she wanted to 
keep on sucking and fucking all night. With a moan she 
shoved her face into Hermione's gaping sex and began 
eagerly licking up and down the horny gryff's drooling 
cuntslit. 

Harry moved behind Pansy's upraised ass and dropped to his 
knees, plunging his tongue into her gorgeous pussy from the 
rear. He licked and sucked at Pansy's succulent pussy-lips 
while the witch did the same to Hermione. Then, standing 
up, Harry replaced his tongue with the tip of his huge prick. 

Pansy moaned loudly into Hermione's cunt as Harry rubbed 
his cockhead up and down her pussy-furrow, lubricating the 



massive organ in her slippery wetness before finally popping 
his cockhead into her tight fuckhole. As soon as she felt 
Harry's cock enter her cunt, Pansy frantically started 
wiggling and humping, sliding her wet, tight, gooey pussy 
back onto the satisfying stiffness of Harry's huge prick. 

Hermione felt Pansy's tongue squirm wildly in her cunt as 
her boyfriend began moving his monster cock inside the 
slytherin's clasping pussy. 

“Oh, yeahhhh! Lick my cunt, baby," Hermione demanded, 
clutching Pansy's dark head. “Suck me off while Harry 
screws your hot fuckhole! Uhhhhhhh! Ohhhh! Lick me. 
Pansy! Suck my clit, love! Ummmhhhhhh!" 

The gorgeous gryff spread her legs wide, her full round tits 
quivering spongily as she humped her ass up off the bed, 
fucking the slytherin witch's face with her curly-haired slit. 
Hermione glanced in the mirror across the room and gave a 
groan of pleasure as she watched Harry's cock disappearing 
into Pansy's creamy pussy. 

“Oh, Harry! Fuck her, love! Fuck her hard!" Hermione cried. 
“Fuck her face right into my cunt baby! Ohhhh, I can't get 
enough!" She looked across at Draco who was stroking 
himself, patiently waiting for another opportunity to shove 
his rejuvenated cock into something hot and tight and wet. 

“Over here, Draco", gasped Hermione. “Bring that gorgeous 
big fucker over here and let me suck it for you!" 

“Alright!" grinned Draco, straddling Hermione's tits. “Suck 
me off!" 


His enormous cock twitched stiffly in front of Hermione's 
face. The horny gryff immediately opened her mouth as wide 



as she could, whimpering with pleasure as she wrapped her 
lips tightly around Draco's throbbing prick. 

“Uhhhh, yeahhhh! Suck my fat prick, Hermione", groaned 
Draco, reaching down to squeeze her big, firm tits. “Ohhhh! 

If you keep that up I'm gonna come right down you fuckin' 
throat!" 

Hermione swallowed Draco's throbbing cock deep back into 
her throat, sucking it in until she nearly choked on his 
massive cockshaft. Turned on by the sight of his gorgeous 
girlfriend sucking his well-hung cousin, Harry immediately 
picked up the pace of his fucking, ramming into Pansy's 
tenderly-sucking pussy as hard as he could. 

The hot and heavy gryffindor/slytherin fuck lasted only a few 
minutes longer. Pansy's mouth and tongue were buried deep 
in Hermione's juicy cunt-flesh, and the delicious pleasure of 
Harry's huge cock fucking into her cunt was unbearably 
intense for her. Harry was slamming his cock in and out of 
Pansy's creamy cunt like a pile-driver, his face flushed and 
contorted as he tried desperately to hold off his climax, but 
it was to no avail. 

Hermione sucked feverishly on Draco's rigid cock as Pansy's 
mouth on her clit forced her over the edge. Her whole body 
shook as she started to cum. She couldn't scream; she was 
too busy sucking Draco's throbbing prick. But Pansy knew 
instinctively that she was making Hermione cum. The gryff's 
drenched pussy contracted sharply, rippling and spasming 
around the slytherin's hot tongue, while Pansy hungrily kept 
licking and sucking that hot, juicy cunthole, guiding her 
through the full force of her orgasm. 

Between Harry and Draco, Harry was the first to shoot his 
load. The long pent-up load of jizz blasted up Pansy's 



ravished fuck-hole, deluging her cunt with a flood of hot, 
sticky cum. With Pansy's mouth fastened securely over her 
spasming cunt. Hermione wiggled happily, slurping on 
Draco's twitching cock. She began to moan with renewed 
pleasure as Draco's prick started squirting too. 

Hermione shamelessly sucked Draco's prick as hard as she 
could, tightly gripping his jerking cock with her fists, milking 
every last drop out of the groaning wizard's balls. She didn't 
care who he was, she just wanted to suck his monster-sized 
cockmeat. 

She buried her face into his crotch, stuffing Draco's fuck-tool 
as far down her throat as she could. She didn't notice when 
Pansy turned around and started sucking Harry's cock too, 
all Hermione knew was how desperately she craved the taste 
of his sperm. 

As the guy's cocks were drained of their respective loads, 
the happy, satisfied students fell exhausted on the bed in a 
pile of exhausted bodies, sleep taking them over very soon... 


Chapter 42 - And then came someone else in the picture 

It was after midnight and Harry had just returned at the 
prefects tower from the dismal patrol he had to do. This 
patrol schedule was so fucked up some times. Who the fuck 
was making it anyway? He never got a patrol with Hermione 
or Pansy. He never got to go on night patrols with any of the 
other prefects girls... unless he counted Ginny Weasley with 
which he had tonight's patrol. But that redhead was flatter 
then a floor board in front... and back. And to top it off, 
Hermione and Pansy went on this night patrol from midnight 
to four in the morning. No pussy for him when he got back to 
his bed. 




After making a dash to the bathroom to take a quick shower, 
he headed back to the room he shared with Hermione. 
Passing by Draco's room, he could hear music softly playing 
through the slightly open door. And he could smell a faint 
smell of smoke in the air. Wondering if Draco was up at this 
time of night, he decided to take a peek. 

Peeking around the door frame, he saw that yes, indeed, his 
cousin sure was up. Up right of his bed. He was on a rug in 
front of the couch. 

His first instant reaction was wondering if he'd fallen or 
someone had knocked him out. Bur it was nothing like that. 
It was something that made him smile. 

His cousin was naked. His breathing was normal, Harry told 
himself as he watched the even rise and fall of his cousin's 
chest. But it was bizarre. What in the hell was his cousin 
doing sleeping in front of the couch without any clothes on. 

Then Harry's eyes strayed over to the coffee table and the 
two champagne bottles on it. One was still standing upright, 
but the other one had been tipped over onto its side, and 
there were four wine glasses sitting beside the bottles. Four? 
What the fuck? Three he could understand. Draco, Hermione 
and Pansy. But four? Who belonged the fourth? 

And there beside the glasses, there was something else. A 
wisp of black silk. Was it, he asked himself? It looked like a 
pair of panties. A pair of sheer, black panties? Hermione's? 
Pansy's? A shock of electric excitement tore through his 
cock. Those sneaky witches. And with out him? But still... 
who belonged the fourth glass? Maybe those panties 
belonged to that fourth person. 

Where was she, he frantically wondered? Then there, on the 
couch, barely hanging on the edge of one of the cushions 



was a shoe. All he could see was the sole and heel of the 
high heeled shoe. From where he stood, he couldn't see onto 
the couch, but he could see the shoe. Leaning over a bit, he 
could see the fourth person's knee above the shoe. 

Mmmmm. No panties. High heels. Cousin naked. 

Champagne. It all seemed to fit together. The girls had some 
fun with Draco before going on patrol with a fourth person. A 
hot witch for sure. But who she was? He just had to see who 
she was. He had to see what she was ... or wasn't wearing. 
Was she naked, too? His heart was beating like a snare 
drum. Pitty-pat-pitty-pat-pitty-pat as the fantasized image of 
a hot girl with no face lying on the couch naked blossomed 
into his fevered brain. 

Glancing back over at his cousin to make sure he was still 
asleep, Harry stepped out from behind the door frame and 
began to tiptoe across the room toward the couch. Crouched 
down to keep out of her sight if she were awake, Harry 
slowly raised up and peered over the arm of the couch. 

There she was! She was lying on her back with her legs 
splayed out to the side, one knee resting against the back of 
the couch and the other leg lying flat on a cushion. Staring 
down at her, Harry's eyes were understandably drawn down 
to the fleshy gash of pink flesh peeking out from below the 
nest of brown curls covering her private place. Her pussy! He 
could see her pussy! His head was spinning and he thought 
his heart was going to burst out of his chest as he 
shamelessly gawked at it. 

As he audaciously stared at it, he saw that the fleshy lips 
were glistening wetly in the glow of the blue fire lamp. And 
there was a little stream of whitish goo slowly oozing out 
from between the lips and running down to a little puddle of 
the stuff on the towel she was lying on. All kinds of nasty. 



depraved thoughts were firing off inside his head as his cock 
nearly ripped out through his shorts. 

And there was the smell hanging in the air. The smell of 
pussy. The smell of fucking. He knew it well and there was no 
denying that was what it was. 

Finally, he was able to look away from her pussy and saw 
that she was wearing nylons and the hose on one leg was 
still attached to the long, lacy garters stretching down over 
her hip. The hose on her other leg, the one bent and resting 
against the back of the couch had apparently come loose 
from its garters and was bunched up about half way up her 
thigh. She was wearing a pair of stiletto high heels that had 
to have at least four inch heels. 

Letting his eyes crawl back up her long, nylon-encased legs, 
he paused again at the fleshy, pink wound between them for 
a few seconds before moving up over her belly to the frilly, 
lace garter belt wrapped around her waist. Studying the lacy 
belt, he saw that it was decorated with several red satin 
bows. Then his eyes crept up her belly to the tiny half bra 
that snaked around her chest to cover her breasts. There 
was an edging of red lace running along the top of the black 
half bra cradling the flattened mountains of white tit-flesh 
welling up from her chest. Just as one of her hose had come 
loose, one of the cups of her bra was slightly askew and a 
big, puffy nipple was sticking up just above the ruffle of red 
lace. Harry was mesmerized by the purplish-pink nubbin as 
it stuck up out of the circle of pebbled flesh like a ripe, red 
grape softly quivering, rising and falling with each breath 
she took. 

Looking up from her breast, he saw that her face was 
covered by a wispy, black gown. All he could make out was 
the outline of her head and face. 



Harry's brain was on the verge of shut down as he stood 
looking down at the hot witch. But who was she? He didn't 
know that. He couldn't make out her face very good. He 
should move that gown off her face. But he couldn't bring 
himself to do so as he stood committing every exhilarating 
detail of her scantily-clad body to his memory banks. 

She was in her teens... seventeen,eighteen... maybe 
nineteen... or twenty. But nothing more. She was a very 
beautiful witch... that's for sure. Paralyzed, unable to move, 
he came to the realization that his cock was so hard it was 
aching as it strained out against his shorts. 

Do something, his frenzied brain railed at him. Do what, he 
shouted back? He wanted to take her in his arms. Hug her to 
him. Kiss her. Kiss her lips, her breasts, kiss her all over, but 
he couldn't. He didn't know who she was! 

It seemed like he had been looking down at her for hours 
when he finally found that he could move again. His 
befuddled brain still didn't know what to do but he found 
himself slowly easing down onto his knees beside her foot. 
What if she wakes up and catches you, he asked himself? He 
didn't care! He had to touch her. Do something. What 
exactly, he didn't know, but something. 

Reaching out, he saw that his fingers were trembling as he 
ran his fingers along the slippery smoothness of her 
stockinged ankle 

What was that, Susan Bones groggily asked herself as she 
struggled toward consciousness. Something had touched 
her ankle. Was it Draco, she dreamily wondered? Hermione 
and Pansy couldn't... because those two have already gone 
on patrol. Had Draco woke up? Did he want to make love 
again? Smiling to herself, she was finally able to open her 



eyes. Looking down, through the foggy haze of black chiffon, 
she saw that it was... Harry Potter kneeling beside the couch 
and touching her ankle. 

At first it didn't register to her that there was anything 
wrong with that. It was just Harry. Then suddenly, like a hand 
grenade going off inside her head, it came to her. IT WAS 
HARRY POTTER! HARRY POTTER! NOT DRACO! WHAT WAS 
HE DOING HERE? 

Her first instinct was to slap her legs together, jump up and 
run. But it was too late for that. He had already seen her. 

She had never been so embarrassed, so mortified in her 
whole life. What could she do, her fevered brain screamed? 
Nothing. Don't move. Don't let him know that you're awake. 
He thinks you're asleep. 

Anxiously looking up, Harry waited for any sign of response 
from her as he let his trembling fingers slowly play up the 
slippery smoothness of nylon when he brushed his fingers 
over slight swell of her ankle bone. 

What is he doing? Why is he touching me like that, Susan 
deliriously asked herself? Move your leg. Move it away from 
him. Pretend you're just moving in your sleep and move it 
away from him. Gathering herself, Susan softly murmured 
and started to pull her leg away from him. But when she did, 
the weight of her leg and the slick patent leather of her high 
heel slipped. Not expecting that, Susan was unable to stop 
her foot from sliding off the couch and dropping onto the 
carpeted floor with a loud thump. 

As she groaned and her foot suddenly dropped to the floor, 
Harry jumped back afraid that he had woke her up. 

Anxiously looking up at her gown-covered face, he saw 
nothing. Nothing! No movement from her. 



Now look what you did, fool, Susan raved at herself. When 
her foot went to the floor, her leg had splayed out wider. 
Instead of hiding her pussy from him, she had spread it open 
making it even easier for him to see. 

Looking down at him, she could see that after his startled 
reaction, he was once against staring down between her 
legs. She couldn't lift her leg back up on the couch or he 
would know. He would know that she was awake and knew 
that she could see that he was looking at her pussy. 

Then another spasm of terror blossomed in her reeling brain 
as she felt his fingers tickle up off her ankle onto her calf. No 
No No not that, she screamed to herself. But that didn't stop 
Harry's fingers as they slowly inched higher and higher. 
Taking a deep breath to steady himself, Harry slowly ran his 
fingers up the smooth, silky nylon. She had such beautiful 
legs, he told himself as his fingers trailed up off the curve of 
her calf onto the inside of her stockinged knee. 

His heart was misfiring from the electric excitement sparking 
through it. His fingers felt like they were on fire. He couldn't 
go any further. He had to stop before he did something 
stupid and woke her up. 

Stop! Stop! Please stop Susan silently pleaded to whoever 
would listen as she felt Harry's fingers on her knee. Don't do 
this just go away. Stop and go away and everything will be 
okay. No one will know. No one but you and me. And I will 
never tell anyone. 

Seeing no indication of awareness from Susan, Harry looked 
down at the beautiful, pink rose that lay awaiting his touch. 
Could he? Could he touch her there? Dare he? What if she 
woke? A part of him was terrified and yet another part of him 
was beyond caring. He had to touch her there. 



But he couldn't touch her there. Not there. He didn't even 
know who she was... 


The glistening folds of flesh looked so soft. He had to touch 
it, he swore as his fingers brushed over the scalloped band 
of reinforced nylon encircling the top of her hose. Then his 
fingers were on the expanse of bare flesh just above the top 
of her nylon. Her skin was so soft, so warm, so smooth his 
frantic brain screamed as his fingers crept higher and 
higher, ever closer to the succulent wetness that lay 
awaiting him. 

Oh Merlin NO Susan's reeling brain shrieked. Stop him! You 
can't let him touch you there but her body was paralyzed as 
she lay awaiting the touch of his fingers on her cringing 
pussy. 

Stop you can't you can't touch her there, a voice in Harry's 
fevered brain shouted. You'll wake her up and she'll know 
what a fucking pervert you are. But she's so beautiful I want 
her so bad Stop it fool Okay, but if I can't touch her, I have 
to do something to relieve myself Merlin, how I ache for her 
his reeling mind battled. 

Moving his hand away from her leg, Harry quietly pushed up 
to his feet beside the couch. 

Thank you. Merlin, Susan silently gushed. He's going to 
leave. Thank you Thank you Thank you but even as she 
gushed out her praise, her eyes slowly dropped down to the 
huge bulge in Harry's shorts. He has an erection! Harry has a 
hard on! And she was the cause of it, she blubbered as she 
stared through the filmy haze at the bulge. She could even 
make out the flared rim of the head of the thing. It looked 
huge 



I can't wait until I get to my room, Harry frantically thought. I 
have to do it now ... or I'll go crazy. Reaching down, he 
shoved his hand down in his shorts and dragged his nine 
inches of hardened steel out into the open. Wait, he told 
himself, jerking his head around and staring down at 
unknown witch's sheer, black panties lying on the coffee 
table. 

OHMERLIN... Susan's brain screeched at her. What is he 
doing? Oh, no, he can't. No, please, not that. Not that. Not 
here. Not now! But she couldn't close her eyes. She had to 
see him do it. Watch him masturbate right in front of her. 
Then she saw him lean down and grab her panties up off the 
coffee table. What? What is he going to do with them? 

Harry was so charged up and turned on, he knew that it 
wouldn't take more than a few quick jerks as he wrapped the 
unknown witch's soft, silky panties around his cock. Then 
gripping hold of his cock, he began to pump his fist up and 
down his panty-shrouded penis. 

Susan's reeling brain was awash with the sheer perversion of 
it all as she stared out through the chiffon gown watching 
Harry jacking off no more than a foot or two away from her. 

He was big, she deliriously thought. Very big! Bigger than 
Draco. His cock was bigger, longer and thicker than Draco's 
she told herself as she watched his fisted hand and her 
panties sliding up and down the thick, veined shaft of his 
penis. 

Glancing up at Harry's grimaced face, she could sense that 
his finish was near. He was about to come. What would 
happen then, she fearfully wondered? Would he leave? He 
would have to wouldn't he? What else could he do? Then as 
his fisted hand jerked up and down, she saw the big, swollen 



head of his cock pop out of her panties. As it did, she heard 
Harry grunt as his cock lurched in his hand and a huge wad 
of creamy, white cum shot out of the tip of his cock. 

Everything seemed to be grind down to slow motion as she 
watched the gob of cum arc up into the air and then curve 
down toward her leg. He's coming on me, her fevered brain 
screamed as she saw the gooey wad of jism splatter down on 
her bare thigh just above the top of her crinkled hose. 

As Harry continued to softly grunt, he was somehow able to 
get the unknown witch's panties wrapped back around his 
cock as it jerked and twitched under them. Within seconds, 
her panties were drenched in the sticky, white goo as long, 
stringy strands of the viscous cream dripped down and 
puddled on the carpet. 

Staring down at the clump of viscous, white goo on the 
unknown witch's leg, he watched as it slowly began to 
trickle down her thigh, leaving a sticky, wet trail on her skin 
behind it. 

Anxiously glancing up at her covered face, looking for any 
sign of awakening, Harry felt like his head was about to 
explode from all the crazy thoughts swirling through it. 

What had he done, he guiltily raved? This was an unknown 
witch. How could he do anything so gross to her? 

He's feeling sorry?, Susan told herself as she watched him 
just stand there... just staring at her. What's wrong with 
him? Did he hurt himself? 

But by the look on his face, Susan could see that what he 
was feeling wasn't physical. It seemed to be emotional. Then 
she felt another rush of fear as Harry dropped to his knees 
beside the couch again. Looking up at her gown-shrouded 
face for a second, he turned and slowly lowered his head. 



Susan couldn't breathe. She couldn't think as she watched 
Harry's lips slowly descending down toward the cum- 
smeared lips of her pussy. 

What is he doing, she frantically asked herself? Even in the 
whirling maelstrom of emotions and feelings she was 
experiencing, she couldn't stop the rush of lust that she 
suddenly felt for him. Even while he was doing this thing to 
her, she couldn't help herself. What could she say? She liked 
a good sized dick and he sure had one good fuck rod. 

Then his lips softly brushed against her pussy. The kiss was 
so soft and gentle, it was like the wings of a butterfly 
fluttering down on the lips of her pussy. Although the kiss 
only lasted a second or two, it elicited the most intense, 
intimate feeling of lust she'd ever felt. 

Susan couldn't explain the feelings washing through her 
reeling brain. There was something so profound passionate 
lusting about the kiss it took her breath away. 

She couldn't explain it! She'd never felt anything like it 
before. Her feelings for Harry were all in a tangle. She didn't 
know what to think anymore. 

Then with a soft, sobbing grunt, Harry pushed up to his feet 
and staggered around the end of the couch. 

What had he done, he guiltily raved at himself? He had 
touched her. Touched an unknown witch down there. He had 
kissed her. Kissed her on the lips. Kissed her on the lips of 
her pussy! He would never be able to forget that fiery 
moment his lips touched hers. The softness. The taste. The 
scent of her sex. It had been one exciting, shamefully-filthy 
thing he'd ever done. And he'd done it to an unknown witch. 
What had she done to him to deserve that? 



What had just happened, Susan asked herself. Had it really 
happened? Or had it been a dream? A dream? She could 
never have dreamed anything like that, could she? With 
Harry Potter? With Harry bloody fucking Potter? No. Never. It 
had really happened, she told herself as she slowly pulled 
her gown off her face. 

Nervously, almost afraid she would see Harry standing in the 
door looking at her, she pushed up onto her elbows and 
peeked over the back of the couch to see if he was gone. He 
was nowhere to be seen. The door was closed. Spinning on 
her butt, she swung her long legs off the couch and sat up. 
Now what, she asked herself? Sitting with her head in her 
hands, her elbows resting on her knees, she looked down 
between her legs and saw that Draco's copious deposit of 
semen was still oozing out of her. And Harry had seen that, 
too, she smugly thought. 

Susan was confused by her reaction to what had just 
transpired between her and Harry. But after what she, 
Hermione and Pansy did to Draco early... why couldn't Harry 
get the same treatment. After all, it was Hermione's 
boyfriend. And Hermione sure was a share and sharealike 
witch... always up to some fun and games. 

And now what Harry did? In an outlandish bizarre way, she 
felt almost complicit in the nefarious incident... for staying 
here with Draco after Hermione and Pansy went on that 
patrol. 

Well, whatever had caused it, it was over now, she 
thankfully thought. But now... she was too tired, too 
befuddled to think about it tonight, she told herself as she 
pushed up onto her stilettos. Stepping over to where Draco 
lay on the rug, she could hear him softly snoring. Even that 
added to the blur of thoughts whirling through her head. 



Draco had been there too. Lying on the rug not ten feet away 
while his cousin jacked off in front of her. It was crazy. If he 
hadn't been asleep, it wouldn't have happened. There were 
so many ifs. If this or if that hadn't happened, IT wouldn't 
have happened 

But it had happened and now she would have to learn to 
deal with it. 

Gently tapping the pointy toe of her stiletto against Draco's 
arm, she saw his eyes flutter open as he groggily stared up 
at her. 

“Beddie-bye time, Lover-Boy," she mumbled, reaching down 
to help him up onto his feet. 

"What time is it?" Draco grinned, looking over at his wrist 
watch as he took her hand and pulled himself up onto his 
feet. 

"Late . . . Too late . . ." Susan tiredly said. 

"Want to continue in bed?" he grinned. 

"Just let me freshen up a bit..." 

"Ok... I'll wait for you in bed..." 

After I get Harry's cream of me, Susan wearily thought as 
she picked up her gown and the towel and started across the 
room toward the door. Slowly stepping in the corridor, she 
could feel the heavy tug of her breasts pulling at her chest 
and the sticky wetness down between her legs. She should 
take a shower, she told herself, but she was just too tired. 

She needed sleep, or as Shakespeare had put it, 'sleep to 
knit the raveled sleeve of care' or something like that, she 
muttered to herself. 



stepping into the bathroom at the end of the corridor, Susan 
looked into the mirror and saw a hot seventeen-year-old 
brown hair witch looking back at her. Why had all this 
happened to her, she asked as she reached around behind 
her and unfastened her brassiere? What had she done to 
deserve it? 

She felt her big, heavy breasts jiggle firmly onto her chest as 
the bra released its hold on them when she unfastened it. 
Then she pushed the straps down her shoulders and held 
out her arms to let the bra slide down them. Catching it as it 
did, she pitched it over on top of the small bag she broth 
with her. She reached down and one by one, undoing the 
catches on her garter that were still attached. Then reaching 
behind the small of her back, she unsnapped the clasp on 
her garter belt. Wadding it into a ball, she threw it over on 
top of her bra and sat down on the toilet lid. 

Kicking her foot, she sent one of her high-heeled stilettos 
clattering across the tile floor where it landed in the she has 
done the same to the other one. 

Bending one long leg, Susan stuck her thumbs down under 
the reinforced top of the nylon and began pushing it down 
her leg. Pushing the stocking off over her foot, she wadded it 
into a ball and angrily flung it in the general direction of the 
bag. Then she did the same with her other nylon. 

Pushing up off the toilet, she stepped over to the sink and 
looked into the mirror. Looking down at her breasts, she 
studied them, looking for any blemish that might mar them. 
The only thing she saw was the faint red mark stretching 
across them where her brassiere had struggled to hold them 
in check earlier. 



Cupping the jiggling melons in the palms of her hands, she 
lifted them, curling her fingers and thumbs up around them 
and pinching hold of the two big, rubbery nibs sticking out 
of the oblong of pebbled flesh tipping them. As she did, she 
was startled to find them swollen and unyielding. Strangely, 
the first thing that popped into her mind was that they 
reminded her of the big, stiff erasers on the tips of the 
oversized pencils she had used in kindergarten when she 
was learning to write. Why, she asked herself? Why had that 
analogy come to her? 

The whole thing was getting a little out of hand, she told 
herself. Out of hand, she ludicrously thought as she stood in 
front of the mirror with both hands full of quivering tit-flesh. 

Easing her tits back down onto her chest, she looked down 
at where the tug had come from and there it was. The white, 
flaky scab of semen that Harry had put there when he 
ejaculated. 

Excitedly, Susan grabbed a washcloth and stuck it under the 
faucet. Turning the water on, she soaked the cloth. Wringing 
it out, she turned off the water and brought the washrag 
down to the spot. Rubbing, she scrubbed her leg until the 
skin was glowing red before she finally quit and tossed the 
cloth down onto the counter. 

Flicking the light off in the bathroom, Susan padded back 
out into the bedroom, down the corridor, and into Draco's 
bedroom, where he was laying in bed watching her. 

"Wanna finish what we started earlier?" he snickered, 
flipping the sheet back to reveal the hard, stiff penis lying 
on his belly. 

She couldn't. Not after what she had gone through with 
Harry. No, not tonight, she just couldn't. Not until she sorted 



out what was going on in her mind about that. 


“Can I have a rain check? I've got a little bit of a headache. 
Maybe too much champagne/' she murmured, crawling into 
bed, slipping under the covers and snuggling up next to 
Draco. 

“Sorry . . .'' Draco muttered, the disappointment plainly 
evident in his voice. 

Knowing that Draco hadn't done anything to deserve the 
cold shoulder she was giving him, Susan felt a sudden 
twinge of guilt and remorse. 

Snuggling closer, Susan slowly ran her fingers down over his 
belly to his hard, stiff cock. 

“I'll do it with my hand . . . if you want. . .'' she whispered 
into his ear, nibbling on it as her fingers curled around his 
peter. 

“Uh, you, you don't have to ... if you don't want to," Draco 
mumbled reaching over and brushing his fingers across one 
of her nipples. 

“I want to," she murmured, lifting his cock up off his belly. “I 
want to make you feel good." 

“Okay ... if you're sure," Draco told her as she felt his cock 
softly twitch when her fisted hand began to slowly work up 
and down its stiffened shaft. 

Suddenly, Susan had a flashback to the image of Harry 
standing in front of her jacking his fisted hand up and down 
his penis. But this time it wasn't Harry's hand jerking up and 
down on his cock, it was hers. It was her hand clutching his 
peter and jacking him off. The hard, throbbing column of 



meat her hand was now wrapped around wasn't Draco's. It 
had suddenly morphed into Harry's cock. It was Harry's cock 
she had in her hand. 

Then suddenly she felt an overwhelming urge to take him in 
her mouth. She wanted to suck him off. Suck on him and 
show him that she wanted him. She wanted to show him 
that she losted for him as her hand tightened and moved up 
and down faster. She found herself getting carried away by 
the perversion of it all. Keeping her hand wrapped around 
Harry's manliness, she scrambled down, scooting down the 
bed until her head was beside his hip. Then letting go of 
Harry's cock, she grabbed hold of his hip and digging in her 
clawed fingers, she rolled him over until his huge, stiff penis 
was sticking out at her face. 

"Gglomp " she groaned out as she hungrily sucked Harry's 
cock into her mouth. Like a tigress feasting on fallen prey, 
she devoured Harry's cock with an intensity she had never 
felt before. Sucking and pulling at his cock with her lips and 
mouth with one hand wrapped around the shaft roughly 
stroking him while her other hand was clutching and pawing 
his big balls, she immersed herself in the fantasy. 

Harry, Harry, her hallucinating brain blathered as she sucked 
and worked on Harry's cock in an almost hysterical frenzy. 
Then she felt Harry's hand on the back of her head. He was 
gently pushing and hunching at her seemingly trying to get 
his cock deeper inside her mouth. Did he want her to deep 
throat him? She sure would do it for Harry, if that was what 
he wanted. She would do anything to show him that she 
wanted him. 

Letting go of his cock and balls, Susan dug her hand down 
between Harry's one hip and the bed and then curled her 
fingers around it. Clutching hold of his other hip with her 



other hand, she took in a deep breath, dug her fingernails in 
and pulled. As she did, she felt the round, rubbery head of 
Harry's enormous cock thud up against the opening of her 
throat. Choking back a gag, she kept pulling and felt the 
spongy knob pop through the opening and down into her 
throat. 

She was doing it. She'd done it. She'd taken Harry into her 
throat. Everything was a blur, but she thought she heard 
Harry groan as she pushed forward until her lips were buried 
in the tangle of curls encircling the base of Harry's enormous 
cock. 

Her lungs were screaming for air as she rubbed the tip of her 
nose against Harry's heaving belly, but she wouldn't stop as 
she swallowed, making the muscles in her throat clutch and 
squeeze down around the embedded giant. 

She'd done it. But now, she had to breathe! Breathe or 
suffocate 

With another soft, choking gag, she backed off Harry's peter 
as it came slithering out of her mouth with long strings of 
spit hanging down from it. Letting it slip out of her mouth, 
Susan gasped in a deep breath and immediately thrust 
forward again, driving down on Harry's cock and taking it up 
to the hilt inside her mouth and throat again. 

That was apparently too much for Harry and she felt his cock 
buck as a gush of thick, warm semen spewed out into her 
throat. Swallowing, she gulped down the first of his gift, but 
she wanted to taste him. Taste his essence and savor its 
sweetness. 

Pushing him back, she pulled back until the spurting, 
spitting head of his penis was in her mouth. Now she could 
feel the creamy cum gushing out onto her tongue as she 



greedily sucked and pulled on his cock to suck out every last 
drop of the sweet cream. 


She could feel the muscles in Harry's ass clenching as he 
thrust into her mouth trying to get his cock back down into 
her throat. But she wouldn't let him. She wanted him to 
come in her mouth. Come in her mouth and fill it with his 
manly essence. 

Sucking and pulling as hard as she could with her lips, she 
could feel that the spasms working through his erupting 
penis were diminishing in strength as the flow of cum had 
dwindled down to a trickle. 

"Oh Merlin " she heard Draco groan out. Draco? It wasn't 
Harry? What was going on? It had been Harry she had in her 
mouth, hadn't it? But now it was her lover's cock that was 
slowly softening and dying inside her mouth. She was 
delirious, confused, and bewildered. What was going on? 
What had just happened? 

Trying to regain some semblance of the reality of it all, she 
let the cock slowly slither out from between her lips. Then 
befuddled, she looked up over his belly to his face. It was 
Draco Draco, not Harry! She couldn't believe it. It had all 
seemed so real. It had been Harry that she had in her mouth, 
not Draco. 

Was she going crazy? 

"Wow " Draco groaned, running his fingers through her hair. 

Shaking her head to get the cobwebs out, Susan slowly 
gathered herself and crawled back up the bed. 

Reaching over to the lamp, she quickly plunged the room 
into darkness to hide the blush that she knew must be 



coloring her cheeks. 


Susan had just come to a startling revelation! She had just 
been confunded. What the fuck? Who was the fucking 
prankster? Was there? Or just her imagination. But through 
it, what ever IT was, she had just done one crazy thing. She 
had just fellated Harry! Fellated? Was there even such a 
word as fellate? Well, whatever the right word was, in her 
mind, she had just sucked Harry off! 

Rolling back over and snuggling up next to him, to Draco, 
not Harry, she guiltily ran her fingers down over his belly 
and found the limp, shrunken worm of flesh lying down 
between his legs. 

“Was it good for you?” she guiltily asked as she distractedly 
fiddled with the lifeless lump of flesh. 

“I didn't know you could do that. . .“ Draco whispered, 
straying his fingers down her belly to the little muff of curls 
covering her mons. 

“I didn't either'' she mumbled, reaching over and brushing 
his hand away. 

“First time in a year. . . why tonight?" he asked. 

“I don't know," she lied as the warm flush on her cheeks 
went up a couple of degrees. “I just wanted to see if I could 
do it." 

“It was good . . ." Draco mumbled. “You can do it any time 
you want." 

“Night-night," she murmured back, now alone with her 
thoughts about the crazy, muddled evening she had just 
gone through. 



The quiet, intimate candlelit dinner, the music, the 
champagne, the petting, and then Hermione and Pansy's 
visit, the fourway lovemaking on the rug in front of the 
couch. It had all gone so well, just as planned. Then the girls 
leaving for their patrol, leaving her and Draco for some more 
lovemaking. But then... everything was turned upside down 
when Harry had unexpectedly shown up on the scene. Now 
she realized that she should have done something instead of 
pretending to be asleep. Like jumping him and stuffing that 
monster dick of his in her pussy?... 

Even though he had jacked off not thirty minutes ago, he 
was already at it again. He had the unknown witch's cum- 
stained panties wrapped around his cock as he slowly 
worked his fist up and down it. The image of the unknown 
witch lying on the couch in Draco's room was still fresh in his 
mind while he slowly stroked his cock and fantasized about 
her. Her face had been shrouded by her gown so he hadn't 
been able to see her eyes, so he didn't really know if she had 
been awake or asleep. But she hadn't moved, had she? 

Wait, his fevered brain muttered. She had moved. She had 
groaned and her foot had slipped off the couch, hadn't it? 
And when it did, it had given him a better view of her pussy. 
Had she done that on purpose? 

Dismissing the thought that the unknown witch might have 
been awake, Harry ran his mind's eye down over her breasts. 
Although they had been partially hidden by the little 
brassiere she was wearing, there was no denying that they 
were definitely in Fleur's league at how big they were... 
maybe bigger. And her nipples had seemed larger, fuller 
than Fleur's. 

Moving down, he studied her pussy again. It was so tiny and 
so pink. But there had still been a film of cum on it. His 



cousin's cum. This is so sick, he guiltily thought, reaching 
over and jerking the drawer to his nightstand open. Shoving 
the unknown witch's panties into the drawer, he slammed it 
shut and angrily flicked off his lamp. 

Lying in the dark trying to go to sleep, Harry couldn't get the 
unknown witch out of his mind. He knew he was a pervert 
for thinking the way he did about her, but he couldn't help 
it. Draco sure had a hot fucking buddy beside Pansy and 
Hermione and Susan. Huh... that was SUSAN BONES? 

Who else could be? Hermione told him after that sex 
marathon weekend two weeks ago about Draco and Susan. 
Could it be that Hermione and Pansy finally had seduced the 
hot 'puff? Oh... he just couldn't wait till Hermione came back 
from her patrol to get the truth out of her... while he was 
"torturing" her for it... 


Chapter 43 - Deja vu 

What the fuck?, Harry mumbled to himself as he crept down 
the corridor towards his room. What was going on? He could 
hear music softly playing in the background coming from his 
room. This was beginning to eerily feel just like it did the 
other night when he had caught Susan lying on the couch in 
Draco's room. 

Peeking through his open door, he saw that yes indeed, 
there was a blue fire lamp on. Crazily, he almost expected to 
see his cousin lying naked on the rug in front of the couch. 
But of course he didn't because this was his and Hermione's 
room. Could be Hermione? No... she was on another night 
patrol. So what was going on? 


Then Harry's eyes strayed over to the coffee table and the 
champagne bottle sitting on it. And there were two full wine 




glasses sitting beside the bottle. And there beside the 
glasses, just like the other night there was a wisp of black 
silk. Panties! Sheer, black panties just like the other night. 
But it couldn't be the same ones, could it? Had Susan taken 
them out of the drawer of his nightstand? 

Then his eyes trailed over to the couch. When he did, he saw 
a stocking-encased knee hanging over the edge of the 
couch, another sticking up in the air, pressed against the 
back of the couch. And there farther up the couch, was her 
sheer, black gown, trailing over the edge of the cushion and 
dragging on the floor. 

Harry's fevered brain was spinning, almost out of control. He 
had to see her. He had to see what she was or wasn't 
wearing. Was she naked? No, she couldn't be. She was 
wearing nylons wasn't she? His heart was pounding like a 
kettle drum. Ka-Boom-Ka-Boom-Ka-Boom...as the memorized 
image of Susan lying on the couch in her lingerie last night 
exploded into his fevered brain. 

Glancing back over at the rug to make sure his cousin 
hadn't magically reappeared, Harry stepped out from behind 
the door and began to tiptoe across the room toward the 
couch. Crouched down to keep out of Susan's sight, Harry 
slowly raised up and peered over the arm of the couch. 

What he saw almost gave him a second heart attack in 
almost as many days. There she was! It was deja vu! Deja 
vu, all over again. 

Susan! She was lying on her back with her legs splayed out 
to the side, one knee resting against the back of the couch 
and the other leg hanging over the edge of the cushion. 
Staring down at her, Harry's eyes were unavoidably drawn 
down to the weeping gash of pink flesh peeking out from 



below the nest of brown curls covering the tip of her belly. 
Her pussy! He could see her pussy...again! His head was 
spinning, his heart was pounding, and his cock was painfully 
throbbing down inside his shorts. It was already so hard and 
stiff, he thought rip out through his pants. 

Confused and elated all at the same time, he gawked at her 
pussy. Just like before, he saw that the fleshy lips were 
glistening wetly in the glow of the lamp. But this time, the 
stream of goo slowly oozing out from between the lips was 
clear, not white. This time it was pussy juice and not cum. 

But what was she doing? Why was she teasing him like this? 
She looked so hot... so hot and sexy. And he could even 
smell her. Smell the heavy ripeness of her sex floating in the 
air. 

At last, he was finally able to tear his eyes away from her 
pussy. When he did, he saw that just like before, the hose on 
one leg was still attached to the long, lacy garters stretching 
down over her hip. The hose on her other leg, the one bent 
and resting against the back of the couch had come loose or 
she had unsnapped it from its garters and it was bunched up 
about half way up her thigh. She was wearing the same pair 
of stiletto high heels with the four inch heels and little 
leather straps wrapped around her ankle. 

Letting his eyes crawl back up her long, nylon-encased legs, 
he paused again at the fleshy, pink wound between them for 
a few seconds. Then repeating the journey of the other 
night, he slowly looked up over her belly to the frilly, lace 
garter belt wrapped around her waist. Studying the lacy 
belt, he saw that this belt did not have red satin bows like 
the one she had been wearing yesterday night. Then his 
eyes crept up her belly to the tiny half bra that snaked 
around her chest. But this time he saw that it was hooked 



under Susan's spectacular breast leaving them exposed to 
his leering eyes. They were stupendous. Even bigggerthan 
Fleur's spectacular rack. Somehow seeming even more 
beautiful than last night. 

The two dark pink nipples sticking up out of pillows of white 
tit-flesh were so hard and swollen, they looked like they 
would hurt as they quivered and shook in rhythm with the 
quickened pace of her breathing. 

At last, he looked up and saw that her face was covered by 
her wispy, black gown. Just like the other night, all he could 
make out was the outline of her head and face. He couldn't 
see her eyes, but he knew that she was awake. He started to 
reach up and pull the gown off her face, but instead decided 
to go along with her crazy, twisted game. 

Harry's brain was on the verge of burn down as he stood 
looking down at Susan. He didn't know where to start, what 
to do. He had gone back over yesterday night a thousand 
times in his head, but seeing her like this again was like a 
dream come true. 

Easing down onto his knees beside the couch, Harry looking 
up at her gown-shrouded face as he let his fingers slowly 
play up the slippery smoothness of the tightly-stretched 
nylon covering the swell of her ankle bone. 

Susan felt a shiver work up her leg as goose bumps popped 
out all over her body. The touch was so soft, so gentle, so 
intimate. Then, with a soft murmur, reminiscent of the other 
night, she moved her legs. But this time it wasn't to close 
them, it was to open them wider, spreading them to bare her 
wet, weeping pussy to Harry's eyes. 

He knew that she was watching him, waiting for him to make 
the next move. 



Then a spasm of excitement washed through her reeling 
brain as she felt his fingers tickle up off her ankle onto her 
calf. Yes...Yes...Yes...she hissed to herself. Touch me there 
this time. Touch me with your fingers, she silently screamed 
into the night as Harry's fingers slowly inched higher and 
higher. 

The nylon under his fingers was so slippery Harry marveled 
as he slowly ran his fingers up the smooth, silky nylon. She 
had such beautiful legs. Long, elegant, and artfully curved 
by the arch of her high heels, he told himself as his fingers 
trailed up off the curve of her calf onto the inside of her 
stockinged knee. 

His heart was backfiring and fluttering from the electric 
excitement arcing through it. His fingers felt like tree stumps 
as they clumsily moved higher and higher. This time he 
wouldn't stop. He wouldn't stop until he ran his fingers over 
the dew-covered softness between her legs. He wouldn't 
stop until he was touching her pussy! 

Yes! Yes! Don't stop...Susan silently begged. Every muscle in 
her body was straining, tensing for the touch. She felt like a 
spring stretched to its limit and knew that the moment Harry 
touched her there, she would snap. 

She had stepped over the line. Stepped over it and carried 
Harry with her as she felt his fingers moving ever higher. 
Nothing would ever be the same between them after this. 

Feeling Susan tensing, gathering herself, Harry looked down 
at the beautiful, pink rose awaiting his touch down between 
her legs. This time he was going to touch her there. He was 
ecstatic! Elated beyond belief. He was going to touch her 
there. 



Tension was sparking around the room like sparks flying from 
a short circuit. The air was so charged and electric it was 
hard to breathe... 

The glistening folds of flesh looked so soft. He had to touch 
it, he swore as his fingers brushed over the scalloped band 
of reinforced nylon encircling the top of her hose. Then his 
fingers were on the expanse of bare flesh just above the top 
of her nylon. Her skin was so soft, so warm, so smooth his 
frantic brain screamed as his fingers crept higher and 
higher, ever closer to the succulent wetness that lay 
awaiting him. 

Oh...Merlin...YES...Susan's reeling brain shrieked. Touch me! 
Touch me! Don't let him stop this time. Every fiber in her 
body was screaming out for release as her muscles tensed 
tighter and tighter...she was paralyzed with excitement as 
she lay awaiting the touch of his fingers on her throbbing 
achingly-empty pussy. Trembling with anticipation, she knew 
she was only moments from complete and total perdition... 

Finally, Harry's fingers brushed across the moist, swollen 
folds of flesh. He felt Susan flinch away from his touch, but 
probing the soft wetness, his fingers found the tip of the 
hard, jutting kernel above the lips. The instant they did, he 
felt Susan flinch a second time as she let out a long, 
moaning sob and her muscles went stiff as boards. He 
couldn't believe it. She was having an orgasm! All he did 
was touch her and she was orgasming. It was crazy, but 
there was no denying it as he watched her tremble and 
shudder while a gush of hot, clinging pussy-juice spewed out 
onto his fingers leaving them wet and sticky. 

Reaching up, Harry pulled the gown off Susan's face and 
saw that she had her head thrown back against the couch. 

An effort frown was etched deeply into her forehead and her 



eyes were clenched so tightly, tears were running out of 
their corners and trickling down her cheeks. She looked like 
she was in agony as she was making a long choking, 
straining, grunting sound. 

As she came, Harry probed the weeping softness with his 
juice-drenched fingers until he found the oozing opening of 
her pussy. Pushing his fingers down into the contracting 
gash, he curled them upward and probed the mushy 
softness until his fingers brushed across a small, bumpy 
spot. As he rubbed his fingers across the spot, he heard 
Susan moan and her hips began to lurch and jerk. 

Susan had never felt anything like it. It was almost like every 
orgasm she had, had in the past had been rolled into the 
one gigantic orgasm she was having now. And all he had 
done was touch her clit. What would it be like if he made 
love to her? If? If he made love to her? No, no, no...WHEN... 
WHEN he made love to her! 

Finally, Harry felt the contractions working through Susan's 
pussy begin to weaken and grow further and further apart. 
Easing his fingers back out of the clinging softness, he saw 
that they were wet and sticky with her overflow. Lifting them 
up to his nose, he sniffed them then stuck out his tongue 
and licked them clean. 

Susan's eyes finally fluttered open and she saw that Harry 
was licking his fingers. Licking off the creamy excess of her 
fiery orgasm. It was such an intimate, loving thing for him to 
do, she deliriously thought. Her mind was in a punk and she 
couldn't gather her thoughts, but she knew one thing, and 
that was all that mattered. 


"Harry . . ." she softly gurgled, lifting her hand and running 
her fingers through his hair. "I want you so much..." 



“I want you, Susan...” Harry choked out. 


Easing back, Harry slid his hand underneath her back and 
gently lifted, turning her at the same time. Harry kept 
turning her until she was sitting up with her back resting 
against the back of the couch. 

"What?” she dazedly asked him as he stood on his knees 
beside her legs. 

"I want to make you happy, Susan . . .” Harry murmured, 
inching back and then gently spreading her legs apart. 

"But you already have,” she whispered, running her fingers 
through his hair again as Harry crawled back up between 
her outstretched legs. 

"Happier. . .” Harry smiled, kissing the two fingers he had 
had inside her before. Then he tenderly pressed them 
against her soft, red lips. Then, reaching down between her 
legs, he gently ran his finger across the weeping wound 
between them before reaching over to the wrinkled top of 
the nylon that was not secured to the garters. 

"You came undone . . .” Harry told her pinching the front 
garter between his thumb and finger and pulling it down to 
the top of the hose. Pulling the nylon and the garter 
together, he slipped the little, rubber flap on the end of the 
garter under the hose and the hooked the silver clasp 
around the nub on the flap sticking up under the nylon. 

Moving his hand around to the side of her hip, he clasped 
hold of the garter that hung down there, stretched it down 
to the top of the nylon and attached it to the nylon. Then, 
slipping his hand under her leg he cupped it and lifted it up 
off the couch. Pushing it higher and higher, he pushed it up 



until the front of her thigh was brushing against her high- 
heeled foot was waving in the air above her head. 

“Hold it..." Harry told her. 

With her long, shapely leg outstretched above her head, the 
pointy toe of her stiletto pointing at the ceiling, Susan 
snaked her arms around behind her leg and held it up while 
Harry reached down on the couch and retrieved the last 
garter. Pulling on the garter, stretching it out, creasing the 
soft, giving skin of her ass, Harry hooked the garter onto the 
hose. 

“There, all done," Harry grinned. 

“Thank you," Susan smiled, easing her arms out from behind 
her leg and lowering her leg down until the sole of her shoe 
was resting on the floor beside Harry's knee. 

Reaching out, Harry placed his hands on her legs just where 
the tops of her nylons circled around the thickest part of her 
thighs. Softly pushing, Harry kept pushing, spreading her 
legs apart until her calves were brushing against the front of 
the couch. Now she was spread out, the weeping slit 
between her legs completely exposed and vulnerable to his 
touch. 

Basking in Harry's attentive adoration, Susan leaned back 
against the couch and closed her eyes. This is what she had 
been waiting all day for and she was going to relish every 
sweet moment. 

The first time for everything was always the sweetest. The 
one you remembered most when it was all over, she reveled. 

She could feel Harry's fingers slowly teasing their way down 
over her abdomen toward her pussy. She could feel the 



muscles in her abdomen tightening, growing tauter as the 
fingers drew closer and closer to their target. Then all the 
fingers but one lifted away from her skin. Then Harry began 
to slowly tickle his finger around her obviously swollen clit, 
drawing closer and closer, then moving away, then closer, 
but never touching it. 

“So soft... so beautiful . . .“ he whispered. 

Where had he learned this, Susan deliriously wondered? 
Hermione... who else? From the way he had acted the other 
night, unable to control himself, she had expected their first 
time to be a fiery explosion of passion and emotion. And now 
this? She was finding a gentle, passionate side of Harry she 
had never seen before. 

'Touch it. . . please . . . touch it. . .“ she gurgled, rolling her 
hips and trying to find the teasing finger with her aching 
clit. 

“I want to make it last for you, Susan," she heard Harry 
whisper as she felt the tip of his finger slither down between 
the thick, fleshy lips of her pussy. 

"H...aaaaaa-rrrrrrrry . . ." Susan softly cooed as his finger 
gently, teasingly slithered down into the wet, sticky opening 
of her pussy. 

"So, so beautiful," Harry murmured. 

Susan couldn't believe Harry's self control. After all, he was a 
teenager and she had expected more... More what, she 
asked herself? She couldn't answer her question. It was just 
so different than she had thought it would be. 


Harry was not going to rush this. This was a payback for all 
the teasing she had done to much of the Hogwarts male 



population over the years... and she didn't even knew she 
was doing it. He knew that it would happen eventually, but 
right now he just wanted to enjoy the journey. Savor getting 
to know this witch. This witch who had been a good friend 
over the years... well mostly Hermione's... but who cared? 
After all, Hermione just grinned this morning when he asked 
her about Susan. 

Slowly working his finger in and out of the wet, pink wound 
between her legs Harry could already taste her sweet 
pungency on his tongue. He loved the taste of sweet, hot 
pussy, as he slowly eased his finger out of her and gently 
ran his trembling fingertips over the soft, pink folds of flesh. 

The air around him reeked of her. The cloying fragrance of 
her estrous told of her need. 

A sudden, unexpected stab of guilt fired off inside Susan's 
head and she reached down to push Harry's hand away from 
her pussy. 

Sensing her hesitation, Harry gently brushed her hand aside 
and gently probed the soft wetness with the tip of his finger. 
As he did, the thick, meaty folds of flesh slowly parted to 
reveal the wet slit running down between them and ending 
at its bottom where a tiny trickle of clear fluid was seeping 
out of it. 

The twinge of guilt was quickly overcome by the current of 
pleasure that was welling up from below her waist as she 
relaxed back down onto the couch. 

The sweet fragrance of her sex rising up from the precious 
treasure was so strong, it almost took his breath away as he 
leaned down over it. 



Being as gentle and loving as he could, Harry eased his 
tongue out and slowly licked it up the lush valley between 
the two meaty folds of flesh bordering Susan's sex. She 
tasted of pussy, sex, and arousal, Harry giddily told himself 
as he retraced his first journey up the cleft of her sex. 
Savoring the sweet taste of her sex, moving his tongue to 
the side, he ran it over the smooth softness of her pussy lips, 
gently sucking and tenderly nibbling at them. 

Looking up over Susan's milky white breasts as they spilled 
out over the bra hooked under them, Harry saw that she still 
had her eyes closed and her head was resting against the 
back of the couch. One hand was clutching hold of the 
cushion on one side and her other hand was grasping hold 
of the arm of the couch, digging her long, red nails down 
into it. 

Bringing his attention back down to her pussy, he saw that 
the little, pink nub of her swollen clit was sticking up out of 
its little, fleshy sheath. It looked so fragile and delicate. 

Wanting to prolong her pleasure and build up her 
anticipation, Harry avoided touching it, slowly circling the 
tip of his tongue round and round it as Susan sprawled on 
the couch, half sitting and half lying. Then he slowly kissed 
his way up over the smooth softness of her firm, flat belly. 
Kissing higher and higher, Harry found the indentation of 
her navel with his lips and tongue. Pausing for a few 
moments in his journey upward, Harry slowly dipped the tip 
of his tongue down in the dimple of her belly button. After 
teasing her navel for several moments, he kissed higher 
over her quivering belly. At last his lips found the trembling 
softness of her breast. Kissing up the rounded underside of 
the soft, pliant flesh, he sought out the rubbery nipple 
sticking out of the darkened tip of her breast. It was already 



hard and swollen again, but as he tickled his tongue back 
and forth across it, he felt it growing even harder. 


Snaking his arms around her, he found the back of her 
brassiere with his fingers. Continuing to nurse and suckle 
her breast, Harry poked and fumbled with the clasp that 
held her bra together until he felt it part and the ends of the 
bra spring apart. Letting her stiff, rubbery nipple slip out 
from between his lips, he leaned back and pulled the bra out 
from under her breasts. As the brassiere slipped out from 
under her breasts, Harry saw them sag back down onto her 
chest as they quivered and softly jiggled. They were 
spectacular. It was hard to believe but they were even 
bigger than Fleur's and he had always thought that Fleur's 
were the biggest he had seen and touched. 

Susan seemed to be in a daze as he fawned over her, kissing 
down in the cleavage between her breasts and up onto her 
other breast to the other big, puffy nipple protruding out of 
it. Taking the bloated nub of flesh between his teeth, he 
delicately nibbled at it and felt it hardening just as the other 
one had. 

Releasing the nipple, he gave it one last kiss before kissing 
his way down off her breast back onto her taut, flat belly. 
Pausing once again at her navel, he teased it a few seconds 
before continuing his downward plunge toward the 
succulent treasure that awaited him down between her legs. 

Kissing his way through the little nest of soft, silky curls, 
Harry stopped just above the hard, swollen nubble of flesh 
sticking up out of its little sheath. Then he heard Susan 
softly moan as he slowly licked around it in tiny circles, 
moving closer and closer but still not touching it. 



'Touch it...touch me...touch me there...please..." Harry 
heard Susan whisper as she rolled her hips chasing his 
circling tongue with her clit. 

Then he felt Susan's fingers dig down into his hair as she 
held onto his head and guided his kissing, teasing lips and 
tongue toward her clit. 

"Please, Harry,, please, please lick it, lick me," Susan 
begged, her fingers working in concert with her hunching 
hips. 

Finally deciding that he had teased her long enough, Harry 
raked his rough tongue across the little knob of swollen 
flesh. 

As his tongue rasped across the swollen nub, Harry felt 
Susan flinch as an agonized groan escaped from her lips. 

"Oh, yessssssssssssss..." she hissed out as Harry mercilessly 
flicked his tongue back and forth across her squiggly clit. 
Then Susan's hips began to rock back and forth as she dug 
her fingernails into his scalp and rubbed her clit against his 
slashing tongue. The little nest of curls above Susan's pussy 
was tickling his nose as he ravaged the plump pearl below 
it. Running his hands up over the taut firmness of Susan's 
belly, he grabbed hold of two handfuls of soft, yielding tit- 
flesh. 

Squeezing and kneading her tits, his fingers found the big, 
rubbery nipples and began to roughly twist and tweak them 
while he eagerly lapped away at Susan's clit. 

The smell of Susan's musk was almost overpowering as it 
welled up from the oozing gash of flesh pressed against his 
chin. Harry could sense her excitement was reaching a fever 



pitch as her hips jiggled up and down while she raped his 
lips and tongue with her clit. 

“Oh...yes...oh...Harry...oh...oh...Merlin...ooh...'' Susan 
whimpered as she felt the pressure down inside her loins 
growing hotter and hotter. It felt like a balloon swelling up 
inside her, expanding, almost bursting with the fiery energy 
inside it. 

Fluttering his flicking, lapping tongue all over and around 
Susan's clit, Harry urged her on as he continued to twist and 
pluck at her swollen stiff nipples. The jerking, jiggling 
motion of her hips was becoming more and more frantic and 
demanding as she humped herself against his tongue. Her 
fingers had turned into clawed talons as she dug her nails 
into his skin and held his head imprisoned between her 
hands. 

He could feel her high heels bumping against his knees as 
her legs pitched back and forth slapping against his ribs. 

Pulling one hand back away from Susan's breast, he dropped 
it down under his chin and extended two fingers. Probing 
the soft wetness between her puffy, gorged pussy-lips, he 
quickly found the slippery opening of her pussy. Pushing, he 
felt the tips of his fingers slip down inside the clutching 
tightness of Susan's wet, clinging cunt. 

“Nnnnnhhhhh . . ." Susan murmured out as Harry continued 
to push his fingers down into the moist warmth of her pussy. 

Pushing it into her, Harry thrust inside her all the way until 
the knuckles of his hand thudded against her pussy. 
Wriggling his fingers around inside the clutching tightness 
of her vagina, he slowly withdrew them and added a third 
finger as he licked and lapped at her clit. Pushing them back 
inside her, he began working them in and out of the oozing. 



juice-slathered opening of her cunt while he ravaged his clit 
with his lapping tongue. 


This was better than he could have ever imagined it would 
be. Susan was loving it. She was moaning and groaning as 
her head twisted from side to side. The muscles in her belly 
and legs were hardening, growing tighter and tighter with 
each passing second. Her big, stiff nipple was so hard, Harry 
thought it might burst at any second as he kept on pinching 
and plucking at it. 

She was going to come-again, Harry feverishly thought. He 
was going to make her have another orgasm with his fingers 
and mouth. How fucking hot was that! He could feel the 
muscles in her legs beginning to quiver and tremble as they 
strained against his ribs, squeezing him like a vice between 
them. And the muscles encircling the opening of her vagina 
were squeezing tighter and tighter around his fingers as he 
thrust them in and out of her faster and faster. 

Then, all of a sudden, her legs slammed against his ribs so 
hard, it almost knocked the breath out of him as she began 
to gasp and moan. 

“Oh...Oh...MerlinohMerlinohMerlin...'' Susan groaned out as 
the balloon down inside her loins burst in a fiery explosion of 
pure, sweet pleasure. 

Harry could barely breathe as Susan roughly shoved his face 
into her pussy and ground her clit back against his licking, 
lapping tongue while his pistoning fingers slid in and out of 
the clutching, oozing hole below his chin. 

As she came and came, the couch under Susan's tight, little 
ass was covered with the syrupy goo that was dripping down 
from Harry's fingers and hands in stringy strands as they 
plowed in and out of her gushing pussy. 



Bursts of orange, red and yellow ecstasy flashed through 
Susan's reeling brain as she exulted in the rush of pleasure 
welling up from her spasming pussy. It was good, she 
deliriously thought. The fact that it was Harry bringing her 
such joy and indulgence seemed to intensify the feelings, 
magnify them and make the even more overwhelming. This 
was sex as she had never imagined it could be, she giddily 
thought as goose bumps jumped out all over her body. She 
had never felt so alive, so invigorated! And they hadn't even 
made love yet... 

"Harrrrrrrrryyyyy . . ." Susan softly murmured as she finally 
felt herself floating back to earth from her soaring ride 
through the clouds of orgasmic delight. 

Melting back against the couch with a tired, little whimper, 
Susan slowly uncurled her fingers from Harry's hair and let 
her hands tiredly drop to the couch beside her hips as she 
gazed down at Harry with a dazed, unfocused look in her 
eyes. 

“My Sweet friend . . .'' she whispered as Harry released his 
pinch-hold on her softening nipple and slowly raised his face 
out from between her legs. His lips and chin were glistening 
wetly with a coating of her warm, sticky juice as he looked 
up into her eyes with a loving look that could have melted 
steel. 

Harry could see that the pupils of Susan's eyes were widely 
dilated and had a distant, unfocused look to them . . . 

What a bitch you are, Susan raged at herself. You've already 
come twice and you haven't even touched him. This was 
supposed to be about them wasn't it? Not just her. 


Pushing up, scooting back away from the edge of the couch, 
Susan reached out to Harry. 



“I'm sorry, love..." she blubbered as her fingers began to 
work on the buttons running down the front of his shirt. 

“Sorry for what, Susan? Wasn't it good for you?" Harry asked 
her with a puzzled look on his face as he looked down at her 
fingers fumbling their way down the front of his shirt. 

“Oh, Merlin, Yes, love. It was fantastic. It was the best one 
I've ever had, but, but you . . .'' she whimpered. 

“Me? What about me?" Harry asked her, reaching down and 
cupping her heavy, jiggling breasts in the palms of his 
hands as she worked on the buttons. 

“I want you to come, too," Susan baby talked, getting the 
last button on his shirt undone. 

“I will, Susan. I will, but first I want to make you feel good," 
Harry told her, lovingly squeezing and fondling her breasts 
as she grabbed hold of the edges of his shirt and roughly 
jerked it open. 

“Oh, love, you have...you have...you made me feel really, 
really good," Susan cooed, pushing his shirt back over his 
shoulders to bare his muscled chest. Susan didn't know why 
she was baby talking, but somehow it just added to the 
perversion of it all. Made everything seem even more 
inciting. 

Looking him straight in the eye, Susan leaned toward him 
and reached up. Wrapping her hands around his neck, she 
pulled his face down to hers. Keeping her eyes open and 
locked on his, she pressed her lips against his. As they 
kissed, she slowly, sensuously ran the tip of her tongue 
along the gap between his lips and then leaned back. 

“Stand up, Harry..." she told him. 



Reaching out, grasping hold of the couch, between her legs, 
Harry grunted and pushed up onto his feet in front of her. 


“Harry...” she whispered, her voice quavering with emotion. 
“No matter what happens between us, please never forget 
that we are still friends, too,” she told him. 

Harry was confused. Why did she say that? Did it make it 
more exciting for her? Well if it did and that's what she 
wanted, then he would play the game, too. 

“I won't, Susan,” Harry murmured as he felt Susan's fingers 
tugging on the button at the top of his fly on his pants. “I 
won't ever forget that we are friends.” 

Hearing Harry call her name sent a perverse thrill twirling 
through her head as she felt his pants pop open. 

“Love . . .” Susan whispered, her fingers trembling as she 
pinched the edges of his fly and slowly, expectantly spread 
it open. Yes, yes, she dizzily gushed to herself when she saw 
the outline of Harry's hard, stiff cock jutting out against the 
thin, white cloth of his shorts. 

“Love, would you do me a favor?” she asked him as she 
shoved his pants down around his knees and ran her fingers 
down the bulge of his cock. 

“What, Susan?” Harry asked as he felt Susan's fingers brush 
against his achingly-hard penis. 

“Would you stop wearing shorts?” she murmured, hooking 
her fingers down under the stretchy waistband of his shorts 
and pulling it out from his waist as she started to ease them 
down over the curves of his hips. 



“Uh, yeah, uh, I guess ... if you want me to,” Harry muttered 
as he watched Susan pulling his shorts down his hips. The 
elastic waistband initially snagged on the head of his cock 
as she tugged them down. But she insistently kept tugging 
until all at once, the snagged waistband broke free and his 
big, stiff peter flopped out into the open. ”Uh, why?” he 
asked her looking down at his cock as it twitched up and 
down and pointed right at Susan's face. "Why?” 

"Because they trap the heat in your balls and kill your little 
spermies,” she smiled, easing her hand under his big, 
dangling balls and giving them a gently squeeze. "We don't 
want to kill off the little fellows before they get a chance to 
do their work, do we?” 

What did she mean by that, Harry giddily asked himself? 
Spermies? His sperm? Did she want to have his baby? The 
thought of Susan having his baby sent his brain reeling 
dangerously close to shut down. Susan! A baby! His baby! 

"You...you want to have a baby? My, my baby?” Harry 
gasped as Susan continued to cup his balls in one hand as 
she struggled to shove his pants farther down with her other 
hand. 

"Maybe... some day,,, if... you know...” she smiled up at him 
as she gave his balls another intimate, loving squeeze. 

"Yeah... I guess...” he told her, his fuzzy mind unable to fully 
grasp the enormity of what she was intimating as he 
reached down and intimately ran his fingers through her 
hair. 

"Just joking, Harry... I'm to young for that... but who 
knows...” she giggled, leaning toward him and placing a soft 
kiss right on the goo-coated head of his penis. 



Harry felt his cock twitch as her soft, full lips brushed 
against his hypersensitive cockhead. Almost every emotion 
he had ever experienced in his short life was spinning 
through his head. His pounding heart was in his throat and 
he expected it to jump out any second. His knees were weak 
and wobbly as he stood quaking and watching Susan slowly 
twirling her tongue around the head of his penis to lick away 
the slippery goo oozing out of it. 

Nothing could be more erotic, more sensual as he watched 
her sinuous, pink tongue slowly swirling and twirling around 
the bloated head in between the soft, sucking kisses she was 
raining down on it. 

Then she eased her hand out from under his balls and 
leaned back against the couch. “Take them off..." she 
whispered, looking up at him with her smoky, brown eyes as 
she seductively ran the tip of her tongue around her 
glistening lips. 

It took several seconds for what she said to sink in as Harry 
stood gawking down at her in a daze. Then it dawned on him 
as he reached down and started shoving his pants and 
shorts down his legs. Stumbling and staggering around on 
one foot, Harry was finally able to get his pants and shorts 
off as Susan sat watching him with an amused look on her 
pretty face. 

Naked, he stood facing her with his clothes strewn around on 
the floor in front of the couch. 

“Come . . . here," she softly crooned, extending her arms out 
to him. The intimation in the pause after she said come was 
plainly evident to Harry as he shuffled forward and stepped 
up in front of her. His cock, still granite-hard was twitching, 
and jerking as it pointed up toward the ceiling. His erection 



was so stiff, it curved the spine of his cock and made the 
head of his penis rub against his belly. 

There was something so evil, so intimidating about his cock, 
Susan told herself as she studied it. It was so big! She knew 
that it was her imagination, but the thing looked like it was 
at least a foot long as it jutted up into the air in front of her. 
The thick, blue veins running along and around its shaft 
seemed to pulsate and throb with blood as it bobbed up and 
down right in front of her face. 

“Beautiful,” Susan murmured as she ran the palm of her 
hand up the entire length of Harry's enormous phallus. 
Stopping at the bloated, purple head, she wrapped her long 
delicate fingers around it and found that the swollen knob 
was so large, her thumb and index barely touched. Slowly 
dropping her fisted hand back down to the hairy base of the 
shaft, she began to slowly stroke it. 

There was something incredulous about holding Harry's cock 
in her hand. This...this was so, so fantastic. It was almost 
mesmerizing, holding the hot, thick shaft of meat in her 
hands, feeling it pulse and throb with the energy coursing 
through it. 

Harry moaned as Susan's fingers wandered up and down his 
penis memorizing every inch of its impressive size and girth. 

Slowly, lovingly, Susan circled her finger around the swollen 
glans, rubbing the spot where it melded into the shaft on the 
underside of his cock. 

Looking up into Harry's eyes, Susan didn't have to say a 
word. His eyes said it all and told her what he wanted. 
Leaning forward, Susan eased her tongue out. As her tongue 
touched the shaft of his penis near the base, she felt his 
cock twitch. Then slowly, sensually, she licked her tongue up 



along the entire length of the ridge of flesh running along 
the underside of his cock until she reached the head. Curling 
her long, slender fingers around his cock, she tried to pull it 
down away from his belly, but it was so stiff and hard she 
had to struggle to pull it down away from his abdomen. 
Finally, holding onto his cock with both hands, keeping it 
from springing back up against his belly, she circled her 
flattened tongue around the flared rim of the cockhead. 
Licking up to the tapered tip, she pressed the tip of her 
tongue down into the oozing slit. As she did, she could taste 
the salty, sweet taste of Harry's prefuck on her tongue. 

“Susan . . . Susan . . .“ Harry groaned out, his knees 
trembling, threatening to crumple. Susan could only 
imagine what must be going on inside Harry's head. 

Keeping her eyes glued to his, Susan slowly parted her lips 
and eased them down onto the throbbing, pulsating head of 
his penis. 

Harry groaned as her lips slid down over the corona. As they 
did, she felt his hands circle around her head and grasp hold 
of her long, red hair. Roughly clutching her hair in his fist, he 
pulled it back into a ponytail. 

“Suck me, Susan..." Harry whimpered, his hips twitching 
forward the tiniest bit. 

Pressing forward, Susan let the head of his curved hard-on 
rub along the roof of her mouth as he gently pushed against 
the back of her head with his hands. Letting Harry guide his 
erection between her lips, Susan let inch after inch of its 
length slide into her mouth until the big, rubbery head 
nudged up against the opening of her throat. Softly 
gagging, she pulled back and let his saliva-drenched penis 
slither out of her mouth. 



“You're so big, Harry, Honey. I don't know if I can, if I can do 
that. . .'' she whispered, her mind wandering back to last 
night when she had taken Draco into her throat for the first 
time ever. She had been fantasizing that it was Harry's cock, 
but in reality, it had been Draco's cock. But, now, in the 
harsh light of reality she saw that Harry was so much bigger 
than his cousin. 

“It's okay, Susan. I understand," Harry murmured, letting go 
of her head and compassionately running his fingers 
through her hair. 

“But I want to, love..." Susan whimpered, cupping his balls 
in the palm of her hand as she kissed and fawned over his 
achingly-stiff cock. 

The last words were muffled by the head of his cock as she 
slowly sank her mouth back down on it. Guiding Harry's 
penis back towards her throat for a second attempt, she felt 
the spongy head scraping along the roof of her mouth until 
once again it bumped up against the opening of her 
pharynx at the back of her mouth. She wanted to deep 
throat Harry so much but she couldn't withstand the 
compelling urge to gag again when the oversized head of 
his penis nudged up against her tonsils. 

As the soft gag escaped out around the shaft of his cock, 
Susan let go of his balls and curled her hands around his 
hips. Digging her long, red nails into his ass cheeks, she felt 
his buttocks clench as they inched forward ever so slightly. 
Sensing that he was trying to push his cock down into her 
throat, Susan gagged again, but nodded her head up and 
down in agreement at the same time. 

“You want me to push it in, Susan?" Harry asked her as his 
hand crept down around the back of her head again. 



Fighting back another gag, preparing for Harry's massive 
cock to push into her throat, Susan nodded her head up and 
down again as she began to pull him into her mouth and 
throat. 

Susan felt his hands grasp her hair into a ponytail again as 
he gripped it tighter. Then his other hand slid up under her 
chin, tilting it up and straightening the bend in her pharynx. 

Grasping Susan's hair, Harry began pulling her toward him 
as she tried to relax her throat to accept the bloated head of 
his cock. 

As the tapered head of his penis spread the opening of 
Susan's throat, Harry gave out a soft grunt and lunged 
forward, driving down through the narrow opening to her 
throat and into the snug, clutching tissue beyond. The thrust 
had been so quick and hard, Susan didn't have a chance to 
gag as her throat muscles stretched to accept the thickest 
part of his engorged cockhead that was pressing deeper and 
deeper down her throat. 

Harry moaned with sheer perversity of it all as he buried his 
peter down into Susan's throat. 

“Susan. . .'' Harry gasped as he stared down at Susan in 
incredulous disbelief. He never expected her to do that from 
the first try. He just was to big... 

Once the bloated head passed through the narrow opening, 
swallowing him down into her throat somehow seemed 
easier. She could feel the oversized head spreading her 
throat that then collapsed back down around the shaft after 
the head had passed. 

Inch by inch his cock pressed into Susan's throat as she 
seemed to eagerly accept it while she pulled him into her. 



Susan could feel her eyes tearing up as Harry pressed the 
last of the thick, throbbing shaft into her mouth. Then she 
felt his belly nudge up against the tip of her nose just before 
his curly pubic hairs finally touched her upper lip and his big 
balls bumped against her chin. 

“Oh, Merlin, Susan...you did it...you did it..." Harry groaned 
out as Susan eased her tongue out between her pouty lower 
lip and the rounded underside of his cock. Licking down, she 
licked his balls as they pressed against her chin. The sac 
holding his balls was soft and flaccid but the two big, 
walnut-sized testicles inside the scrotum were hard and 
spongy. Draco's testes, she guiltily thought, were only the 
size of almonds. Maybe that's why they are called nuts, she 
crazily thought. 

Susan couldn't' believe that she had taken all of him inside 
her mouth and throat. She'd accomplished what moments 
before she had thought impossible. Knowing that she could 
deep throat a penis the size of Harry's excited her. Now she 
had three places to please him with, and she was going to 
use everyone on him. There was just something about doing 
this to Harry. Deep throating Harry. It made her feel wild and 
crazy. She wanted to do everything with him. Take him 
inside her everywhere and take him over and over again. 

“Merlin, Susan, that feels so good..." Harry groaned flexing 
his hips and trying to push even deeper into the tight clutch 
of her throat. 

Knowing that her windpipe was blocked by his long, thick 
peter, and not wanting to choke Susan, Harry reluctantly 
began to slowly pull back out. 


Susan let his spit-covered cock retreat back out of her throat 
until the big, round head was in her mouth. Then she sucked 



in a deep, cleansing breath of air around it. The moment she 
did, she dug her fingernails into his ass and pulled him back 
into her all the way until her nose was buried in his curly 
pubic hairs once again. She was so pleased with herself that 
she could deep throat him, she wanted to let her throat 
become accustomed to his cock so she could deep throat 
him anytime he wanted her to. 

Seeing that Susan wanted to take control, Harry slowly 
released his hold on her hair and let his hands come to rest 
on her shoulders. Digging her long, sharp fingernails down 
into the flesh of his ass cheeks to pull him deeper, she heard 
him groan out in pain. Growing accustomed to having nine- 
inches of hard, throbbing cock-meat buried in her throat, 
she found that the only uncomfortable part of it all was the 
fact that the curvature of his penis was the opposite from 
the natural curvature of her mouth and throat. 

Finally, slowly backing her head, she pulled off him, sucking 
hard as the head slipped back out of her throat and into her 
mouth. Continuing to back, Susan let Harry's saliva-lathered 
cock slip out from between her lips with a loud, popping 
sound followed immediately by a loud, wet slap as it 
smacked up against his belly. 

The entire length of the evil thing, from the hairy base up to 
the great, bloated head glistened wetly with her saliva as 
gobs of it slowly trickled down the thickly-veined shaft. 

“How did you do that, Susan? No other witch could from the 
first try," Harry asked her letting his hands slide over her 
shoulders and down in front of her. 

“I don't know, love," she proudly smiled. “I just swallowed 
and let you slide into my throat," she told him, slowly. 



flirtatiously running the tip of her tongue around her lips. 
“Did you like it?" 

“Awesome...it felt awesome..." Harry bubbled, cupping her 
breasts in his hands and lovingly fondling them as she sat 
looking up at him with lustfull adoration. 

“Do you want me to do it some more ... or do you want to 
make love?" Susan murmured, taking his hard, erect penis in 
her hands and worshipfully caressed it. 

“Both..." Harry whispered, roughly pinching her big, puffy 
nipples as they swelled and hardened under his fingertips. 

“This couch is so small and uncomfortable. I want to use the 
bed... yours and Hermione's bed..." Susan giggled, putting 
her hands on his belly and pushing him back. 

“Your one kinky witch..." Harry smiled, extending his hands 
down to help her up off the couch. 

Taking Harry's hands, Susan let herself be pulled up onto her 
stilettos. 

“Why? Don't tell me that only you two used it... because I 
will never belive you..." Susan asked him as she let go of 
one of his hands and began to tug him toward the big four 
poster bed in the other part of the big room. 

“I knew it... I knew she was upto something since she just 
grinned this morning when I told her about how I found you 
last night on Draco's couch..." Harry self-consciously 
mumbled. 

“You have a very smart and kinky girlfriend..." she smiled at 
him as they walked hand in hand toward the bed. “You know 
that?" 



“You have no idea..." Harry softly said, bashfully smiling at 
her. 

Stopping beside his bed, Susan let go of Harry's hand and 
leaned down. Supporting herself on her hands, she lifted a 
knee up onto the mattress and started to crawl up on the 
bed. 

As she did, Harry grasped hold of her waist and stopped her. 
Then he lovingly ran the tips of his fingers over the perfect 
roundness of one of her quivering ass cheeks before he let 
go of her. Lifting her other leg up on the edge of the bed, 
Susan crawled onto it, paused, looked back over her 
shoulder and sassily shook her sexy, little derriere at him. 

“You have a beautiful butt, Susan," he praised as she 
crawled onto the bed, rolled over and sat down. 

Looking up at Harry as she sat cross legged, her legs crossed 
at the ankles, Susan brazenly exposed herself to Harry. “Lay 
down with your head here," Susan told him, her own cheeks 
reddening slightly as she patted one of the pillows at the 
head of the bed. Harry followed her instructions and rolled 
over onto his back, stretching his legs out toward the end of 
the bed. 

“So... was this my girlfriend's idea?" Harry softly murmured. 

“Much of it..." she softly chuckled, reaching over and softly 
scratching her long, red fingernails up the underside of his 
cock. “And now look what I've got..." 

“Do you like to share the wealth?" Harry grinned, lifting his 
hand and flicking his fingers back and forth across one of 
her stiff, erect nipples. 



“Hermione and Pansy sure gave me a good argument a few 
days back...” she whispered. "Never knew I could cum so 
much in one go...” 

"Can't wait to visit a Pensive...” Harry whispered, pinching 
her nipple and then slowly running his fingers down over her 
belly, over the little nest of curls covering the tip of her belly 
and finally onto her wet, sticky pussy. 

As Harry fingered the weeping wetness between her crossed 
legs, Susan leaned down and kissed him on the forehead. 

Her long, red hair fell along side her head brushing his face 
as she kissed his eyebrows, the tip of his nose and his 
sensuous lower lip. Parting her lips, she pushed the tip of her 
tongue between his lips and into his mouth. The kiss was 
deep and lustfull, but only lasted a few moments before 
Susan raised back up. 

"Are you sorry that it happened?” Harry asked her as she 
uncrossed her long, shapely legs. Waiting for her to answer, 
Harry watched her big, pendulous breasts flounder and 
thrash around under her as she pushed up onto her hands 
and knees beside him. 

"No, I don't think so,” she told him, stopping for a moment, 
pushing up onto her knees and looking down at him. "I don't 
know how it happened. If you asked me why a thousand 
times, I would probably give you a thousand different 
answers. I just don't know. At first the thought of making 
love with another witch sounded so sick and disgusting, it 
almost made me sick to my stomach. But then, I don't know 
why, or even when, it all changed and I found that I wanted 
it so much more. Then last night with Draco. And now with 
you. Can you understand that?” 



“I think so,” Harry told her smiling, eyeing her breasts, 
watching them bump and bang together as she dropped 
back down onto her hands and knees. 

Leaning down, Susan brushed her lips down his chest, 
pausing at each hard, swollen nipple to nip and tease it for a 
few seconds before moving on. Harry responded to Susan's 
teasing by lifting his head, softly suckling on her stiff, hard 
nipples and licking his tongue around the darkened caps of 
pebbled flesh tipping her breasts as they hung down just 
above his face. Then as Susan crawled lower, his tongue 
licked down her belly while she lifted one long leg and 
dropped it over him. 

Straddling him, with her head above his belly, Susan eased 
out her tongue and twirled it around his belly button. As 
Susan lovingly ran her tongue around Harry's navel, she 
could feel the head of Harry's cock brushing against her 
forehead leaving a trail of spit and prefuck on it. Finally 
lifting her lips off his belly button, she eased her hand under 
his stiff, hard cock and lifted it off his abdomen. Now her 
eyes were only a lash away from the thing and she could see 
that the blue blood vessels crisscrossing the thick shaft were 
swollen and distended out from it. She had never seen 
anything so beautiful, so intimidating and she couldn't wait 
to get it back inside her mouth. 

Crouched over Harry, standing on her all fours, Susan's 
knees were brushing against Harry's shoulders and her 
soaking-wet pussy directly above his face. 

Reaching up, Harry cupped his hands around Susan's waist 
and began to slowly guide her drenched cunt down to his 
mouth again. Again, Susan giddily thought. It seemed he 
couldn't seem to get enough of her happy, little pussy, but 
that was one addiction she was happy he had. 



Susan's long, red hair cascaded down around the base of 
Harry's cock giving it the appearance of having a wreath of 
red pubic hairs encircling its base. 

She wanted his cock in her mouth again. She wanted to feel 
it slide down into her throat. She wanted to pleasure Harry 
as no witch had ever pleasured him before. And this time 
she would steal the creamy treasure that was hidden away 
down inside his big balls. She would drink his gift and revel 
in its sweetness. 

Reveling in the debauchery of it all, Susan could feel Harry 
pulling her pussy down toward his waiting lips. 

Lifting his penis higher, she rubbed its big, rubbery head 
across her lips coating them with the slippery goo oozing out 
of it. Then she felt his lips graze the lips of her pussy. As 
they did, she could feel his rough, inquisitive tongue 
probing and searching for the source of the juices that 
covered her womanhood. A soft shudder trembled through 
Susan's body as she parted her lips and sank them down 
around the swollen head of Harry's cock once again. 

While Harry seemed to be drawn to her pussy, Susan began 
to find herself being drawn to his cock in the same sick, 
twisted way. She loved the feel of it in her hand, in her 
mouth, and she could only imagine how wonderful it would 
feel inside her. Inside her pussy, moving inside her. 

Knowing what to expect now, and having learned how to 
relax the muscles in her throat, Susan slowly lowered her 
mouth, letting her lips sink down around the shaft as the 
head pressed toward her throat. When the head bumped up 
against the opening of her throat this time, there was no 
instinctive urge to gag. And this time, the curvature of his 



penis perfectly fit the bend of her throat and easily slid up 
into its tight clasp. 

As the tapered head of his penis pushed into her throat, she 
felt a rush of hot breath blow out across the lips of her pussy 
as Harry groaned. Ecstatic that it had gone so easily this 
time, Susan continued to push as her lips traveled down the 
shaft of Harry's cock until she finally had the entire length of 
the massive organ buried down up inside her throat. 

“YESssssss...Susannnnnnnn..." Harry gasped, the muscles in 
his ass clenching as he ground himself against Susan's face. 

Susan gurgled out around the thick column of meat as she 
felt the curly hairs of Harry's crotch rasping against her 
upper lip while her chin pressed against his balls. 
Swallowing, clutching his embedded penis with the muscles 
in her throat as she slowly backed up his cock, she 
continued up until only the bloated head remained inside 
her mouth. 

Feeling Susan's tongue lazily swirling round and round the 
head of his penis, he awaited the next plunging descent of 
Susan's mouth and throat onto his cock. Breathlessly, he 
slipped his tongue between the fleshy, gorged lips of her 
wet, soaked pussy and thrust it inside her. 

Feeling Harry's stiffened tongue plunging in and out of her 
overheated cunt, Susan lifted her head and let his cock slip 
out from between her spit-coated lips. As she did, she saw a 
strand of saliva obscenely stretching down from her lips to 
the head of his cock just before she dropped her head and 
took him back inside her mouth again. 

Strangely, this time Susan wanted to gag. She wanted Harry 
to hear her gag and know that she would do anything for 
him. Anything for his pleasure. Inhaling deeply around the 



shaft of his penis, Susan pressed down until she felt the 
head of his cock thud up against her tonsils. Gagging loudly, 
she plunged downward and took him back into her throat. It 
was becoming easier with each descent as she consumed his 
maleness with her mouth and throat. 

Then Susan began to jerk her head up and down, making 
vulgar gagging, choking, slurping sounds as she pumped 
her mouth and throat up and down on Harry's cock. As she 
did, she could feel his penis swelling, expanding in pre- 
eruptive expectancy. 

Gobs of bubbly spit were coursing down the shaft of his 
penis, puddling on the curly hairs encircling its base as 
Susan frantically pumped her mouth and throat up and 
down on his cock. 

“Susan...Susan...Stop...gonna...gonna..." Harry groaned out 
as his hands curled around Susan's head and his fingers dug 
down into her hair. Then his hips began to buck up and 
down as he held her head clutched between his hands and 
furiously pumped his cock in and out of her mouth and 
throat. “Don't Stop...Don't Stop...Oh, Merlinnnnnnnnnnn..." 
he gasped as he shoved her down on his cock and she felt it 
lurch inside her throat. 

Then Susan felt a giant gob of fiery-hot jism spurt out 
directly into her throat. 

“AAAAh...Ahhhh...Auuhhhhh..." Susan gagged out around 
his cock as she strained back against his hands. Yes, she 
wanted him to come, but she wanted him to come in her 
mouth. She wanted to taste his essence, to savor its salty 
sweetness, to feast upon the creamy gift of his loins. 


Harry was beyond caring and didn't know what Susan was 
trying to do. Was she trying to push him back out of her 



mouth? The only thing that mattered to him now was the 
outrushes of pleasure surging up from his kicking, bucking 
cock. 

With Susan straining as hard as she could, she felt Harry's 
hands loosen their hold and she jerked her head back, 
pulling her lips up the shaft of his spewing, spurting penis 
until only the swollen head was inside her mouth. 

"Mmmmppffff..." she grunted out as she sucked as hard as 
she could. As she did she was rewarded with gush after gush 
of hot, clinging cum as it spewed out into her mouth and 
onto her tongue. Reveling in the salty sweetness of the thick 
cream, Susan held his cock in her mouth sucking on it, 
milking it and savoring the taste of his essence until at last, 
with one final, feeble twitch, it was over. Harry was finished. 
He had no more cum to give her. 

Then Susan swallowed, then she swallowed again, and again 
as she drank down Harry's creamy gift. Her only regret was 
that they had not yet consummated their passionate tryst. 
They had both tasted fulfillment, but they had yet to join 
their bodies in the ultimate sharing of lust. 

Basking in the warm afterglow of satisfying her lover, Susan 
felt Harry's lips close down around her sensitive, tingling 
clit. A shiver of excitement ran up her spine and trickled out 
into her brain as Harry began to flick and tease her clit back 
to hardness. She loved the feel of his soft, full lips encircling 
her like this as he gently sucked her femininity out from its 
hiding place and his tongue flicked back and forth across it. 

There was something so intimate, so loving about sharing 
her body this way with him. And he was such a gentle lover. 
Never rushing her. Letting her move along at her own pace. 
Letting her build up gradually, letting the pressure build in 



her loins until it was at fever pitch and then pushing her 
over the edge. 

She could feel the tingling approach of yet another orgasm 
swelling down inside her as Harry patiently coaxed her along 
with his lips and tongue. 

Lying atop Harry, her cheek resting against his limp, soft 
cock, she could feel his urging growing more insistent. It was 
as if he could sense the nearness of her impending 
implosion and was going to help her achieve it. 

Then Susan felt Harry's strong, muscular hands on her ass, 
squeezing, clutching the soft giving flesh as he pulled her 
down against his lashing tongue. Like being swept along 
with the current of a flowing river of arousal, she felt herself 
being sucked toward a roaring waterfall of pleasure. She 
couldn't have fought against the current had she wanted to. 
It was too powerful, too enticing as she let herself be carried 
toward the roaring cataract. Then she realized that the 
roaring was inside her head. 

As she was being swept closer and closer to release, Harry 
continued to squeeze and clutch at her ass while he ravaged 
her clit. Wanting to prolong the feelings pulsating through 
her brain, she fought to hold back the surge of pleasure that 
was building down inside her cunt. As she did, she felt his 
fingers slide down into the crack of her ass. She didn't know 
if it was by accident, or on purpose, but it sent a wave of 
depravity washing over her reeling, cringing brain when a 
fingertip brushed against the puckered opening of her 
asshole. Instinctively, she clenched her anus as Harry's 
fingertip gently probed the rubbery opening. There was 
something so depraved, yet so intimate, so personal about 
him touching her there. 



Embarrassed by the forwardness of the touch, Susan 
momentarily cringed away from the probing fingertip. Then, 
taken by the gentleness and tenderness of the touch, she 
pressed back against it. 

Then as he gently probed the pucker of her anus with his 
finger, he let his other hand stray down to Susan's dripping 
wet pussy while he attacked her clit with his tongue and 
lips. 

It was as if he were touching her, probing her, violating her 
everywhere as he eased his fingers down inside her 
achingly-empty pussy. Susan was teetering on the edge 
trying to keep her balance as the tip of his finger spread the 
tight, clenched opening of her anus open wider and pushed 
inside her. It was all so nasty, so depraved, but she wanted 
it. She wanted to be defiled like this. She wanted to be 
vilified for what she was doing. She deserved it for being the 
slut she was as she ground herself back against him and 
took his finger up inside her ass all the way to the last 
knuckle. 

Suddenly her bowels and loins erupted in hot, stinging 
lashes of pleasure as her orgasm washed over her, pulling 
her down into the rip tide of depravity and perversion 
underneath it all. 

“Harryyyyyyyyyyyyy..." Susan gasped as her hips began to 
twitch and jerk while her spurting cunt spewed out gush 
after hot, sticky gush of cunt juice onto Harry's hand, chin 
and throat. 

Waves of fiery, red pleasure poured over Susan, sucking her 
deeper and deeper into the undertow of the passionate 
moment. Her orgasmic flood of juices flowed from her pussy 
and flooded over Harry's chin and fingers, but Harry only 



took it as a chance to feast on the succulent treat as he 
licked and sucked every drop of the pungent flood into his 
mouth. Grinding herself against Harry's mouth, Susan felt 
like her spasming pussy was going to be blistered by the 
jolts of sexual pleasure sparking through it. 

“YES...Yes...Yes!" she hissed as she worshipfully rubbed her 
cheek against his dormant cock. If only, she feverishly 
thought. If only it were awake again and then they could 
finish it. They could make love. Make sweet, passionate love. 
Make more love than any other wizard and witch on earth 
were capable of making. But that was not to be, she sadly 
thought as she gave his limp, depleted penis a soft, 
lingering kiss. 

When it was finally over, Susan found she could barely move 
as she tiredly pushed up onto her hands and knees and 
wobbly rolled off Harry onto the bed beside him. 

“You've just about worn me out," she cooed, slowly scooting 
around and backing up against him as they snuggled up 
against one another. 

“Susan, thiswas a long hard day for me... and I wasn't 
expecting this..." Harry whispered into her ear as he slowly 
ran his tongue around inside her earlobe. “But when I wake 
up..." 

“Mine, too," she murmured pressing her back up against him 
as they spooned. “And I'm happy that we could go this far. 
You've made me feel so happy." 

“I'm happier than I've ever been, Susan, really," he told her, 
slipping his arm under hers, draping it across her belly just 
below her breasts as he pulled her back against him. 


“Me too love..." she murmured sleepy. 



“Is Hermione coming back here after her patrol?” he sleepily 
asked. 


“She just told me to enjoy my self...” 

“Good...” 

They lay unmoving, pressed against one another back to 
belly as the quiet thief, Night crept into the room and stole 
their wakefulness. 


Chapter 44 - Deja vu going on and on 

Susan felt herself swimming through the murky depths of 
her sleep toward the light. Something had roused her from 
her sleep. Something warm and soft brushing against the 
nape of her neck. Slowly, cautiously, she broke the surface 
of consciousness. Paddling and floating on the surface of her 
consciousness, trying to stay awake as she tried to gather 
her wits about her she sleepily looked over at the luminous 
hands of the antique clock on the nightstand. Three o'clock, 
her drugged mind told her. Then she realized that the warm 
touches brushing against the back of her neck were lips. 

Soft, warm lips brushing against the soft, vulnerable crook of 
her neck. And there was a arm draped around her chest, just 
below her breasts holding onto her, pulling her back against 
the naked body spooned up against her back. Draco, she 
sleepily told herself. The entire lengths of their near-naked 
bodies were touching from head to toe as they lay pressed 
together, lying back to belly in the early morning darkness. 
And there was something hard and stiff pressed against the 
crack of her ass. She could even feel the warm hardness 
rubbing against the pucker of her anus with every breath 
Draco took. 




He had a hard on, she giddily thought. Did he want to fuck? 
Dummy, why else would he have a hard on. Well, he could 
be having a wet dream or something, she laughed to herself 
as Draco continued to nibble and softly suck on the skin of 
her neck and shoulders while she felt his hand crawl up to 
clutch hold of a breast. 

“Love . . .“ Susan crooned out, pressing herself back against 
Draco and rubbing her butt against his stiff, hard cock. 

“Susan . . .“ she heard him whisper as he rubbed his erection 
up and down against the crack of her ass. 

Everything was so warm and fuzzy as she lay basking in the 
intimacy of the moment. 

SUSAN Why had Draco called her Susan, he usualy calls her 
Susz or Suzy, she groggily wondered? Wait! Wait, that 
wasn't Draco's voice. IT WAS HARRY'S! Harry's voice! A 
spasm of panic crackled through her spinning brain as she 
instinctively flinched. What was going on? What was Harry 
doing in her bed? And why was he naked? Why did he have 
a hard on? 

Then, like a cold bucket of water in the face, it came pouring 
back to her. Like icy, cold water raging over a dam, every 
moment came pouring into her consciousness. The...but no, 
they had not done that. They had never consummated it! 
They still hadn't made love... 

In the stark reality of the early morning, Susan rolled her 
hips, pressing back, rubbing her ass against Harry's steel- 
hard cock. Then pushing back against him, she slowly lifted 
a leg up and back over his hip to ease her stiletto-encased 
foot down onto the bed behind his legs. As she did, she 
could feel the wet, gooey lips of her pussy stickily spread 
part. Now she was opened to him, exposed and vulnerable 



as she turned her head over her shoulder and sought out his 
lips with hers. As their lips touched, Susan reached down 
between her legs blindly searching for the stiff, hard cock 
pressed against her ass. 

Finding it, she tried to pull Harry's cock out only to find it 
was trapped between her butt and his belly. As she 
continued to struggle with it, Susan felt Harry scoot his hips 
back just enough for her to free his peter. Just as before, the 
steel-hard column of cock-meat was so stiff, she had to 
strain to bend it down between her legs, but finally 
succeeded. 

As his cock arched up out of his hairy groin, it curved 
upward, molding itself to the mound of her curl-covered 
mons. The big head, oozing out its obvious arousal was 
rubbing against her belly just a few inches below her belly 
button. 

Grasping Harry's stiff erection tighter, Susan pushed down 
at the same time she tried to scoot up the bed. Then she felt 
the bed lurch slightly as Harry scooted down and the big, 
swollen head of his head inched down off her belly leaving a 
trail of warm, sticky prefuck behind it. 

Pushing down, scooting up, working in unison with Harry, 
Susan felt the big, rubbery cockhead rub across the jutting 
tip of her clit and slip down into the juice-slickened gap 
between the fat, gorged lips of her cunt. Scrunching a tiny 
bit higher, Susan slowly rubbed the pointy tip of Harry's 
cock up and down her pussy to coat it with the juices that 
were freely flowing out of the gaping opening of her sex. 

This was it, Susan's acquiescing brain screamed. This would 
be the final, fatal thrust into the sweet innocence that had 
once existed between her and Harry. One ortwo hours ago 



had been the parrying, eluding prelude to this that would be 
the fiery, climatic conclusion to their communion. And now 
she would accept him inside her. Inside her where he would 
go to the warm, clinging emptiness she so much needed a 
filling, giving her his own bodily secretions. 

“Oh, Harry, love . . .“ Susan groaned out, fitting the head of 
his cock down into the wet, slippery opening of her weeping 
girlhood. The waiting was over and now it would be done. 
“Put it in me..." she softly gurgled, hunching downward and 
letting the head of his penis slowly slither up inside the 
clinging warmth of her girlhood. 

“Susan..." Harry gasped, his hand moving down from her 
breast to her uplifted thigh. Curling his hips upward, holding 
onto her leg for leverage, Harry began to slowly feed his 
jutting maleness up into the clutching wetness between 
Susan's legs. 

The passion of the moment was so great, Harry thought he 
was going to pass out as he pushed into her and felt her 
pussy envelop him. This was the moment that was being 
seared into his brain and would forever be locked away in 
his memory banks. And if he lived to be million years old, he 
would never forget it... like all the other first times! 

Curling his hips, Harry thrust deeper and deeper into the 
channel of silken flesh between Susan's legs as she pressed 
back against him, willingly, eagerly accepting him inside 
her. 

Straining against one another, their groins finally ground 
together in the fiery culmination of the defilement. It was 
done. Now they were no longer just friends, they were lovers 
locked together in a bond so strong, so deep-seated. 



Susan could feel Harry's hot breath on her back. As she did, 
she could feel a film of sweat forming, brought on by the 
raging inferno blazing down between her legs. 

Overwhelmed by the passion of the moment, Susan could 
barely breathe as she gasped out his name. 

“Haaaaaaarrrrrrrrrryyyyyyyyyy..." she groaned out, clamping 
her cunt down around his embedded maleness, clutching 
and squeezing it, trying to trap it inside her. Then Harry 
gave a soft grunt, thrust into her deeper and started to pull 
back. 

“No...No...no, don't take it out...stay in me...never leave 
me..." Susan begged, straining back against him. 

Sensing Susan's need, Harry stopped and pushed back into 
her sending his cock up inside her as deep as he could. 
Wrapping his arms around her, he pulled her against him 
and held her as they lay belly to back their bodies 
interlocked at the loins by the fiery fusion of their lust. 

Time seemed to stop. The only movement in the room was 
the spasmodic clutching, grasping constrictions of Susan's 
pussy as she loving fondled and caressed Harry's buried 
cock while he lustfully covered her back with soft butterfly 
kisses. 

Neither of them knew how much time had passed before 
Susan finally relented and gave into the building cravings 
down between her legs. Easing her hand over her hip and 
down between them, she gently pushed against his belly. 

Feeling the pressure on his abdomen, Harry slowly uncurled 
his hips backwards and eased his cock back down the tight, 
clutching channel of Susan's pussy. 



Then, when only the head of his peter remained inside the 
silken purse, he felt Susan's hand crawl up his belly over his 
waist and down behind his back. Roughly pushing with her 
fingers, she coaxed his cock back up inside her pussy again. 

Turning her head, she looked over her shoulder and saw the 
straining frown on Harry's face as he struggled to hold back. 

“Fuck me..." she whispered, thrusting back at him and 
taking him up to the hilt inside her. 

Like a racehorse breaking from the gate, Harry began to fuck 
her with deep, lunging thrusts as the bed began to lurch and 
creak below them. The only thing holding him back was the 
awkward position of their bodies as he pounded into her 
with impassioned enthusiasm. 

Straining back against him, Susan wanted to see his face. 
She wanted to watch him as he fucked her. This was their 
first time and she wanted to lock every frenzied moment of 
their lovemaking away inside her head where she would 
cherish it and treasure it forever. 

“Wait...wait..." she gasped, jerking her hips up just when 
Harry was drawn back the farthest point and making his 
cock slip out of her. 

“What?" Harry grunted, unable to stop the thrust as his cock 
grazed across her furry mound and onto her belly again. 

“Want to see you," Susan grunted, leaning over and flicking 
her wand on a Lumos. “I want to watch you fuck me..." 


Both of them were temporarily blinded by the glare of the 
light spell as light flooded out over the bed. 



“Get up..." Susan wheezed, trying to roll over onto her back 
as Harry lay on his side watching her. 


Rolling over onto his back, Harry started to swing his legs off 
the bed only to be stopped by Susan's grasping hand. 

“No. On your hands and knees," she explained. “Down 
here..." she murmured, pointing down between her legs. 

Turning over, Harry pushed up onto his knees. As he did, 
Susan lifted one of her long legs, bent it at the knee, spread 
it out to the side and eased it down on the bed on the other 
side of Harry's knee. Now she lay spread-eagled with her 
legs stretched out and Harry stood on his knees between 
them. 

He was gorgeous, Susan deliriously thought as she looked 
up at him with lust-filled adoration. An Adonis! Handsome, 
broad-shouldered, chiseled chest, six-pack abs, a beautiful 
penis, stout, muscular legs...Yes, an Adonis. Harry...her new 
lover! She was so overtaken with lust for him, she could 
barely think... 

Pausing, Harry gazed down at the beauty spread out on the 
bed below him. How could he ever be so lucky? Daphne, 
Hermione, Tracey, Mrs Granger, Fleur, Nym, his mother, aunt 
Bella, Pansy... and now Susan! His life sure was a great one! 
He sure hopped he never wake up! 

Her long, redd hair lay spread out on the bed, encircling her 
head like a reddish halo emphasizing and accentuating the 
consummate perfection of her face. Below her face, her 
graceful, almost swan-like neck led down to the delicate 
slope of her shoulders and further down to the pillowy 
mountains of quivering breast-flesh that lay flattened out on 
her chest. They were so large and heavy, but gravity had no 



effect on them as the globes of pink flesh rose and fell in 
cadence with the rhythm of her rushed breathing. 

Finally, when he was able to tear his eyes off the amazing 
wonders, he let his eyes wander down off their sloping 
grandeur, down the contour of her almost hidden rib cage to 
the sweeping curve of her waist. From there, he let them 
roam over the flat plane of her belly taking in its smooth 
flatness that was broken only by the swirled indention of her 
belly button and the diamond of reddish brown curls tipping 
it where it joined her legs. 

Then, there below the swirl covering the tip was the most 
exquisite of all her abundant treasures. Her beautiful, moist, 
pink pussy. It was the most precious jewel of her treasure 
trove of riches. As Harry stared down at it in a euphoric 
daze, he could see that the thick, gorged lips were splayed 
open and there was a stream of clear goo oozing out of the 
widely-stretched opening at the bottom of the fleshy wound. 

There was so much juice leaking out of her pussy, it had 
already formed a big, wet stain on the sheets below her ass. 
Then to add to the depravity of it all, she clenched the 
muscles encircling her pussy and a little gush of the goo 
trickled out of her pussy and ran down to the puddle. 

Reaching down to the fleshy rift, Harry ran his fingers up it, 
coating them with the clinging goo. Then he slowly ran his 
fingers down the smooth, bare span of flesh just above the 
top of her gartered stocking leaving a glistening trail of wet 
behind them. Pausing there, he lifted his other hand up to 
her drooling pussy and copied the action of his other hand. 

Letting his fingers slowly trail down her long, curvaceous 
legs, he traced their outlines all the way down to her black 
stilettos. Then, retracing his trip down her legs with his 



fingers, he slowly caressed his way back up the curve of her 
calves to her knees. 

As Harry stood on his knees between her outstretched legs, 
Susan could see that his penis was drenched in pussy juice 
as it jutted up into the air proudly proclaiming Harry's 
masculinity. There was so much of the creamy glop, it 
formed rivulets of as it trickled down the shaft and ran onto 
his big balls where it coalesced into two long, stringy strands 
that dripped down onto the sheets below. 

Then she felt Harry ease his hands under her knees. Leaning 
down over her he gently lifted her legs, letting his arms slide 
under them until the backs of her knees were hooked on the 
crooks of his elbows. Looking down, she saw that her legs 
were splayed out to the sides and her hips were tilted up to 
bare the wet, drooling hole between them. 

Seeing what he was doing, Susan shoved her hands down 
between her splayed-out legs and groped for his cock. As he 
leaned lower, crouching over her, she found his penis and 
bent it down, guiding it down to the succulent wetness 
awaiting him between her legs. 

Harry could feel Susan's fingers on his cock, pushing it down 
as he dipped his hips and let her guide it down to the 
sopping wetness of her pussy. Then the big, bloated head 
brushed against the yielding flesh. Pushing with his hips, he 
felt the head of his cock initially met resistance but then he 
felt it slither down between the slippery folds of flesh and 
slip inside the clutching warmth. 

“Susan . . .'' Harry groaned, rolling his hips and pushing 
deeper into the soft, clinging wetness of her accommodating 
cunt. 



“Babieeeeee . . Susan purred, hunching back at him as his 
penis penetrated deeper and deeper into the forgiving 
softness. 

He was back, Susan groveled in the delirious ecstasy of their 
perversion. Her lover was back. Back inside her filling the 
emptiness that he had just left. It was incredible. 

Then Harry's groin ground up against hers and they were 
united once again, totally and completely, as close to one as 
they could ever become again. Susan and Harry rejoined in 
a celebration of compassion and lust. 

Susan had never seen such a look of lust in a wizard's eyes 
as he gazed into her eyes while he crouched over her, buried 
inside her deeper than any wizard had ventured before. 

“Oh, Merlin, love..." she groveled reaching up, curling her 
hands around his neck and pulling his face down to hers. 
Their lips met in a crushing kiss as their twisting, probing 
tongues intertwined and curled around one another. 

He could feel her sucking on his tongue, nipping at it with 
her teeth as he twisted it around inside her mouth and 
thrust his cock down into her cunt as deep as it would go. 

Finally their lips broke apart and the kiss ended. Drawing his 
hips back, easing his cock back down the silk-lined channel 
of Susan's cunt, Harry grunted and rocked forward sending 
his peter slashing back down into the silky softness. 
Something inside his head snapped and he lost it as he 
began to rock back and forth like a Azkaban escape. In and 
out, in and out, in and out pounded his cock as the clenched 
muscles in his ass drove it in and out of the goo-slathered 
opening of Susan's cunt. Nothing could stop him now, he 
madly thought. 



The bedsprings were creaking and groaning so loud, Harry 
thought the bed might collapse under their weight as he 
hammered into Susan faster and faster. Her legs were 
swinging back and forth so wildly, the soles of her stilettos 
were brushing against his butt on every pile-driving stroke. 

“Oh...Merlin...love, oh. Merlin, yes, love, love, oh. Merlin..." 
Susan whimpered out as her head twisted from side to side 
lashing the bed with her long red hair while her giant tits 
floundered up and down on her chest brushing against her 
chin. She could see that Harry was out of control as the light 
glistened off the sweat pouring down his chest and belly. His 
once-handsome face was contorted into a devilish mask of 
unbridled lust as he fucked her with demonic strength. She 
had never been fucked so hard, so violently, but she wanted 
it. She wanted him to fuck her until she came and came and 
came. 

As Harry fucked her, she could hear the wet slap of his legs 
smashing against the backs of her uplifted thighs as he 
drove into her with almost maniacal energy. 

She could feel the explosion down in her loins gathering 
itself, the pressure expanding, building, growing hotter and 
hotter with each pounding stroke. She was going to come... 
“Now, love, now. Come, love...Come in me...Come with 
me..." she blathered out, begging as her hands clawed and 
scratched up and down his back, coaxing, urging him on. 

“You...You come...Susan..." Harry whimpered, somehow 
finding another gear as his hips became a pink blur. 

Those words pushed Susan over the edge and she went 
diving down into the sea of pleasure that welled up from her 
loins, engulfing her in its narcissistic clutch. Nothing else in 
the world mattered to her now as she dove and frolicked in 



the sweet, all-consuming pleasure that enveloped her. But 
even as her cataclysmic orgasm wore on, Harry's pistoning 
cock was driving her deeper and deeper into the clutching, 
clasping depths of her orgasm. She was filled with an 
ecstasy she had never felt before. She never wanted it to 
end. She wanted it to go on and on and on until she was no 
more because she felt there would be no reason to live if it 
ended. 

As Susan writhed and twisted below him, Harry could feel 
the burn down inside his balls as they flopped back and 
forth crashing against Susan's upturned ass every time he 
rammed his cock back into her. Like a fiery, swelling knot 
inside his testicles, he could feel it expanding, growing 
hotter and hotter every second. 

Then his balls began to scrunch up around his cock. 

Even lost in the ecstasy of her own orgasm, Susan could feel 
the thrusts growing more and more violent as Harry huffed 
and heaved atop her. He was going to come! Her new lover 
was going to come inside her, she feverishly thought. A part 
of her was terrified by that thought while another part of her 
had never wanted anything more in her whole life. 

So close...so Merlin-damned close, Harry railed to himself. He 
felt like his balls were about to explode. They were so full of 
cum. There was so much pressure, there must be gallons 
inside them. They were so full they ached as they drew up 
tighter and tighter. 

"OhhhFuuucckkkkkk..." Harry gasped as he felt a hand 
grenade explode down inside his aching balls. As it did, his 
hips lunged forward and he buried his cock as deep as he 
could down inside the clutching, spasming abyss between 
Susan's outstretched legs. 



“Yesssssbaaaabbbieeeee...” Susan squealed out, her 
fingernails digging down into the skin of Harry's waist as she 
strained up against him and pulled him into her as deep as 
he would go. 

Just then, Susan felt Harry's penis jerk as a sticky, wet 
warmth gushed out into her contracting cunt. He was 
coming...he was coming in her...Harry was coming in her 
pussy...her lover was coming inside her. She had never 
experienced such happiness, such joy as she felt at this very 
moment. It was as if she had been waiting for this moment 
her whole life. And now it was here! Wallowing in the 
depravity of it all, Susan clutched down around his spewing, 
spurting cock, milking it, sucking it as hard as she could. 

She was frantic as she wrapped herself around Harry, trying 
to envelop him and absorb him into her womb. 

Harry had never felt such power, such pleasure, such 
potency as he thrust into the hot, sucking hole between 
Susan's legs while they strained against him trapping him. 
His balls were melting and being pumped out into Susan by 
his ejaculating cock gush after fiery gush... 


Chapter 45 - Deja vu not anymore 

"Oooooh - she's gonna blow him," Hermione whispered, 
eager to see it, and envious of that meaty feast. She just 
blew Draco after they came from their night patrol and 
wanted to see what Harry and Susan were up to. And she 
wasn't disapointed when she sneaked a peek in hers and 
Harry's bedroom., with Draco right behind her. 

Draco groaned and had to get his rocks off again soon, yet 
how could he move away from that doorway when such a 
thrilling scene was about to unfold? 




Harry cock had softeneda little after it blew in Susan, but 
even now, it was huge. He just roled on his back, closing his 
eyes a little after that intence first fuck with Susan. His 
cockshaft lay along his thigh in a fat, meaty coil. Even if he 
had come once, his cumbags were still bloated with a load of 
fuckjuice. 

Hovering over him, Susan blew her breath onto his cock. His 
prick stirred, swelling slightly. How delicious it looks, 
Hermione thought. Now that she had sucked Draco, 

Hermione was eager to suck her boyfriend monster cock. Her 
first mouthful of the night had been Draco's sweet prickmeat 
in some broom closet during the patrol and the naughty 
gryff witch wished that her boyfriend's could be second. 

And the sight of her puff friend's creamy cunt was giving the 
nubile nymphet a few ideas, as well. 

“Frig me off, Hermione," Draco hissed. 

She hesitated, hating to waste his next load on a handjob 
instead of drinking it or taking it up her asshole or pussy, 
but from the way his prick was thundering in her fist, she 
knew that she had to come soon. She began to stroke him 
very slowly, her fist just skimming lightly up and down on 
his throbbing cock stalk. 

Draco slid his hand into her crotch from behind and began to 
slip his fingers into her cunthole and fondle her clit. 

Slytherin and Gryff frigged each other gently as they 
continued to observe the action. His cock pulsed and her 
pussy rippled and their eyes were glued to the scene with all 
the fascination of the voyeurism that they had both liked. 

Susan lifted Harry's limp cock in her hand and leaned down 
to lick his swollen balls. She slurped all over his loaded 
cumbags, making moist sounds and whimpering softly. His 



prick lay along his flat belly now, his cock knob extended to 
his belly button. 

Harry murmured in his daze as another erotic feeling began 
to form under Susan guidance. 

Susan licked up and down his thighs, lingering over the 
preliminaries before she got to the feast. She slid down and 
sucked on his toes for a moment, then worked her way back 
up his legs. She lapped his balls for a few moments, her 
head between his thighs now, mouthing him hungrily. 

Sliding up, she rubbed her fat tits gently against his cock 
and balls. Her nipple shot out, taut and throbbing against 
his prick. 

Flattening her tongue against the base of his cockshaft, she 
drew it slowly up the underside, tracing along the vein. His 
fuckrod swelled and his cockhead began to spread out wider. 
She repeated the stroke and licked his prickknob at the top 
of it. 

“Ummmmm,” she purred as the succulence of his cock 
registered on her tastebuds. She ran her tongue up from his 
balls to his cockhead with slow, steady strokes, tilting her 
face slightly to one side. After Harry roled over her, she saw 
that Hermione and Draco were peeking through the open 
door of the bedroom. Funny, she thought smugly... it 
appears she had audience. Well, she couldn't disappoint 
them... so she scooted on the bed so that the spectators 
could see all the juicy details. And now, her pink lapper slid 
up, trailing her frothy saliva. 

Pursing her lips, she ran her mouth up and down on the 
underside of his stalk, slurping her own saliva back off his 
prick. She kissed the huge wedge of his cockhead lovingly. 



Harry groaned as his sensations were taking him over. He 
humped up from the bed, driving his towering prick up past 
Susan's face. She licked and sucked at his cockshaft as it 
slid up and down against her mouth. Her cunt was open and 
bubbling again, inspired by that tasty snack. 

Turning her lovely, radiant face downward, she parted her 
lips and took the head of Harry's cock into her mouth, 
nursing on the succulent meat with relish. The spectators 
could hear all the juicy sounds that her mouth was making 
as she worked on him. Her lips were closed around his 
cockstalk, just behind the knob, and her tongue was playing 
against the underside of the big mouthful. 

Hermione's lips and tongue were working too, as she made 
believe that it was her mouth full of her boyfriend's cock, 
and Draco's prick was hammering as he pretended that it 
was in his lover's mouth. 

Harry heaved up and his cock slid ball-deep into his horny 
friend's hot, wet mouth. Her head tilted back. She twisted 
her lips around on the hilt of his fuckrod, then slowly drew 
back to his cockhead. She sucked on the fat wedge 
ravenously. Harry whimpered and humped again, but this 
time Susan raised her head along with him, so that only his 
cockhead was in her lips. She adored having him shoot in 
her mouth, but now was a special occasion. If he pumped his 
spunk right down her gullet, the watching spectators 
wouldn't get to see it, and she knew it would turn them on to 
see his slime spurt out. 

Head bobbing up and down as he humped, Susan worked 
voraciously on the head of his prick. She gulped with the joy 
of sucking on his cockmeat and the expectation of a lovely 
drink of jism and the depraved knowledge that the 
spectators were watching. 



A trickle of preliminary fuckjuice oozed out of Harry pisshole 
and seeped onto her tongue. Susan laved his cock knob 
greedily, gluttonously, eager for more. Harry was thrashing 
about wildly, obviously in the grip of some very interesting 
sensations. 

“Ummmm,” she moaned, sucking like a vacuum cleaner and 
pulling more spunk out by the suction of her mouth. 

He hadn't come yet, but the seepage from his weeping prick 
was filling her mouth. Susan let a few frothy drops dribble 
out, so that Hermione and Draco could see that he was 
starting to cream on her tongue. The stuff slid down his stalk 
slowly and sluggishly, heavy and hot as melted lead. Susan 
bobbed down, feeding more of his prick in and sucking the 
slime back off his cockshaft. 

Drawing back to his fat knob, she whispered, “Cream in my 
fucking mouth, love..." 

Since Harry was in a world of him self, Susan was obviously 
speaking for the benefit of the observers, but they didn't 
know that, of course. Her words caused them to vibrate, 
thrilled by the knowledge that the sexy hufflepuff yearned 
fora mouthful of jism. 

The massive slab of his prickhead flared, and Susan knew 
that Harry was about to come. She wanted this exhibition to 
be as visible as possible, to show it in detail. Turning her 
head, she slipped his prick knob out of her lips and fitted her 
flattened tongue against the underside of his huge purple 
cockhead. Her mouth was wide open, and her slobber was 
streaming down his long, gnarled fuck shaft. Her tongue 
pulsed against his slab, just where the thick, dark vein 
spread out into the crown. 



Suddenly a great spout of cock spume burst from his 
pisshole. Harry's ass shot back on the recoil, and his fuck 
juice spurted straight up into the air, passing through 
Susan's parted lips and skimming over the surface of her 
pink tongue. The heavy, hot fluid rose high above the bed, 
hung suspended for a moment in mid-air, then dropped back 
to splatter on Susan's cheek. 

Another spurt shot upward in a creamy geyser, spraying all 
over the place as it fell back. Susan could not bear to waste 
any more of the precious stuff. She had allowed the 
spectators to see him shoot, and now it was time to gorge 
herself on the rest of his load. She turned her face down 
again and took his creaming cockhead into her lips, just in 
time to take his third massive dose into her mouth. 

Cum skimmed over her flashing tongue and hit the back of 
her throat. Susan gulped it down hungrily and sucked for 
more. A great glob shot into her like a rocket. Her lips 
collared his fuck stalk, clamping fast just behind his 
cockhead, as she milked more out. 

The last spurt hosed her voracious mouth, hitting the roof 
this time. Then, drained for a moment, Harry slumped back 
onto the bed, gasping and shuddering. Keeping his knob in 
her lips. Susan folded her fist around his prick and begun to 
pump up and down, frigging the last of his load out by hand 
and swallowing it as it came. When she had milked out 
every last drop, she pulled her lips off his cockmeat. Her face 
was turned toward the door and she opened her mouth wide 
and slid her tongue out, so that Hermione and Draco could 
see the jism that was drenching her. She swallowed, then 
used her tongue to slurp up the stray nuggets of cum that 
had seeped down to the root of his fuckrod. 


Just as she moved away, Harry opened his eyes. 



His eyes were glazed, and he blinked as if confused. Then he 
grinned happily as he saw Susan curled on her flank beside 
him. 

Her lips were streaked with thick slime, and Harry didn't 
have to ask what she had done. 

“Thanks," he muttered. 

“My pleasure," she replied. “It was a lovely drink." 

She snuggled up beside him. His cock was still standing tall. 
One hot fuck followed by one hot suck had scarcely 
diminished his ardor. 

“Did you like it?" she asked. 

“Bloody fucking fantastic." 

She placed her open hand on his lean belly, massaging him 
a slow, circular movement, ignoring his cock for the 
moment. His standing fuckrod pulsed and his balls began to 
recharge themselves immediately. He reached across to 
fondle her tits. 

“Tell me about it," Susan grinned. Her hand slid down and 
held his prick, stroking very gently up and down, knowing 
full well how to deal with him. 

Hermione and Draco grinned at each other with a look of 
excitement, then looked back into the bedroom. Harry had 
rolled onto his side and was holding Susan in his arms in a 
tight embrace. His giant cock was pressed into her belly, his 
cock knob extending so far up that it brushed against the 
underside of her tits. Lust whipped his body, every nerve 
jumping, his blood pounding. 



“I want you again... Merlin, but you make me so horny...” 
Susan murmured, because being watched while fucking was 
one of her biggest fantasies. And being watched by the 
girlfriend of the one to whom she was making love now was 
one hot added bonus. It didn't matter that the same witch 
was the one that had planned this hot bloody fantastic 
night. And Draco too was there... 

Harry didn't think he could stand it any more, that he might 
explode or melt. He clamped his mouth on hers, kissing her 
passionately, tasting his own jism on her tongue and lips. 
They squirmed together, swapping tongues, her belly 
grinding onto his prick. They were ready to fuck now, both 
desperate to cream again. 

But as gryff and puff prepared to fuck, a slytherin and 
another gryff couldn't restrain themselves no longer. 

Hermione had become frantic at seeing her boyfriend 
fucking another witchf... like all the past times actually. She 
just loved to do that. It was one of the biggest turn ons for 
her. Her athletic thighs tensed as she ground her cunt onto 
Draco's hand. He shoved three fingers up into her fuckhole 
and whipped them in and out. His thumb jerked against her 
clit. Her fuck bud ignited and waves of sensation lashed her 
trembling loins. Flashes shot up her thighs. Past adventures 
danced in her mind, memoriess passed in an erotic parade. 
Her cunthole was so sodden that Draco's fingers splashed as 
they probed her pussy-hole. She had to struggle to keep 
herself from crying out aloud as she reached the peak. Her 
clit went off like a stick of dynamite and her cunt melted. 
The pussyjuice poured from her slot in a flood, as if a dam 
had burst in her belly; Draco was soaked to the elbow as it 
ran down his arm. 



Then Draco, too, was at the crest. Hermione was frigging him 
vigorously behind her back. The head of his tormented cock 
rested at the base of her spine and his long cockshaft was 
pressed into the crack of her trim ass. Hermione pumped 
back to the root of his fuckrod and shuddered as she felt him 
explode. The powder keg of his balls sent the creamy charge 
rushing up his tube, and his fuckjuice shot out and skimmed 
up Hermione's backbone, dosing each vertebra in turn and 
reaching the back of her neck. 

Draco fingerfucked her to the finish and emptied his cum 
load in a series of creamy spurts, slathering her back. 
Gasping, they drained each other to the dregs. 

Hermione, panting and moaning softly, sank down to her 
knees. Draco went down with her, holding his prick tight to 
her ass and clinging to her hips. He was mounted on her ass, 
clamped over her haunches like a dog fucking a bitch in 
heat. 

They were both still horny, despite having creamed, inspired 
to incredible heights of desire by what they had seen and 
heard and done. 

And now there was more to see. 

Susan slid her hand in between their tightly clasped bodies 
and took Harry rampant prick in her grasp, rubbing his 
smoking hot cock knob against her belly. She pumped down 
and cupped his balls, squeezing gently, as if she were 
judging the abundance of the creamy load of hot fuckjuice 
that filled them. 

Harry slid a hand between her lush thighs, his fingers 
dipping into her soaking crotch and stroking her tenderly. 
Her streaming pussy sucked on his fingers, dragging them 
into her slot. She was obviously more than ready to get 



stuffed full of cock, and Harry cock was to provide that 
stuffing - and spectators were more than keen to observe 
the scene. 

Harry started to roll the voluptuous puff over onto her back, 
thinking to mount her in the missionary position. Although 
they screwed in that position already, that was the one very 
good one. 

Susan was about to comply, turning over and spreading her 
sleek thighs. But then she resisted. It had suddenly occurred 
to her that they fucked like that earlier and fucking that way 
would not give the spectators the best possible viewpoint. 
They would not see much more than Harry's ass humping up 
and down and maybe a few glimpses of his swinging balls. 

For a moment, they were like two wrestlers struggling as 
Susan bridged, avoiding a pin. Then, she turned one hip up 
and twisted her body, forcing Harry to turn back onto his 
flank and then over onto his back. He went willingly. Susan 
wanted to sit on his prick, it was certainly okay with him. He 
had not the faintest idea that the horny puff had an ulterior 
motive - that she was choreographing this lascivious scene 
for the benefit of an audience. 

Susan threw one knee across and settled over his loins. Her 
heavy tits swung delightfully, and Harry reached up and 
grasped them in both hands, kneading the fat mounds and 
pulling on her stiff tit-tips. Her ass switched from side to 
side, as if she was some female animal in heat, switching her 
tail. 

Susan's face was transfigured by passion. Her eyes glowed 
like smoldering cobalt, and her sensual lips were moist and 
parted, still streaked with the residue of the cum that she 
had so greedily sucked out of Harry massive prick. 



She reached down and took his cockshaft in her hand, 
guiding his knob to herfuckslot. Her thighs rippled with 
sinew as she slowly lowered her loins over him. His cockhead 
brushed against her pussy lips and she held steady for a 
moment. Tilting her wrist, she rubbed the frothy tip of his 
prick up and down through her unfurled cuntlips and 
against her pulsing clit. 

Cuntjuice poured down his stalk in thick streams and scum 
bubbled from his pisshole and dribbled into her slot. His 
cockhead was throbbing wildly in the entrance to her 
fuckhole, and her pussy folds were sucking hungrily on his 
fat prick. 

From their vantage point in the hallway, Hermione and 
Draco had a perfect view. They could see Harry's swollen 
cumbags jammed between his thighs, the underside of his 
thick cockshaft with the fat, dark vein pulsing up it, the 
wedge-shaped slab of his throbbing purple cockhead 
nudging into Susan's open pussy-slit. Her pink pussylips 
were sucking on the tip of his prick, and her taut fuck button 
was swelling and rubbing against his slimy cock crown. 
Ribbons of cuntjuice trickled down his fuckrod and globs of 
spunk oozed into her. 

Both slytherin and gryffindor were trembling uncontrollably. 
They were desperately eager to see Harry's huge prick slide 
into Susan's creamy fuck bowl. 

Draco was still mounted on the gryff witch's haunches like a 
coupling dog, his hard-on pressed to her ass and his hands 
hooked around to fondle the plump mounds of her tits. Her 
thighs tensed and relaxed in turn, as she rubbed her ass 
against him. The slime that he had shot out a moment 
before glistened like a line of dewdrops up her backbone 



and the insides of her trim thighs were slippery with the 
overflow of her cunt. 

Susan, fully aware of the show that she was putting on, 
continued to brush Harry cockhead around in her slot for a 
while. He groaned and humped up, trying to bury his prick, 
but she teased him by hiking up so that only his prick tip 
went in. 

“Fuck me, dammit!" he growled. 

Susan went down slowly, taking his long, thick cock into her 
pussy inch by inch. As she lowered her loins, the cheeks of 
her ass spread open, exposing the tight brown bud of her 
shit hole. Harry bridged under her, letting her stuff herself at 
her own pace. 

His cockhead vanished into her pussy and his stalk began to 
disappear into her clinging cunt folds. With half of his huge 
prick buried, Susan paused in her descent and twisted her 
hips from side to side, rolling her cunthole around on his 
fuckrod like a juicy nut on a meaty bolt. Then she went down 
the rest of the way, taking Harry cock ball-deep into her 
smoldering clit-hole. 

“Ahhhhh," she sighed, adoring the sensation of having her 
fuckhole filled to the core with cockmeat. 

She held steady, letting Harry thrill to the feeling of having 
every inch of his massive prick buried in that sucking, 
soaking cunt tunnel. Her pussy lips were plastered around 
the root of his cockshaft like a suction cup. Her curt slit was 
spread wide by the thickness of his cock and her cunt cream 
oozed out around the hairy rim, like some canal glue 
bonding them together. 



Harry hands moved from her tits and slid down her flanks, 
cupping the cheeks of her ass. He tugged upwards. Susan's 
thighs tightened and she rose up. His cock appeared again, 
all slathered with the cream of herfuckhole, slippery and 
gleaming. 

Hermione whimpered as she watched. The naughty gryff 
wanted to rush into that room and clamp her mouth over 
both of them at once, letting her boyfriend's cock slide 
through her lips as it went into Susan's cunt and sucking it - 
at the same time. Draco was thinking it was a shame that, 
with her pussy filled, Susan's mouth was empty. His cock 
throbbed against Hermione's ass as he wanted to explore 
again the hot puff's mouth with his prick. But for the 
moment, the two just enjoyed the shw to much. 

Susan had risen up so that only the knob of her Harry's cock 
was in her pussy. She paused there for a moment, then 
slowly slid back down, taking it all into her again. Her pussy 
squished as it dragged on his fuckrod and some cream 
bubbled out. 

Harry prick was so taut that it was humming. It felt as if she 
had a vibrator up her fuckhole. When she took it all into her, 
his cockhead flared in the very depths of her cunt, and his 
long, thick cockshaft was like a lever in her fuck tunnel. 

Grunting, he began to hump up from the bed, driving his 
prick up to meet her as she descended. He lifted her by the 
ass, then slammed her back down as his prick plunged up 
and in. 

Susan was fucking him slowly and steadily, her movements 
sinuous and feline. She arched her back deeply and tossed 
her head from side to side, red hair cascading over her 



cheeks. The tip of her tongue showed in her lips and her 
nostrils flared. 

She slid her hips out from side to side, then took him in a 
different angles. Her ass shoved back and she fed herself a 
stroke that ran every inch of his cockshaft over her clit and 
caused her to shudder. Then she twisted as she went down 
again, winding her fuckhole onto his prick. Her tight cunt 
muscles were sucking on him voraciously, pulling and 
dragging, clinging so tightly that as she rode up, her 
cuntlips were distended. It looked as if her pussy was being 
pulled inside out. 

“Fuck,” she whimpered. She began to say the word each 
time that she descended, describing the act as she 
performed it. “Fuck - fuck - fuck...” she gasped, riding him 
faster. 

She reached down behind her churning ass and fondled his 
balls, then spread her splayed fingers around the root of his 
cock, feeling it slide in and out. 

Harry was groaning. Her cunt was sucking him just like a 
mouth. Her pliable pussy walls had molded themselves to 
his thick fucker, clinging to every inch, fluttering and 
rippling. He felt as if she was pulling his prick out by the 
roots, as if she would soon empty his balls by the suction. 

Waves of ecstasy shot through her loins and Susan began to 
vibrate all through her voluptuous body. 

“Gonna cream...” she gasped. 

Harry, eager to come with her in a simultaneous orgasm, 
began to lunge up furiously, ramming his prick into her so 
hard that he was rattling her bones on the thrusts. His 



swollen balls jammed to her crotch as his cock drove to the 
core of her fuckhole. 

“Come in my cunt, love!" cried Susan, longing to feel his 
steaming hot fuckjuice gush into her. Her pussy was starting 
to melt around his prick like a wax candle around a fiery 
wick. 

His cock hissed into her. “I'm gonna shoot!" he rasped. 

“Ooooh! Yeah! Shoot all that hot, thick slime into my pussy - 
drown my cunt with cum..." 

Harry heaved up and his balls spurted. His jism came out in 
a geyser. Susan wailed as the stuff pumped into her cunt. It 
felt as if she had been standing astride a steamy geyser 
when it erupted. 

Humping violently, Harry pumped the fuckjuice into her 
pussy - spurt after spurt, flooding her, turning her fuck box 
into a morass. Her cum poured out and blended with slime. 
Their mingled love juices bubbled from her coat as his prick 
plugged her full, lathering her whole groin with frothy slime. 

Moaning, he sank back, drained and panting. Susan 
continued to ride his prick, working off her orgasm to the 
conclusion. Then she collapsed over him, whimpering with 
joy. 

His cock was still buried in her pussy. 

“Stay hard, love," she whispered. 

Harry muttered incoherently. 

“Don't you dare get soft," she wailed. “I'm gonna need an 
awful lot of fucking now..." 



Her talented cunt muscles began to work softly on his 
embedded prick, pulling and fluttering, urging him to 
remain rampant. She reached back and kneaded his 
collapsed cumbags, coaxing them to refill themselves with 
another load of precious jism. But although his mighty cock 
had only softened slightly, his balls had been well drained 
and showed no signs of any immediately renewed vigor. 

Susan sighed and slowly drew her cunthole off his prick. His 
prick knob popped out and his long fucker swayed over his 
belly, as if undecided whether to stay stiff or to collapse. 
Every inch of his drained fuckmeat was drenched with cum 
and cuntjuice. Susan's vacated fuckhole was gaping open 
and the blended cum of their double climax gushed out, 
running down the insides of her kneeling thighs. 

Susan realized she would have to wait for a while before she 
got fucked again and she figured there was no sense in 
wasting that time - that she might as well enjoy it and let 
the naughty watchers observe another variation too. Tits 
hobbling, she began to crawl up Harry's panting torso. Harry 
grinned as he guessed her intention. 

“Yeah, Susan - sit on my face," he urged. 

He knew from experience that eating out a creamy pussy 
was certain to make him horny again and, any how, there 
was nothing more delicious than a fresh cunt after it had 
been very well fucked. What can he say, Hermione and all 
his other lovers like it a lot... and he was very sure Susan 
would to. 

Her pussy dipped down and brushed against his chest. A 
trail of slime lay up his torso in the wake of her crotch. His 
hands grasped her by her hipbones and he began to lick his 



lips in anticipation of the succulent feast she was going to 
give him. 

She rose up and knelt over his upturned face. Harry was 
staring right up into the folds of her cunthole. He tipped his 
head back and opened his mouth, like a baby bird waiting to 
be fed. A thick drop of cuntjuice fell from her pussy and 
splashed onto his lips, and his tongue slid across and 
gathered it up. 

“Ummmmm - give it to me, baby,” he rasped. Thighs 
trembling, Susan slowly lowered her cunt onto Harry's eager 
face. His tongue shot out to meet her. He began lapping at 
her creamy fuckslot with hungry slurps. 

Susan bent over and hiked her ass upwards so that the 
watchers in the hallway would be able to see Harry nimble 
tongue as it flashed in and out of her cuntslot and whipped 
over her clit. The cheeks of her ass spread apart, revealing 
her puckered shit hole. She switched her hips from side to 
side and jerked her belly over him. 

Clamping his lips to her slot, Harry began to French kiss her 
cunt as if it were a bearded mouth. His tongue shot as far up 
herfuckhole as it would go and his lips greedily pulled on 
her pussylips, sucking her pussy juice out by the mouthful. 

"Ummmm - that's nice...” she purred. 

"It's fucking delicious!” he rasped, the words muffled in her 
crotch. 

"Oh, Harry - suck me off...” she moaned. Harry was doing 
exactly that, and loving it. His tongue flashed in and out, 
and his lips sucked voraciously on her overflowing fuckslot. 
He was sucking the juices of her previous orgasm out as, at 
the same time, he worked her toward a new creamy crest. 



Inspired, as if his prick were attached to his tongue by some 
mysterious internal clockwork, his cockmeat began to swell 
and harden again. He could have screwed her now, but he 
was savoring his snack of pussy so much that he wanted to 
finish her with his mouth. 

Susan rode his face, rubbing her fuck button against his 
slurping tongue. She reached behind her and, both because 
she knew it would excite the observers and because it felt 
good, she began to finger her asshole, pushing in and out 
and wriggling on her finger. 

“Holy shit," Draco muttered. Watching Susan's juicy pussy 
grinding around in Harry's eager face, Draco was filled with 
lust. 

Hermione was remembering the fuck she had just witnessed, 
and thinking how wonderful it had looked. Her own cunt felt 
so empty, a void abhorred by nature. She stared at Susan's 
open soaking fuckhole and wanted her fuckhole to be filled 
to the brim by her boyfriend's monster cock. But lookiing at 
it, she saw that it wasn't in the best condition to do that 
now. 

I just gotta get fucked soon, she thought. 

And there was a huge, rock-hard cock throbbing delightfully 
against the cheeks of her ass at that very moment. 

She whimpered as her pussy rippled, pleading for prick. That 
prick gave a mighty lurch as Draco watched Susan's pussy 
overflow into Harry's open mouth. 

Hermione reached behind her and took Draco's cock in her 
hand, feeling it pound violently, thinking what a lovely 
cuntful it would make. Then she pulled that throbbing cock 
down through the crack of her ass and into her crotch. She 



rubbed his cockhead in her slot and cunt-juice washed over 
the fat purple slab. Her pussy lips rippled wide open around 
his cocktip. 

Draco groaned. “Merlin, Hermione... do it already!" he 
rasped. 

"Don't worry, lover boy... I intend to..." she moaned, 
wriggling her trim ass against his flat belly and brushing the 
head of his prick up and down through the creamy folds of 
her needy pussy. 

Draco shoved his cock up higher and jammed the bloated 
knob into her asshole, thinking to relieve himself with an ass 
fuck, but Hermione levered his stiff cock back into her 
crotch. 

She turned and looked over her shoulder. "I want you in 
me," she whispered, huskily. "I want your big prick up my 
fucking cunt, Draco - I wanna get fucked!" 

Draco never hesitated. He was raging with desire, and the 
tip of his cock was pulsing in her tight fuckslot. How could 
he resist? How could any man with a hard-on turn down that 
nubile gryffindor witch? 

She turned her face back to observe the bedroom and, at 
the same time, pulled on his cockshaft. The fat wedge of his 
knob slipped easily into her sodden pussy and she gasped. It 
filled her with bliss to feel a slab of throbbing, hot cockmeat 
in her fuckhole. Drawing her hand away from his stiff prick, 
she grasped his balls and squirmed, hiking her ass upwards. 

"Give it to me, Draco," she pleaded. "Shove it all up my 
pussy - fuck me like a bitch in heat that I am!" 



Draco moved his hands down from her plump tits and held 
her firmly by her hipbones. He turned her pelvis from side to 
side, working his cock muscles so that his knob was flaring 
and jerking around in the entrance to her cunt. He could feel 
her taut clit pulse against his naked fuckrod and her juices 
flowed out and poured down his stalk in creamy rivulets. 

He began to inch his cock into her needy cunthole. 

Hermione gurgled with joy. She could still couldn't believe 
how wonderful it felt to have Draco's huge prick slowly 
sliding up her fuck tunnel. She pushed her ass back as 
Draco slipped deeper. His balls seemed to be swelling in her 
hand, and about half of his prick was buried up her 
cunthole, bolting them together. 

Draco grunted and shoveled his prick in to the hilt, filling 
her creamy pussy with pounding cockmeat. His balls were 
jammed to her crotch and her cuntlips were plastered 
around the root of his fuckrod. Her cunt muscles fluttered. 
She tightened them and they rippled up his cockshaft in a 
series of contracting rings like waves, running up from the 
thick roots of his prick to his thundering cock knob. 

"Merlin, Mione," he groaned, as her pussy caressed him. 

Hermione knew that any fucks with him were on the very 
same level with those with her boyfriend. And like all the 
times in the past two weeks, she was going to enjoy a 
spectacular fuck. She rippled her pussy walls again, sucking 
on his precious load of cockmeat. 

Fucking doggy fashion, with Draco looking over her 
shoulder, they could still enjoy watching Susan and Harry 
while they thrilled to the ecstasy of being coupled. 



Draco held every inch of his long prick buried in the gryff's 
cunt, as if afraid to lose the sensation by movement. He 
jerked his cock muscles and caused his prick to throb inside 
her as her moist pussy pulled and caressed his cock and 
shaft. Her tits swung under her as she squirmed on the 
slytherin's fat cock. She lowered her face until her chin was 
brushing against the floor and hiked her sweet ass up 
higher. Draco arched his back, shoving in as if he was trying 
to get even his balls stuck up her steaming fuckhole. 

“Ooooh, Draco - it's so fucking good," she whimpered. 

His cockhead expanded deep in her pussy, and his iron-hard 
fuck shaft levered in her cunt tunnel, hiking her ass and hips 
higher as it jerked to a new angle of elevation. Her cunthole 
was tight, but slippery. The walls seemed to revolve around 
him, wringing his fuckmeat. His cock was smoking hot, but 
her pussy felt even hotter. 

Draco slipped one hand round her hips and dipped it into 
her crotch from in front. The heel of his palm rested on her 
plump cunt mound and his fingers began to massage her 
clit. 

"Ahhh - that's nice," she purred, as her taut clit pulsed and 
throbbed against his hand. 

The horny slytherin began to finger her shit hole with his 
other hand, gently nudging his middle finger into her tight 
pussy-slit and wriggling it around, then frigging in and out. 
Hermione fondled his swollen balls as they lay jammed in 
her groin. 

"Fuck me now, Draco," she urged. "Shove your big prick in 
and out and fuck me until I cream - Oh, shit! Oh, Draco! Pour 
your prick to my cunt and shot me full of fuck juice..." 



Draco pulled back, slowly dragging his fucker from her 
pussy. Her cuntlips stretched out along his prick, pulling 
delightfully. He drew back until only his big purple cockhead 
was in her slot, paused for a moment, then fed her a long, 
rippling stroke that buried his prick to the hilt again and 
stuffed her to the brim. 

As he fell into the rhythm, Hermione moved in counterpoint, 
shoving her ass back to meet his thrusts and rolling her hips 
as he withdrew, so that her fuckhole twisted around on his 
sliding cockmeat, adding torque to the in-and-out friction. 

His balls were so full now that instead of swinging in and out 
they were railing like bowling balls into her crotch. He 
continued to finger her clit and asshole, embellishing the 
fucking by this manual stimulation. She released his balls 
and held her hand over his for a moment, as if she were 
frigging herself. The sensation was magical, and enhanced 
by the fact that they were still watching the sexy puff sitting 
on Harry's eager face. 

Susan was pumping her belly and grinding her ass, working 
herself up to another coming on Harry flailing tongue and 
lips. Cuntjuice streamed down both sides of his chin. He held 
her hips and tilted her up as if her cunt were a goblet he was 
draining to the dregs. He said something, but she couldn't 
make out the words, hearing only a bubbling gurgle as he 
spoke right up hercunthole. 

She looked back over her shoulder and saw that his prick 
was rock-hard again, but his tongue was doing such 
delightful things to her pussy that she was reluctant to 
switch to his cock. There would be time to deal with his 
hard-on after she had creamed on his mouth. 



“Lap it up, love," she moaned, and his tongue slapped into 
her, splashing in her juices. 

Draco was fucking faster and harder now, humping into the 
gryff like a dog as she panted like a bitch in heat and 
matched his vigorous thrusts with equal vitality. He dipped 
down and pumped a long, under slung stroke into her, tilting 
her ass up on the thrust. Then he hiked up and plunged in at 
a downward angle that jammed her ass lower. His hips 
switched as he shoveled his cock to her from this side and 
that, then poured another under slung stroke that slid every 
inch of his drenched cockshaft across her tingling fuck bud. 

Cuntjuice was spraying from her pussy as his prick stuffed 
her to the core. His cock was soaking wet from her seepage 
and ribbons of pussy cream ran over his balls. The overflow 
from her fuckhole cascaded down her thighs and drenched 
his belly. He was fucking the gryff to jelly and she was wild 
with the joy of it. His prick seemed to be slamming halfway 
up her torso. She looked down past her swinging tits, 
expecting to see the outline of his cock raised in a furrow up 
her belly, like the track of a mole burrowing below the 
surface. 

A spasm wracked Hermione's nubile loins and she gasped. 

“Cream in me, Draco," she whimpered. “I'm gonna fucking 
melt - shoot your hot, thick fuckjuice up my cunt!" 

Her words enflamed him. Draco began to slam into her 
violently, his ass a white blur as it sped in and out. His balls 
rolled into her sodden crotch, and his cock felt like a heated 
crowbar as it stuffed her fuckhole to the brim. 

They were building towards a dynamic double coming. 
Waves of joy lashed her loins and Draco groaned as the thrill 
swirled in his belly and balls. Abandoned to their own 



pleasure now, they were no longer paying any attention to 
the show on the bed. Hermione's eyes were glazed and 
Draco was gazing down at her churning ass, anticipating 
pouring his slime in to her pussy. And because they were lost 
to reality, neither of them realized that Draco's powerful 
strokes were slowly propelling Hermione forwards, slamming 
her ass and hips out so that she had to crawl - and that they 
were doggy fucking right through the doorway! 

Susan heard Draco grunting and Hermione panting. She 
wondered if the peeping peepers were fucking, or sucking. 
Twisting from the hips, she turned to glance at the doorway 
and gasped. 

Hermione and Draco, fucking like animals in heat, were 
advancing right into the bedroom! 

Susan stared, fascinated. Being watched and watching sure 
were some very exciting things. And being sucked during 
watching sure made the experience a fuckload more 
exciting. She settled firmly onto Harry's face, tightening her 
thighs around his ears so that she was blocking out all sight 
and sound, concealing the situation from him. 

Grunting, Draco slammed his prick into the gryff's cunt and 
drove her another inch forwards. A glistening trail of 
cuntjuice lay in their wake as her pussy overflowed. Draco's 
knees were slipping around in the slimy stuff. He was 
nearing the peak now and he shifted his grip from her clit 
and ass, gasping her firmly by the hipbones and pulling her 
ass back as he lunged in below. 

“Come - come - flood my cunt..." Hermione wailed. 

“Yeah! I'm nearly there!" he cried. Hermione's pussy rippled 
wildly as she began to cream. Draco could feel the steaming 
hot gryff cum seep into her cunt-hole, drenching his 



thundering prick. He plunged into that bubbling crater like a 
rocket shot into an erupting volcano. 

“Now!” he gasped, ramming in to the hilt. His jism slid into 
her in a shiny rope and Hermione gurgled with joy as she felt 
him hose hercunthole. Her own climax peaked and her 
pussy dissolved around his spurting cock. Draco was 
pumping the fuckjuice in to her furiously, squirting the slime 
into the core of her loins, and she was creaming again and 
again, cresting each time she felt another steaming load of 
jism on her. 

“Ooooh - I love it!” she wailed. 

The last of Draco's load burst in her and he sagged over her 
haunches, drained to the dregs. Hermione jerked against 
him, pumping out the last spasms of her release on his prick. 
She looked back over her shoulder, smiling dreamily. Draco 
smiled back at her in a dreamy fashion. He was wondering if 
he should draw his emptied prick out of her cunt now, or 
leave it there and wait for his balls to fill up again. 

He glanced towards the bed, and gasped, as he saw that 
they had fucked right into the bedroom, and were right 
beside Harry and Hermione's bed. 

Hermione saw the grinning look on the slytherin's face and 
turned to see what had caused it. She too, grinned when she 
realized that they had fucked right through the doorway and 
that Susan was grinning at them. 

Susan held a finger to her lips, cautioning them to silence. 
She was very happy that the two finally decided to join in. 
Draco pulled his prick out of Hermione's pussy and a great 
flood of cum and cuntjuice gushed out. His cock was still 
stiff. Giving Susan a grateful look and she motioned them to 
advance in silence. 



Hermione and Draco exchanged a glance of wonderment. 
Still on their knees, they crawled up to the foot of the bed. 
Susan signaled for them to wait there for a moment, and 
turned back to Harry. 

“I want to suck you too, Harry,” she whispered. 

A muffled grunt of enthusiasm bubbled in her crotch. 

Susan began to slowly revolve. Without, for a moment 
removing her soaking cunt from Harry upturned face, she 
threw one knee across and turned through a half-circle. She 
clamped her thighs tightly around his ears again and her 
firm, shapely ass rested on his forehead. Harry was deaf and 
blind in her groin, aware of nothing else as he gobbled 
merrily away. 

Susan bent over his cock in the sixty-nining position. 

Looking at Hermione and Draco, through lowered lashes, she 
pushed her tongue out and licked the head of Harry's 
towering prick. Her tongue laved all over his flaring slab and 
fluttered up and down on his thick, veined prickshaft. 

Hermione and Draco stared, nor really understanding why 
Susan told them to be silenced. They had watched her suck 
him off earlier, but now she wanted them to watch her suck 
Harry from only inches away? 

”1 want Harry to find out about your visit only later,” Susan 
whispered to Hermione. 

Hermione just grinned, finally understanding the puff's plan, 
then nodded. 


Susan folded her fist around the hilt of Harry's prick and 
pushed his cockknob out towards Hermione's face. 



Hermione's hungry tongue came out and she took a very 
yummy lick. 

She gave her friend a very thankfull smile and Susan was 
still smiling very mischievously. 

Hermione began to lap greedily at her boyfriend's huge 
prick. Having been drenched in Susan's cunthole, it was so 
fucking delicious that it made the gryff witch's eyes water. 
Susan leaned in and began to lick his knob, too, tongue to 
tongue with her friend. 

Harry moaned in Susan's crotch. Susan sure was a wonderful 
cocksucker, but something was off. It almost seemed as if 
she had two tongues? 

Hermione, filled with cock-hunger and helped by her 
lascivious hufflepuff friend and yearmate, parted her lips 
into an oval and fed her boyfriend's cockhead into her hot 
mouth. Her cheeks indented as she sucked voraciously on 
his meaty slab. Susan dipped down and began to run her 
nimble tongue up and down his slimy fuck stalk, tracing 
along the pulsing vein and licking her gryff friend's lips as 
she lapped to the top. 

She slid down again and tongued his bloated balls, then 
licked up his cock again. Hermione pulled her lips to one 
side and they both began to suck on his cockhead, kissing 
each other with that thundering slab of purple meat shared 
between their lips. 

Harry could hardly believe how wonderful this blowjob was! 
How had Susan developed this magical new technique? How 
was she managing to tongue his cockshaft and balls and 
suck on his cockhead at the same time? He would have liked 
to see how she was doing it, but his head was firmly buried 
in her steaming pussy and he could only speculate and 



enjoy it. A glob of jism oozed from his pisshole and slid down 
his knob. Hermione gathered it up with her tongue and 
whimpered. 

Draco was standing in total amazement. As he watched the 
sexy puff and nubile gryff share Harry's prick, his own prick 
was bucking and jolting violently. Their pink tongues were 
slurping on Harry's bulging knob and their lips mouthed him 
between them. Draco leaned closer, his eyes crossing. 

Susan grinned at the slytherin. Reaching out, she took his 
thundering cock in her hand, squeezing gently and 
promisingly. She didn't begin to frig him, however, but 
simply held him. She wasn't about to waste his load on a 
handjob. 

Slippery streams of spunk flowed down Harry thick cockshaft 
as his pisshole wept heavily. Hermione and Susan lapped it 
up greedily. They kissed again, letting his slime slide back 
and forth between their mouths, each swallowing a share of 
the delicious stuff. His knob flared and pounded as their 
combined efforts brought him towards the crest. Knowing 
that he was going to blow his wad soon, Hermione sucked 
half of his prick into her mouth and began to pull her lips up 
and down his cockstalk as she nursed on his swollen 
cockhead hungrily. 

“Ummmm," she whimpered as more precum seeped onto her 
tastebuds and trickled down her gullet. 

Susan was lapping all around his balls and up the bottom 
half of his fuck stalk. Harry wondered again how she could 
be doing both things at once. She seemed to have 
transfigured her mouth lapper into a forked tongue. 

Hermione was slobbering on his cockhead and Susan lapped 
up her saliva as it streamed down his cockshaft, streaked 



with gooey gobs of preliminary fuckjuice. 

Then she drew Draco closer. 

His cock was hammering so violently in her hand that she 
was afraid he might shoot before she got a chance to take it 
in her mouth. She drew his prick close and switched her red 
head across, abandoning Harry's balls for his cousin's 
cockhead. 

Susan slurped Draco's cock into her greedy mouth and 
began to suck voraciously on it. Having just come out of 
Hermione's drenched fuckhole, his prickmeat was tangy and 
creamy and succulent, and Susan was enjoying the taste of 
Hermione's cuntjuice as much as Draco's cockmeat - and 
looking forward to sucking a load of that girl-cum out of 
Hermione's pussy, as soon as she got the chance. 

Draco, on his knees, began to hump, fucking in and out of 
Susan's sweet lips. The cock-hungry puff gulped as his 
prickhead jammed her gullet. She opened her throat and 
took it all in, deep-throating him, gorging herself on his 
succulent fuckmeat and eagerly awaiting his jism. 

Draco groaned and fucked ball-deep into Susan's throat. His 
cock pulled from her lips, slathered with her saliva, then slid 
back in and down her gullet. She gagged, but took it all, 
loving every precious inch of his potent cockmeat. 

Puffing up to his cockhead, she whispered, “Come for me, 
Draco - I'm hungry for your cum!" 

Draco fucked into her head faster, his prick swelling and 
throbbing as he pumped toward the peak. Susan was 
nursing on Draco's cock with far more relish than he had 
ever nursed on her nipples. 



Hermione was showing equal enthusiasm as she sucked her 
boyfriend's delicious prick. Harry precum was bubbling into 
her mouth in a steady flow now, and his ass was heaving up 
from the bed. Susan and Hermione glanced at each other, 
smiling around mouthfuls of cockmeat, wondering which of 
them was going to get the first drink. 

As it turned out, they drank together. 

Harry howled into Susan's cunt as his balls erupted. His 
thick cream gushed into his girlfriend's mouth. Hermione 
wailed and gulped it down ravenously, but there was so 
much of the stuff that it overflowed her lips and ran down 
her chin. 

Draco groaned and humped, one open hand behind Susan's 
head, holding her steady as he fucked into her face. 

Suddenly her mouth was full of cum. 

“Umpfffff," she gulped, swallowing load after load of the 
succulent juice and sucking more out all the time. 

Draco's jism was so tasty that it was driving her wild. Susan 
held her head steady and level, letting Draco fuck her 
mouth just as if it was a cunthole, and Hermione's head was 
bobbing up and down as she sucked her boyfriend off in the 
classic blowjob motion, milking his balls to the dregs. 

Emptied, Harry sank back onto the bed and began to 
concentrate on sucking Susan off. Hermione continued to 
mouth him for a moment, milking out a few last tasty drops 
from his prick knob. 

Draco shot his last spurt into Susan's mouth and sank back 
on his heels, his cock pulling from her lips. Her tongue shot 
out and gave his cockhead a parting slurp. 



Then, with both their bellies delightfully full of jism, Susan 
and Hermione kissed each other passionately, swapping 
slimy tongues and cum flavored saliva back and forth. 

Jerking and grinding on Harry's face, Susan looked down and 
saw that he still had a huge hard-on. Hermione, too, gazed 
down at the tower of iron-hard cockmeat. 

“Why don't you sit on his prick, Hermione?" Susan 
suggested. 

And Hermione thought that a delightful idea. The nubile 
gryff crawled up onto the bed, kneeling astride her 
boyfriend's loins. Susan took Harry prick in her hand and 
guided it up into Hermione's pussy. But then she pulled it 
away again. 

“Let me wet you, first," she whispered. 

Hermione's cunt was already soaking wet and wide open, 
but that was hardly the point. She grinned and thrust her 
belly out, tilting her crotch upwards. Susan pressed her face 
between Hermione's thighs and shot her tongue up her 
cunthole. 

“Ooooooh!" Hermione squealed. The hufflepuff witch was 
lapping her cunt! What a wild thrill it gave her. She wished 
that she could suck Susan, too, and knew damned well that 
she would get a chance soon. But at the moment Susan's 
pussy was occupied, and she didn't want to join her 
boyfriend in that tasty snack because this was Susan wild 
idea. 

Susan's tongue fucked Hermione's fuckhole and sucked on 
the trembling bud of her clit. Hermione's cunt was full of 
Draco's jism and the combined taste of cum and cuntjuice 
drove Susan suck crazy. Like Hermione, she was eagerly 



awaiting the time when she and Hermione could suck each 
other off as long as they liked - without the boys around. 
Only once was enough to want more together and that first 
time together, just them, sure open her eyes to some very 
exciting ways to get more pleasure. 

Hermione's belly heaved as she ground her pussy around in 
Susan's eager face, spilling cream into her mouth. Susan's 
tongue was awash, floating in cum cream. She sucked and 
swallowed, swallowed and sucked, a glutton gorging on a 
feast. 

After a few minutes of delicious cunt lapping, Susan drew 
back and raised her head. She and Hermione kissed again. 
Susan pushed her tongue into the gryff's mouth, letting her 
taste her own juices. Then she moved her hand behind 
Hermione's trim ass and gently drew her crotch down over 
Harry rampant prick. 

Holding his cock by the hilt, she used her fingers to spread 
Hermione's cuntlips open and fitted the tip of his prick into 
her oval pussy slot. Pussy nectar gushed down his cock. 
Hermione's thighs trembled as she hovered there, poised 
over her boyfriend's prick like a flagpole sitter. Susan turned 
her hand, brushing his cockhead through Hermione's slot. 
The gryff's cuntlips spread over his fat slab like an elastic 
band. 

"Take him deep back inside you, Hermione," Susan urged. 

Hermione began to slowly settle onto his massive fuck tool, 
taking it inch by inch up into her pussy-hole. 

"Ahhhhh," she sighed, filled with cock, and thrilled at having 
her boyfriend's prickmeat back inside her cunthole. She 
could never get enough about him. He was just that perfect 
for her. 



Her thighs trembled and she sank down to the root of his 
prick, her cuntlips spreading put around the hilt and all of 
his huge fuckrod buried in her seething loins. His cock was 
in her even deeper than the slytherin's had been, she 
thought. It was so long and thick that she felt as if it was 
coring her like an apple. 

Holy shit, thought Harry. What the fuck is Susan doing to me 
now? Susan had deep-throated him early, and he had many 
deep-throats before, but it had never felt like this. Her 
mouth felt exactly like a cunt, he thought, in wonderment. 
What kind of spell she was using? But now he wasn't about 
to look a gift horse in the mouth. But later he sure would like 
to make Susan teach that spell to Hermione. 

Thinking that he was fucking Susan in the face, Harry began 
to fuck his girlfriend's cunt. 

Hermione rode up his prick, thighs tensing, until only his 
cockhead was in her pussy. She fluttered her cuntlips on his 
fat cock slab and rubbed her clit against it, then slid back 
down and took every inch of his prick back into her 
fuckhole. 

Susan gazed on, fascinated, watching Harry's cock vanish 
into Hermione's tight pussy, then come pulling out all 
slippery with creamy cuntjuice, dragging her pliable pink 
cuntlips outward on his soaking prickshaft. It was far too 
delicious a sight to resist, and Susan leaned in and began to 
embellish the fuck with her tongue. 

Holy fucking shit! thought Harry, as a tongue was added to 
the action. But since he believed he was getting a blowjob 
instead of a fuck, he wasn't unduly surprised, and he 
humped merrily away in his blessed innocence, blissfully 
unaware of why it felt so wonderful. 



Susan licked and sucked on Harry's bloated balls as 
Hermione rode up and down on hisfuckrod. How in hell can 
she be sucking my cock and my balls at the same time? he 
wondered. Why does her spit feel so much hotter and 
thicker... more like a pussy's cream? Yet although he was 
mystified, Harry was not at all suspicious. In this bed with 
Susan, he never dreamed they might have company. Or 
not... he had a funny suspicion that his naughty girlfriend 
had already come from her patrol. 

As Hermione pulled her clinging pussy up to the head of his 
towering cockshaft, hercuntjuice foamed down his fat 
fuckrod. Susan whimpered and ran her flattened tongue up 
the veined underside, slurping Hermione's cunt cream from 
Harry's prickmeat. 

As she lapped up, moaning, more pussy juice gushed out. 
Susan licked up to the coupling, tonguing the slimy 
sweetness of Hermione's cuntlips as they stretched around 
Harry cockhead, then fluttering her nimble lapper against 
the girl's clit. 

Hermione jerked as if electrocuted as with her fuckhole full 
of cockmeat, she felt Susan's tongue on her clit. 

She pushed down, taking all of her boyfriend's prick into her 
fuck box again. Susan slurped on his prick stalk as it slid in, 
then lapped hungrily at Hermione's clit again. What a feast 
this was for a hungry horny witch like Susan! All the 
elements of the bizarre situation thrilled her to the core. 
There was exhibitionism involved, and voyeurism, combined 
with lesbianism and lust. Any one of them would have 
delighted her, but together they were providing the best sex 
she had ever known. She ground her cunt on Harry face and 
slurped greedily away at cock and cunt, burying her lovely, 
radiant face in Hermione's crotch. 



Draco, neglected, was going crazy. 


He was ducking around, leaning in to gaze upon the scene 
from one side, then the other. His face was flushed and his 
prick was so huge and hard that it was getting in the way as 
he moved around, hovering over the coupling threesome. 

His flaring prick knob was angled and throbbing. 

He knelt down and placed his chin in the foot of the bed, 
getting as close as he could to the action. Draco didn't know 
which he found more exciting, watching the gryff witch 
getting fucked by the gryff wizard's big cock, or seeing the 
sexy puff tonguing them both. 

He jerked his prick out toward the gryff's crotch and Susan's 
head suggestively and hopefully. He thought that he might 
at least have the pleasure of Susan's caressing hand, since 
her sweet mouth was already occupied. His cock knob, angry 
red and smoking hot, flared only inches from the puff's 
cheek. 

But Susan was concentrating completely on giving head, 
and she failed to notice Draco's tormented hard-on as he 
shoved it at her. Her hands were on Hermione's hips, hauling 
the slim gryff up and down, as if using her cunt to jerk Harry 
off. With her pussy on Harry face, there was no portion of her 
body available for Draco. 

Hermione was ignoring the slytherin, as well. Looking down 
through misty eyes, she saw his prick looming out toward 
her belly, but she had already had that cock in her mouth 
and in her cunt, and at the moment she was far more 
interested in her boyfriend's cock and Susan's slurping 
tongue. Hermione knew that she would be emptying those 
slytherin balls and getting plenty of his slime again and 



soon, but right now, she was giving all her attention to the 
double action in her groin. 


She reached down and held Susan's head between her 
hands, her fingers twisting in the redish tresses, as she 
jerked her belly out. Susan's forehead was pressed to 
Hermione's cunt mound as she mouthed the gryff witch's 
pussy and the cock that filled it. 

"Yeah - lap my cunt, Susan," she moaned. The words were 
descriptive of what was happening, rather than instructive, 
since Susan was already lapping away with total enthusiasm 
on Hermione's steaming, well-stuffed slot. But the naughty 
gryff wanted to say them, to add her erotic words to the 
action. 

Draco groaned in agony as his abandoned cock pounded. He 
folded his fist around it, thinking that he would have to jerk 
himself off and watch his spunk squirt onto Susan's face. But 
he didn't begin to stroke his cock yet, still hoping to bury it 
somewhere and to empty his balls into hot, wet flesh. 

Susan gasped into Hermione's crotch. Her ass was dancing 
wildly as she rode Harry's face and they all knew that the 
puff was having another orgasm. Draco and Hermione both 
looked up and saw her cunt cream on Harry mouth. 

Harry gurgled with delight as Susan filled his mouth with her 
sweet cum-cream. He swallowed it hungrily. Lines of 
cuntjuice ran down the sides of his chin as his lips 
overflowed. 

Harry sucked her cunthole dry, then stopped mouthing her, 
thinking she was finished and would change positions now, 
shifting around to continue sucking him off or to fuck him. 
But Susan kept her pussy firmly clamped on his face and her 



thighs tight to his ears. Harry slid his tongue up into her 
fuckhole and she wriggled. 

She drew her face out of Hermione's crotch and loosened her 
thighs over Harry's ears long enough to wail, “More, Harry - 
suck my cunt off again - don't stop!" 

Her legs clamped tight again and Harry cheerfully began to 
tongue and suck, starting her on the road to another creamy 
orgasm without haying her pussy off his mouth for an 
instant. It was no hardship to suck that delicious cunt for as 
long as she wanted - especially when she was blowing him 
at the same time. 

Susan was always horny, perhaps a borderline 
nymphomaniac, but he had never known her as passionate 
as she was today. 

Susan pushed her face back into Hermione's groin and 
began to lick away with redoubled gusto. Hermione's thighs 
tensed, lifting her cunthole up to the head of her boyfriend's 
towering prick, the motion assisted by Susan's hands on her 
hips. 

Hermione began to shake violently. Her dark brown head 
tossed from side to side and her brown eyes glazed. 

“Oh, shit - I'm coming - coming..." she moaned. 

“Oooooh!" Susan squealed, hungry for Hermione's cum flow. 
She opened her mouth wide. 

Hermione rode up again and creamed on the top of the 
stroke, with her boyfriend's cockhead in her slot and his 
throbbing stalk standing out between them. Her cream 
poured down his cockshaft and Susan slurped it up with her 
tongue ravenously. 



Hermione pushed down to the roots of his cock again, and 
Susan went suck-crazy on the gryff's pussy, slurping the 
cum juices out of her and gulping the sweet nectar down 
voraciously. 

Hermione shuddered through her lovely coming. Drained, 
she settled down on Harry cock, holding steady. Harry hadn't 
shot his wad yet and he continued to hump, shoving his 
girlfriend up and down on his loins as he heaved up from the 
bed. 

“Keep sucking!" he cried, the words coming muffled and 
distorted from out of Susan's groin. He thought that his cock 
was buried in Susan's mouth but that she had stopped 
working on it. Hermione grinned impishly, delighted by the 
deception. She worked her cunt muscles and they rippled up 
his prick from hilt to crown, the tight rings closing. Harry 
moaned at the sensation. It was amazing what the horny 
puff could manage to do with her sweet mouth, he thought. 

And although she wasn't doing what Harry thought, Susan 
was certainly doing plenty of oral work. Now she was gently 
licking Hermione's clit, coaxing it into a new frenzy. Her fuck 
bud had shrunk and softened after Hermione creamed but 
now it was starting to swell and stiffen again as the hot gryff 
started to build up towards yet another crest, without ever 
having removed her cunt from her boyfriend's prick. 

She began to ride his cock again, sliding her wet cunthole 
up and down steadily, meeting his thrusts as he heaved up 
and taking his cockhead into the very core of her pussy. 

Harry pisshole was weeping now. As Hermione's cuntjuice 
flowed down his prick, Susan lapped the succulent sauce up 
hungrily, not knowing which she loved more, cum or 



cuntjuice. Slurped up together on the same tongue stroke, 
the slimy feast was scrumptious beyond belief. 

Susan and Hermione were very glad that Susan had already 
emptied Harry balls twice, in her mouth and her cunt, 
because he was lasting a lot longer this fourth time, and 
they wanted him to last as long as he possibly could. 
Hermione wanted to fuck herself for hours on her boyfriend's 
lovely prick - especially when the nimble tongued puff was 
embellishing the coupling by licking around the edges. 

But Draco was not so pleased by Harry's stamina. The horny 
slytherin was seething with frustration, desperate with need. 
When the gryff had creamed, he'd been hopeful of getting a 
crack at one of them, but now the fuck was continuing 
without interruption and his poor prick was still left 
unattended. He wailed in dismay and despair. Again, he 
thought about beating his own meat and shooting on 
Susan's face, but he hated the idea of wasting his load. It 
seemed a shame to settle for his own hand when he had a 
pusy available. 

He watched Hermione's slick pussy pull up and push down. 
The thick vein in Harry cockshaft was pounding hard, but his 
well-drained balls showed no signs of coming again yet. 
Draco gave his prick a pump and it jumped violently. 

Susan's wet pink tongue fluttered softly against Hermione's 
rosy clit then slid up into her cunthole, tongue fucking her 
soaking slot alongside Harry's cock. Her moist red lips 
clamped over Hermione's pussy folds, kissing and sucking 
lovingly. She slid down to lap at Harry balls for a bit, then 
worked back up his slimy prick, playing it like a flute and 
clamping over Hermione's again as she came to the top. 
Susan was delirious with the joy of double-sucking, and her 



own insatiable fuckhole was starting to steam again as she 
ground it around on Harry's willing face. 

Her mouth filled with cuntjuice and preliminary cock 
seepage and she gulped the savory stuff down and used her 
curled tongue like a spoon, to slurp more out. She was 
paying more attention to Hermione's cunt than Harry's cock 
now. After all, she had sucked Harry tasty prick already, and 
Hermione's delicious cunt was just to good to pass up. As 
Hermione's pussy pulled up on Harry rampant fucker, 

Susan's redish head rose up with her, sucking and tonguing 
steadily at each elevation, her lips clamped on the gryff's 
pussy like a limpet clinging to a mossy rock. 

“Give me more to drink..." Susan wailed, speaking right up 
Hermione's cunthole and addressing Harry swollen balls at 
the same time. She was yearning for the magic moment 
when Harry unloaded his cum into Hermione's cunthole, so 
that she could suck the combined cum cream out of the girl. 

“Have a drink out of this, Susan," Draco pleaded, shoving his 
cock out toward her face. 

But Susan ignored him, busy on Hermione's pussy, hardly 
aware of the frustrated slytherin's presence. Draco rose to 
his feet again, on shaky legs, his prick jerking upright. In 
desperation, he offered it to the gryff's mouth hopefully, 
longingly. But Hermione, too, was concentrating totally on 
the double-action in her crotch. She loved sucking the 
slytherin's sweet prick of course, and would do so almost 
any time he wanted her to, but at the moment she didn't 
want any distractions. 

“Later, Draco," she promised. 

Draco groaned. Later might be too late, he thought. His balls 
were threatening to explode of their own accord, and the tip 



of his cockhead was all foamy with seepage, the milky-white 
fluid glistening against his dark purple slab as it oozed from 
the cleft. 

Hermione, rising towards another peak, was jerking her ass 
wildly as she rode her boyfriend's cock. Draco was standing 
close as he pleadingly held his prick to her face and her 
smooth hip was brushing against him. He saw her ass churn 
and suddenly grinned fiendishly. 

What an asshole I am! he thought, as he realized that there 
had been a fuckhole available to him all the time. 

Thighs trembling and prick pounding violently, like some 
berserk jackhammer, Draco stepped around behind the gryff 
witch at the foot of the bed. He looked down for a moment, 
watching her boyfriend's cock vanish and emerge in her 
cunt, then shifted his gaze up to her ass. As Hermione 
pushed down, gorging her fuckhole on cockmeat, the firm 
cheeks of her heart shape ass spread open and her shit hole 
was fully revealed. The dark passage sure neeeded a filling 
because its puckered slot was open. 

Draco leaned over her shoulder and whispered into her ear. 
"Can I shove it up your asshole, Mione?" he asked. 

"Oooooh!" she wailed, thrilled by the idea. A mouthful of 
cock, delicious though it might be, would have been a 
distraction, but the thought of having both her cunt and her 
asshole stuffed at the same time was a real treat for her. She 
switched her sweet ass tantalizingly, flaunting her charms. 

"Yeah - fuck my ass!" she moaned. 

Draco took his prick by the hilt and guided his swollen 
fuckknob into the gryff's shitter, rubbing it around at the 
entrance. Since he had already blazed a trail up into the 



mysterious regions of her bowels, he knew it would go in 
more easily this time. He began to slowly wedge his fat knob 
through her tight assbud. 

“Oooooh, Susan - Draco is gonna fuck my asshole!” 
Hermione wailed. 

Susan whimpered with joy at that erotic knowledge, and her 
tongue went crazy on Hermione's throbbing clit. She never 
tried a DP, but she sure as hell would try soon enough. 

Inch by inch, Draco worked his thick cock up into the gryff's 
hot shit chute. He shifted his grip to her hips, grasping her, 
just above Susan's hands, and hauled her back to meet his 
thrusts. With a lurch, he buried himself to the roots in her 
guts. 

Hermione gasped and settled down so that all of her 
boyfriend's cock was up herfuckhole and all of Draco's prick 
was in her ass. She was stuffed so full she thought that her 
hipbones might jump right out of their sockets. Draco's 
cumbags hung down into her crotch, pressed against his 
cousin's swollen balls. 

Tossing her head back, she cried, "Fuck me, Draco! Shove 
your prick in and out of my ass...” 

Draco began to pump it to her steadily, drawing back until 
the ledge of his cockhead appeared in her shithole, pausing 
for an instant, then shoveling all of his prickmeat into her 
bowels again. Hermione started to ride her boyfriend's cock 
again, in rhythm with Draco, so that one cock was going in 
as the other drew out. 


"Oh! Oh! Oh!” she gasped, wild with the joy of it. 



Draco's balls swung in and whacked against Harry', both 
swollen sacs sloshing with cum. He fed his cock to the gryff's 
guts with plunging thrusts that tilted her pelvis up and 
down. As his cock filled her asshole, he was shoving her up 
to the head of her boyfriend's cock, and as he pulled out she 
settled back to the roots of his towering prick. Hermione 
didn't have to move at all, she was being driven up and 
down on the double thrusts of that carnal two-stroke engine. 

Susan pushed her head in and tongued Harry's and Draco's 
balls, as they jammed together, then drew back and 
mouthed Hermione's pussy once more. She cried out for 
someone - anyone - to come. She was ready to come again 
herself. 

Then, dynamically, they all creamed together! 

Susan's pussy melted into Harry mouth and Hermione's 
cunthole creamed on Harry cock and Susan's tongue. Harry 
gasped into Susan's crotch and his fuckjuice fountained up 
into his girlfriend's cunt, and at the same instant, Draco 
emptied his jism into Hermione's shit chute. He jammed in 
again and again, squirting slime into her bowels. The fat 
plunger of his prick pumped it back out of her slot, and his 
cum flowed down into her crotch, mixing with her cuntjuice 
and with her boyfriend's jism, and providing Susan with a 
triple taste treat. 

Susan gulped down pussy cream and two varieties of 
fuckjuice greedily. Her own cunt was overflowing, as if the 
cum she was swallowing was rushing right through her body 
and pouring out into Harry's mouth. They pumped away 
frantically, the whole complex structure shaking with the 
shared spasms of bliss. 



At long last, the carnal fucking machine ground to a halt, 
every drop spent, every spasm drained away. 

They clung together for a few moments, supporting each 
other, panting like dogs. Then Harry squirmed. 

“Hey - I gotta come up for air," he said. 

Still staying locked like that with Hermione double stuffed 
with two monster pricks, and grinning like a crazy witch, 
Susan rolled away and released Harry's head. His face was 
slathered with cunt cream from brow to chin. He grinned and 
she leaned over to kiss him, grateful for the wonderful suck 
he gave her. 

He wondered, vaguely, why her lips tasted more of cuntjuice 
than of his cum? And why his prick was still buried in a hot a 
steamy... mouth? Or pussy? A pussy that he knew to well. 
Hermione? What the fuck? 

“Hi, Harry! Did you missed me?" Hermione giggled, tighten 
her pussy and muscles around the two monster cocks 
stuffing her holes. 

“Merlin, Mione," he said. “When did you get here?" 

But she didn't get to answer, because a voice was heard 
from the door. “Bloody hell you guys... can't a witch get a 
decent night sleep because you fuck like rabbits?" 

All look to the door, starled. Draco even has fallen on his 
back on the big bed, getting his cock out of Hermione's ass. 
The new arrival was Pansy, nude like the day she was born. 
All from the bed just couldn't stop laughing when they saw 
who it was. 



“I think Pansy is in some need you guys... what do you say?” 
Hermione giggled, with Harry's dick still deep inside her 
pussy and after what she felt, she was very sure he was 
capable of another go. And looking at Draco, she was very 
sure he was capable of that too. 

Looking at Susan, the two witches just grinned when their 
eyes met. Soon, both were getting off the bed and heading 
towards Pansy... 

Some time later, when Pansy's fires were cooled all five of 
them were just basking in their after glow, Hermione asked 
Susan. "So what do you think about moving in the prefects 
tower now?” 

"Depends?” 

"On what?” 

"Are there more surprises?” 

"Well...” 


Chapter 46 - A metamorph visiting 

Nymphadora Tonks, or Nym to friends and family, was a 
witch in need. In a need so big that she just decided to pay a 
special green eyed wizard a visit one afternoon in the first 
Friday of October. Having a few days off from work sure was 
a bonus if she spend them with him... in his bed. 

The problem was that he was at Hogwarts and you just don't 
sneak in there for a few days of frivolities. It was a school 
after all. A school she left behind a few years back. Lucky for 
her, she knew very well how to sneak in using a secret 
passage not many knew. 




But then, she just couldn't just go up to him and just 
“kidnap" him using her usual face. Lucky for her, she had 
the perfect gift for sneaking around. She was a 
metamorphmagus after all. 

As soon as she left work, she took a detour at her apartment, 
bursting with enthusiasm, eager to see if she could pull off 
her planned deception. Taking on Harry's girlfriend 
appearance in front of the mirror, leaving only her eyes pink, 
not their usual brown, and transfiguring some clothes to look 
like a gryffindor sixth year witch, she was off to Hogwarts... 

“Gee... I never knew Mione had a twin cousin..." Harry 
grinned, obviously knowing who he had met after taking a 
few steps out of the Great Hall. The witch he met was a 
mirror image of his girlfriend, except she had pink eyes... 
and the clothes were very different from the ones the real 
Hermione wore a few minutes earlier after she left the Great 
Hall to make a detour to the library to take a book she 
planed on reading this weekend... if he gave her the time... 
that is. 

“Oh, she doesn't. But you do... and she's in a very big need 
to see your bedroom..." she said winking. Her voice was very 
low and husky, almost as if she were disguising the normal 
timbre and she gazed at Harry in a sort of questioning way. 

“Yeah... now that I think about it... I did say that I'm heading 
to my BEDroom," he agreed. 

Seeing that her cousin had got the message, both of them 
headed in that direction. Faster then she could think 
possible, Harry took her arm and practically dragged her 
after him. Nym expected to head towards the Gryffindor 
Tower, but when she saw that they were heading towards 
the Prefects Tower, she was a little surprised. 



'The prefects tower?" she asked when they were in front of 
the portrait that guarded the way in the prefects tower. 

"Yeah... isn't it great? Me and Hermione have the same 
bedroom..." he grinned back at her, his snake very much on 
his way to become a basilisk. "Only the two of us!" 

"Just you two in the entire tower?" 

"No... just the same room..." 

Nym was more excited then ever after finding that out. 

Soon, they were inside his room, and she practically pushed 
him back on the couch that was in the room. And she had 
not failed to notice the effect she was having on him. It 
pleased her greatly to see his groin engorge. 

She sat down beside him on the couch, making sure that her 
school skirt was well up her thighs. The scooped neck of her 
school blouse swooped low, revealing a lot of deep, smooth 
cleavage almost to her stiff nipples. 

She had previously stashed a bottle of red wine... and other 
accessories in the fake school book bag she took with her... 
and now she took it up from the bag, drinking straight out of 
the bottle. Her tongue flicked out and her ruby red lips 
caressed the rim of the bottle. 

Harry stared at that passionate Hermione mouth on a 
morphed Nym as she slugged on the wine bottle. It naturally 
made him speculate as to what her sensual lips could do on 
a cock. 

"You'reerrr naughty, huh?" he croaked. 

"Um-hum. I drink a lot and..." she broke off, giving him a 
lewd wink. 



A trickle of wine ran down her chin and splattered onto the 
upper slopes of her tits, red as blood on the smooth, creamy 
flesh. 

She laughed and lowered her head, arching her back. Her 
tongue slid out and she licked up the spilled wine from the 
slopes of her tits. 

“Waste not, want not," she murmured. 

Harry was gaping at her, his head spinning. She gave him a 
really saucy glance. 

“Want some, Harry?" she whispered. Without waiting for him 
to reply, the wanton metamorh tilted the bottle up and 
dribbled some more wine onto her tits and into her cleavage. 

Then she thrust her tits out toward him. Harry thought that 
he must be dreaming. He stared at her and she grinned and 
nodded. He lowered his head, a lock of hair falling over his 
forehead, his face twisted by lust. He began to lap the wine 
from her tit-cleft. 

“Nice?" she purred. 

Harry croaked wordlessly, slurping his tongue up through 
her deep tit-cleavage. The red wine tasted sweet, served on 
her hot tit-meat. 

She pulled her blouse down and her big tits loomed out 
naked from the scooped neckline. Her nipples stood out hard 
and swollen. She poured a little wine on those rosy peaks 
and Harry dove on them compulsively. Switching from tip to 
tip, he nursed the wine from her nipples. 


Now Harry was hoping that his real girlfriend wouldn't get 
back for a while. He sure wanted to have some time just with 



Nym... in his girlfriend's body. 


After all, he could fool around with Hermione every day but 
this was only a passing visit from his hot metamorph cousin 
with her invaginate ways. 

He slurped greedily on her tit-tips, suckling up the wine like 
mother's milk. She poured more into her cleavage and as he 
delved in to lick it up, she closed her valve-like tit-tips again. 

“Ummmmm that's lovely, Harry," she sighed. 

Then she yanked her skirt up above her waist, lifting one 
foot onto the edge of the couch and opening her shapely 
thighs wide apart. Sucking on her heavy tits, Harry stared 
down into her crotch. 

His first glimpse had been correct she wore no panties and 
her cunt-bush was red as the wine. Her pussy was open, the 
silt widened into an oval slot and that slot was flowing like a 
heated honeypot. 

"Would you like some more wine, honey?" she rasped. 

She lowered the bottle and tipped it over her groin. Wine 
bubbled into her cunt-slot, ruby red trickles flowing through 
her creamy cunt-juice. 

Harry was no wine expert but he damned well knew that no 
fine vintage had ever been served in a sweeter carafe. He 
slid down from her tits and knelt on the floor, his head 
hovering over her soaking cunt. 

"Drink it, Harry drink me," the Hermione double purred, 
tilting her cunt up. 



Harry plunged tongue-first into her pussy. His tongue curled 
in her fuck-slot, spooning out the wine from her goblet. She 
poured more onto the plump shelf of her cunt mound and it 
trickled on down into her gram. Harry lapped it up like a 
thirsty wino. 

Harry was cherishing his cousin's creamy cunt. 

But it was his cousin who was being tantalized by his 
questing, delving tongue. Nym stared down, watching her 
cousin's face grind into her groin. The dark charm of 
metamorphing thrilled her and the depravity of raw lust 
embellished the hot sensations of his hungry mouth. 

She clamped her smooth thighs around his head, holding 
him in a velvet vise. Then she parted her legs wide again, 
giving him free rein to wallow as he would. Harry was sure 
one experienced cunt-lapper, and he sure knew what he was 
doing. And the fact that he didn't do it to her for more then a 
month, he sure was making up now. 

She ground against him sensually, her fuck box beginning to 
flood. The wine bottle was nearly empty now and she spilled 
the last drops into her cunt hoping that he didn't get too 
drunk to maintain his hard-on. 

His lips glued to her cunt-gash and Harry sucked the juice 
out of her, soaking it up like a sponge. He swallowed the last 
of the wine but kept on mouthing merrily away, drinking 
unadulterated cunt-juice voraciously. 

The flow out of her cunt-juice was getting hotter and 
creamier as she surged toward the crest. Harry seemed to be 
trying to shove his whole face up her fuck-hole as he sucked 
on her cunt-slot and swallowed her cunt-cum. 


“Juice me, cousin?" he gurgled. 



She whipped her cunt into his eager face, whimpering as the 
waves of ecstasy came pouring across her loins and her 
cum-cream gushed out lavishly. 

He sucked and swallowed, gurgled and gulped, draining her 
off voraciously. Nym shuddered at the peak, holding there 
and flooding out frantically. Then, with a sigh of 
contentment, she sank back along the couch. 

Harry kept on plating her pussy to make sure that he had 
sucked out every sweet drop. 

When at last he lifted his head out of her groin, his jaws 
were dripping. She reached languidly down and stroked his 
cheek lovingly. 

Harry raised his eyebrows questioningly. 

“Yes, you lovely cousin of mine," she purred, understanding 
the query in his look. “I'll suck you off now and then you can 
fuck my cunt to jelly!" 

Harry groaned at the prospect of putting his prick in his 
unfucked cousin's mouth and cunt for more then a month. 

And his cousin whimpered at the thought of swallowing her 
cousin's spunk and having her fuck box stuffed full of his 
throbbing monster cockmeat. 

“Let's go in bed. Harry... I want to be more comfortable..." 
she suggested. 

And they did. 

Soon they were of the couch and faster then light speed, 
they both removed all of their clothing and stood, facing 
each other in mutual admiration. 



Nym was longing for her cousin's monster prick and hot, 
thick fuck-juice. 

And Harry wondered, vaguely, why his cousin was still 
staying in Hermione's looks. Not that those were something 
to pass up. But he sure wanted her to change back to her 
usual pink haired Nym. But he suspected that it might be 
something kinky she had in mind for later, so... what the 
fuck... he let it go. He was sure he would like what Hermione 
would think... and do when she came back to their bedroom 
and found out a twin of her own being fucked by him. 

They moved to the bed and lay down, embracing. Her red 
lips ground to his and she moaned, tasting her own wine- 
flavored cunt cum on his tongue. 

She licked his lips, demonstrating the nimble action that her 
tongue would soon be making on his cock, making the 
wizard shudder in anticipation. 

Then Nym began to lick down his stomach. She flicked at his 
belly button. Her pink tongue rustled through his pubic 
thicket. He thrust his cock up but she avoided it for the 
moment, moving on down and licking slowly up the insides 
of his thighs. 

“Suck my prick, cousin!" he moaned. 

“Oh, yes I'll suck your sweet big prick, Harry I'm hungry for 
your jizz," she purred. “But I like to take my time over a 
blowjob." 

Nym was determined to give Harry a spectacular sucking. 
Taking him by the hips, she gently rolled him over. Harry 
sprawled out face-down on the bed. His cock was so stiff that 
it was wedging into the mattress and levering his lean ass 
up into the air. 



Nym spread his cheeks apart and began to run her lapper up 
through the crack of his ass. 

Her tongue riveted into his asshole. 

Harry jerked spasmodically, gasping into the bed as she 
rimmed and reamed in his asshole. She slobbered and 
sucked, pleasuring his shit-slot and tantalizing her tongue in 
that tight, tangy ring. 

Sliding lower, she lapped at his swollen cumbags, shoving 
her face in under his upthrust ass. His haunches were 
bouncing up and down off the throbbing pole of his prick. 
Nym was enjoying the slow build up but now that her cousin 
was trembling so violently that she was afraid he might get 
his rocks off before his cock was in her mouth. 

She turned him onto his back again, his cock rising up like a 
lighthouse from his loins. 

Her ruby red lips slid over his knob, smearing him with 
greasy lipstick. Her tongue danced skillfully up and down 
the length of his cock stalk. 

Harry gasped at the caress of his cousin's mouth as she 
panted on his prick, thrilled to the core by her own 
depravity. 

Then, kneeling over his body, she opened her lascivious lips 
wide and dropped her mouth onto his prick, taking it in to 
the root. 

Moving slowly, wanting to prolong the banquet, she pushed 
her head down, then pulled it back up to his flaring cock- 
head, deep throating him with gusto. 



Harry heaved up, screwing into her mouth as her lovely, 
heavily painted face slid down. His thick cock-stalk came out 
of the red collar of her lips, glistening with saliva, the fat 
vein pounding. 

She sucked on his flaring knob for a few minutes, then 
swallowed down to the hilt again. She was fondling his balls, 
feeling them balloon with his inflating load of fuck-juice. She 
reached under his bridged body and nudged a finger gently 
into his asshole. 

His hard-on seemed to stretch right back to his ass, as if her 
finger in his shit-chute were an extension of his iron-hard 
cock-shaft. 

What a great cock-sucker Nym is, Harry marveled, as he 
face-fucked into his cousin's metamorrphed mouth. She 
even gives head like Hermione when she was in her form. 
And, speaking of Hermione. 

Hermione came into their floor on the prefects tower, hoping 
that Harry would already be in their bedroom. She hoped 
that Harry didn't stay longer in the Great Hall then her. 
Opening the door, she sure got a surprise when she looked 
inside. 

Her boyfriend was sprawled out naked on their bed and a 
curvy, dark-brown-haired witch was going down on his cock! 

Hermione felt a twinge of jealousy, but it quickly passed, 
replaced by the lust she always felt when watching him 
doing pervy things with other witches. This night sure got a 
bloody fucking hell better. She stared intently at Harry's 
towering prick as the mysterious stranger jumped her dark 
brown head up and down on it, enveloping the smoking-hot 
cock in the ruby red oval of her mouth. 



Then Hermione ran her fevered gaze over the witch's naked, 
athletic body, turning on to the sight every bit as much as to 
Harry's cock and balls. 

Whoever that lustful witch was, Harry was just going to have 
to share her with his girlfriend, she determined, licking her 
lips as she admired the stranger's big, stiff-capped tits and 
her cunt mound, the tresses of which were strangely like her 
own dark brown. 

Hermione was tempted to join them at once. But she was 
thrilled to play the spy and, besides, if she waited until Harry 
had emptied his cumbags into that ravenous red mouth, she 
figured that the dark-browned witch would be more ready to 
get sucked, in turn. 

She knew she hadn't long to wait. Harry was heaving up 
urgently from the bed and the witch's sexy mouth was 
pumping furiously on his prick. Pre-spunk was dribbling from 
his cock-knob. As her lips drew up his prick, saliva streaked 
with cock-goo washed down his stalk. 

They were nearing the creamy conclusions. Eager to see her 
boyfriend's cum spurt out, Hermione watched, trembling, 
excited by observing and getting really desperate for his act 
to end as it would be time for audience participation. Harry's 
mouth opened and she knew he was groaning. He arched 
deeply, burying his hot cock up into the unidentified witch's 
slobbering maw. 

She panted down his cock-shaft as she nursed on the knob, 
then her lips fluttered and fluted as she pushed her mouth 
down to his balls, swallowing his cock to the hilt. Her red 
lipstick streaked his stalk with greasy smears and his 
preliminary jizz frothed on her painted lips. 



Whoever that witch was, she sure knew bow to suck a prick, 
Hermione acknowledged, grudgingly. 

Hermione's own lips and tongue were working, echoing the 
actions of the dark-brown-haired bricklayer. But Hermione 
was not going to deny the witch a load of her boyfriend's 
fuck-juice as long as she got to munch her cunt, afterwards. 

Harry gasped, hovering just below the heights, his cock 
vibrating in her mouth. His piss-hole was spilling the pre¬ 
spunk out in creamy clouds, drenching her tongue. 

Nym knew he was going to shoot off at any moment and she 
yearned for that load out of her cousin's cock and balls and 
yet she was so greatly savoring, that mouthful of cock-meat 
that she wanted to prolong the ending a bit longer. 

She slowed her class blow-job motion and loosened the 
collar of her lips as they skimmed on his shaft. 

But, on the point of pumping his fuck-juice out, Harry was 
desperate to reach the peak. 

He reached down and grasped her shoulders, hauling her up 
and down, urging her to keep to the steady cum-stroking 
pace. 

His hands slid up behind her head and he pulled her face 
down on his prick. 

His hands clenched spasmodically and his fingers entwined 
in her glossy dark brown hair. 

Holding her firmly by her hair, he shoved her mouth down 
on his cock as he humped up, guiding her rhythm and 
controlling the tempo. 



His balls rolled up against her red lips and he yanked on her 
dark brown tresses frantically and as her face fell on his 
cock. 

Nym was so concentrated on what she was doing that her 
mental control on her morphed shape began to change back 
to her usual form. Flaming short pink tresses tumbled free as 
the long dark brown hair Harry was hanging on began to 
retract in her head. So he had to let go and her pink almost 
pixie like cut short hair began to take their usual shape. 

Nym didn't realize that her disguise had been penetrated. 
She took a few more slugs on her cousin's cock before she 
noticed her own hair was a lot shorter. 

Then she gasped and glanced tap at Harry's face to see how 
he was reacting to the sudden morphing right in front of 
him, right when that person was munching his cock-meat. 

But Harry didn't care. 

His eyes were closed and his head thrown back as his ass 
and hips jerked on the cum strokes. 

She pounded her mouth up and down, in rhythm with his 
hands, maintaining the rithm. She calculated that as long as 
she kept swallowing on his prick she could still keep him 
from realizing that she changed. And she wanted so much to 
fuck him in Hermione's form. She never tried that before 
with him. And if Hermione would come in suddenly, the two 
of them would sure give Harry a very hot fantasy fuck with 
twins. She could change back, but she would need a mirror 
for that. Oh, fuck it! 

She slowed the pace, prolonging the moment of discovery. 
But as soon as her head started to rise and fall at a slower 
rate than his hands, Harry groaned, shaking her head faster, 
urging her to keep up the tempo that would bring him off. 



She bobbed faster again. Preliminary goo was gushing down 
her gullet and Nym knew that she had only seconds before 
her cousin slimed her mouth. 

Then a wiched maneuver occurred to her. Holding his prick 
buried in her maw, she began to rotate her lush body, slowly 
revolving around the pivot of his cock-stalk and shifting into 
the position of inverted love... or sixtynine. Wriggling on her 
knees, her ass jerking, she spun through a half circle and 
threw one leg across his torso. 

She shoved her cunt back into his face. 

Harry began to lick and suck immediately as that wet cunt 
clamped against his mouth. 

Now the wizard was blinded and muffled in her groin and 
even should he open his eyes, he would be able to see 
nothing but her ass and cunt. 

With her kinky masquerade secured once more, Nym began 
to suck hungrily toward the conclusions on her cousin's cock 
and Harry lapped her cunt and prepared to blow his fuck- 
juice into what he still believed to be his cousin Nym's 
mouth morphed into his girlfriend. 

But, as Harry sixty-nined away in blissful ignorance, his 
girlfriend had no such delusions. 

Hermione gasped in shock when the morphing happen and 
that flaming pink hair tumbled free. Then the pink eyes 
turned to violet one. And then the face characteristics began 
to change from Hermione's into the usual Nym. Then her tits 
got a bit bigger, like she remembered. 

“Bloody hell! She really snuck in..." Hermione murmured as 
she realized that the mysterious stranger was no stranger at 



all. That it was Nym morphed into her and she was sucking 
on Harry's cock. Well, she had been morphed until earlier. 
Now she was in her usual form. She couldn't belive she 
actually did it. She said she will earlier this summer, but 
Hermione didn't belive her. 

But her shock faded instantly, replaced by flaming lances of 
raging lust. 

Watching Nym blow Harry in her Hermione metamorphed 
shape was even more exciting than seeing a supposed 
stranger sucking his prick. And, too, she had the added thrill 
of seeing Harry lapping Nym's muff. Hermione was seething, 
jealous of both ends of that reversed lovemaking... hungry 
for her boyfriend's cock and jizz and equally hot for Nym's 
cunt-cum. 

Hermione was burning with the desire to join in the frolics 
taking place on the bed and share the extremly exciting 
fruit... but for the moment her eyes held her captive. 

Nym squirmed on her cousin's face and jumped her head on 
his cock. Her face was a mask of passion, eyelashes 
fluttering, ruby red lips working lustfully on his cock-meat. 

Suddenly her mouth was full of cum. 

Harry's first squirt came abruptly, catching her without 
warning. She gasped as hot spunk hosed her throat, then 
gulped it down greedily to make room for more. 

Her lips pulled up to his knob as another jism sped from his 
pisshole, foaming over her tongue in a creamy cascade. 

Then she bobbed down again, taking him ball-deep into her 
maw as he spurted down her gorge. 



Her cousin's cum was hot and thick and scrumptious and 
Nym swallowed joyfully, pumping more out by ducking her 
head up and down and sucking steadily. 

She slammed her face down to the base of his cock-rod and 
took a foaming geyser down her throat, then drew back up 
and took another dose on her tongue. 

As she milked on his cock-head, jizz and saliva poured down 
his shaft, drenching the exterior as more came rushing up 
the inside of the meaty hose. Then she ducked down and 
sucked it back from his prick. 

No cock had ever creamed her so sweetly, nor with such 
lavish abundance. Even while Harry was still shooting off, 
filling her belly, Nym was looking forward to blowing the 
wizard again and again during this sudden visit. 

Nymphadora Tonks might have to stay for an extended visit, 
she figured and maybe fioocall at work that she was away 
for some family problems. Problems her ass. A week or two 
vacantion in the Harry Potter bedroom. 

She hoped that his girlfriend would be equally willing to 
have a guess in her bedroom. But she wasn't worried. Just a 
little mouth action on that sweet dark brown pussy would be 
enaugh to convince Hermione to not mind a guess. And of 
course, her metamorph gift and all those polyjuice potions 
she packed would become very handy for the next week... or 
two. 

Finally, Harry's cumming began to wind down. 

His prick was still spurting out spume, but now he was no 
longer shooting on every stroke of Nym's head bobbing. He 
squirted on every second stroke, then every third, as the 
pressure in his balls diminished. 



At last he stopped heaving up from the bed, although he 
continued to suck her cunt industriously, drinking her pussy- 
nectar ravenously as if his cumming had parched his loins 
and he was replenishing his fluids out of her foaming fuck- 
hole, replacing through his mouth what he had spent out of 
his cock and cumbags. 

His prick still towered up, hard and swollen. Nym kept on 
sliding her mouth up and down his cock-stalk, coaxing out a 
few last drops. Then she collared his cock-head in her lips 
and milked out the meager dregs. 

She licked his deflated balls and was delighted to find that 
they were already recharging, slowly expanding with 
another load of fuck juice. 

She was yearning for a cuntful now. 

His hands slid up her curvy flanks and cupped her by the 
wide, firm cheeks of her ass. He drew her groin down onto 
his upturned face as he drank from her cunt-gash. 

Nym suckled on his prick a bit longer, nursing the knob and 
staring down the stalk as she watched, with great 
satisfaction, his balls balloon anew. 

Then she pulled her mouth off him and straightened up, still 
on his face but kneeling upright now. She squirmed around, 
groin grinding and big tits swinging. 

Then she spotted the big mirror on the near by dresser door 
and a wicked thought passed through her kinky head. 

Gazing at her reflection, she carefully concentrated again 
and her face features began to change again in that of 
Hermione's. Then her hair again change to longer and dark 
brown. But she stopped there at changing only her head. 

She left her big heavy firm tits like they usually were. 



Hermione gazed at Nym when the metamorph change her 
hair from pink to dark brown and her face features into those 
of the younger witch, very thrilled to see Harry's creamy 
cum-juice streaking the metamorph's painted mouth. The 
bright red lipstick was smeared with milky ribbons of spunk. 

Then the gryff's eyes shifted and she watched Nym's wet 
cunt mop Harry's face. She licked her lips. Her hot mouth 
was so full of saliva that it felt as if a cock had just shot off 
into her maw. 

Hermione was longing for a load of her boyfriend's nectar 
and yearning for a load of her “twin's" milk, not knowing 
which she hungered for most. 

She was clawing at her cunt, but that caress was only 
incidental. Hermione's mouth was a lot hornier than her 
pussy, at the moment. 

She lingered in the shadows near the closed bedroom door, 
waiting to see what developed next and which creamy feast 
would become available to her... when she joined them. 

Cum and cunt-juice were equally welcome to the naughty 
gryffindor witch. 

Satisfied that her morphed was back to that of Hermione 
and her kinky game once again on, Nym squirmed on her 
cousin's face for a few more happy moments. But then she 
shifted away. His lapper was working her up toward a 
cumming and she didn't want to cream in his mouth again, 
lovely as it was. Nym wanted a cunt ful now. 

She pulled her pussy off his mouth with a slurp and 
dismounted from his head. 

Twisting around, she leaned down and kissed him on the 
lips, feeding him her tongue and tasting her own cunt-cream 



in his mouth. 


The flavor blended wonderfully with the taste of his jizz, 
combining into a succulent sauce the same sort of sauce 
that lucky naughty Hermione was soon going to get. 

Nym threw one knee across his hips and mounted Harry's 
heavily hung loins. She poised over him, just the tip of his 
rampant prick nudging into her gooey cunt-gash. 

Harry stroked her flanks and massaged her heaving tits. She 
bent down, tits swinging over his face and Harry sucked on 
her stiff nipples, nursing with far more enthusiasm than he 
had ever sucked as a hungry infant to his mother's. 

Her ass writhed as she worked her cunt-slot around on his 
bulging cock-head. Her pink pussy-lips pulled on the purple 
slab and cunt cream trickled down his stalk, dripping onto 
his cumbags like melted pearls. 

How yummy Nym's cunt-juice looked as it streamed down 
her boyfriend's long shaft, Hermione thought, desperate to 
rush on the bed and join them and yet still captivated by her 
voyeur's pleasure peeping just a bit longer. What the fuck? 
She just loved seeing her self getting her pussy truely and 
fantastically fucked. 

Nym squatted atop his cock like a flagpole sitter, balanced 
on the flaring knob. 

"Sit on my cock, cousin!" he gasped, stabbing his cock up 
urgently. 

Her lush thighs rippled with sleek sinew and Nym began to 
lower her cunt onto his prick. Inch by precious inch, she took 
him up into her fuck-box. 



Then she dropped down to the hilt. Her ass brushed against 
his balls and her cunt lips spread out like suction cups on 
the root of his cock as she took his cock-head up into the 
core of her cunt. 

She whimpered in pure rapture. Nym might have been 
stuffed so full of prick before, but she couldn't remember 
when and no cock-meat had ever filled her with such 
frenzied joy as her cousin's massive cock. She could imagine 
nothing better than being filled to the brim with his cock yet 
knew it could only get better, as they moved through the 
fucking friction and then he flooded her fuck-box with his 
slime. 

Turned on psychologically as well as physically, Nym 
moaned and her cunt began to juice at once. But it wasn't 
premature. The lewd metamorph knew that she was going to 
just keep right on creaming as long as she had her cunt 
stuffed full of her cousin's throbbing cock-meat. 

Her fuck-tunnel clamped around him, clinging and sucking 
like a hungry mouth. She squirmed on the full penetration, 
then began to ride up and down, adding hot friction to the 
sensation of being gorged. 

Harry jerked up to meet her as she descended, fucking 
straight up into her loins. Her hips rolled as she screwed her 
cunt down his cock. 

Hermione had a perfect vista. 

The naughty gryff witch could see her boyfriend's heavily 
veined cock-shaft sink in and slide out and his cumbags 
swell at the root of that soaking stalk. 

She could see her twin's cunt-lips flutter and flute on Harry's 
thick prick as she squatted down on him, her clit flaring out 



and, as the cheeks of her ass spread apart, the delicate and 
delicious looking ring of the twin's tight little shit-hole. 

But there were a few feet between them. 

Hermione couldn't bear to just stay and watch from the 
distance any longer. She stripped off the few clothes that 
she was still encumbered with and took the few steps 
needed to join them. 

When Hermione, naked and nubile and radiant with lust, 
walked from the room's shadows nearer the four poster bed, 
Nym looked over her shoulder and held her breath, 
wondering if the horny gryff witch liked seeing herself 
riding the monster cock between her twin's legs. 

Harry craned his neck up, looking flustered. “Errrr... hi, 
Mione... look who came to visit... your twin cousin..." he said 
grrinning. 

"Hi my lovely twin," chirped Hermione, feigning innocent 
belief. "Looks like you're having fun!" 

Nym just grinned. 

"Your boyfriend is lovely and..." she eyed Hermione 
speculatively and wantonly, "and you look yummy, too!" 

"Can I join you?" Hermione asked. 

Without waiting for a reply, the gryff vixen curled up at the 
foot of the bed taking a ringside seat just behind the 
identical ass like her own that fucking her boyfriend. This 
sight sure was an excitiing one... seeing her self fucking big 
time her boyfrind basilisk. 



“We sure can have lots of fun together now that I have a 
twin joining in," the gryff witch said, continuing her saucy 
pretense of innocence. 

“Ahhhhh I knew you would like my idea," Nym said. 

“That's good," Hermione replied. “But Nym is welcomed here 
anytime..." 

Nym began to ride up and down on Harry's prick again and 
Hermione moved closer to the coupling, as if drawn by the 
magnetic attraction of cunt and cock. Her nose flared as she 
breathed in the succulent fragrance of hot cock-meat and 
creaming cunt. 

Then, tongue-first, Hermione joined in. 

She spread the cheeks of her twin's ass open and started to 
work on her asshole. 

Nym jerked convulsively as the pleasure of a rimming 
tongue was added to the ecstasy of a cunt ful of thundering 
cock-meat. The fact that it happened to be the tongue of the 
person who's form she took... could only enhance the thrill. 

Hermione reamed into her twin's tight ring, whetting her 
appetite, using that shit-slot as a hors d'oeuvre before she 
moved on to the main course. 

The gri's frothy slobber ran down through the cleft of Nym's 
ass and washed into her crotch, blending with the cunt-cum 
creamily oozing out around Harry's prick, then bathing on 
down to his balls. 

“Oooooh, Nym... my asshole is yummy," Hermione purred, 
stabbing into that tasty bud. “I can't wait to eat out my own 
cunt." 



Nym shuddered. Hermione sure was a kinky witch that knew 
what pleasure was and she had such a was with dirty words. 
The thrill of it was almost making the metamorph faint with 
rapture. 

Then Hermione slid down, lapping her way through Nym's 
ass-crack, slurping and slobbering. Her radiant face turned 
down and she began to mouth her boyfriend's cumbags, 
sucking and licking as they ballooned against her lips. 

Nym slid her pussy up and down on her cousin's towering 
cock and Hermione flattened her tongue against the base, 
tonguing up cunt-cream from his stalk as it emerged. 

She dragged her tongue up along the ridge of his pulsing 
ventral vein, panting and drooling as she savored pussy- 
nectar licked off cockmeat. 

At the bottom of the stroke she lapped Harry's cumbags and 
as she slurped up to the top, she flickered her tongue 
against the folds of her twin's fuck-slot. 

Then she wedged her tongue right up into Nym's creamy 
hole, frigging it in and out alongside Harry's cock as that 
meaty wand sank in and pulled out. 

Cunt-lapping her twin was even better than Hermione had 
expected it to be, even sharing it with her boyfriend's prick 
and she was really looking forward to feasting on her twin's 
fuck-hole all by herself, once Harry had finished spunking 
into that steaming fuck-tunnel. 

Nym pounded her pussy down, dragged it up, slammed it 
down again, thrilled by the combination of her cousin's cock 
and his girlfriend's tongue. Her clit was going off steadily 
and now Harry was oozing pre-cum into her, as well. A tide 



streamed from her cunt, her milky cunt cream streaked 
through with ribbons of spunk. 

Hermione delicately flicked her tongue into the slime, 
licking the threads of cum out of the wash of pussy-nectar, 
then slurping the girl goo up, as well. 

The gryff witch was going truly suck crazy on this foaming 
twin feast. She swooped up for a brief snack on her twin's 
asshole again, rimming and reaming the trim little ring, then 
dived down into the witch's groin once more. 

Harry bridged, bouncing the bigger titted Hermione up and 
down on his driving cock. Her ass bounced off the real 
Hermione's forehead and her tits surged up. 

As his fat prick plugged her pussy to the brim, more of their 
mingled juices seeped out from the hairy socket. Hermione 
washed her face in the flowing, fragrant goo. She was sticky 
from brow to chin. Her dark brown hair was streaked with the 
stuff and she inhaled some up her nose. 

“Cum, Harry!" she wailed, sobbing with desire, eager to 
preside over their creaming. “Cum, Ny. ahhhhh..." she 
caught herself just in time. “Cream, Mione!" she corrected 
her form of address. 

Hermione was licking all around the edges of their 
passionate coupling, lapping the rim of her twin's cunt and 
slurping on her boyfriend's soaking stalk. With her hungry 
mouth adding to the thrill and the friction and the sensation, 
Nym just kept on spunking off and now Harry was soaring 
toward his own magic moment. 


He wailed like a banshee. 



His balls exploded against his girlfriend's chin and his hot 
geyser shot straight up into his cousin's fuck-box, splashing 
into her so hard that he almost blew her off the end of his 
thundering prick. 

Nym bounced on Harry's cock, shoving her fuck-box down 
onto the foaming cum geysers that were rocketing from his 
cock-head. 

His jizz filled her tunnel of love and then his cock slid in like 
a plunger, pumping the creamy spunk back out of her cunt- 
slot as he stuffed her full of cock-meat. 

Hermione lapped up the overflow. Her head was down in 
their coupled crotches and her trim little ass stuck up. If 
she'd had a tail, it would have been wagging. 

Harry's balls slowly slackened under his girlfriend's chin as, 
spurt by spurt, he drained them off into the metamorph's 
grinding fuck-hole. She pushed down, shoving her ass back 
and rubbing her clit down the length of his cock-shaft. That 
sensitive bud exploded again and more cunt-cum poured 
out to mingle with her cousin's spunk. 

His prick stopped squirting at last. The dregs of his jism 
bubbled out as Nym pushed her cunt all the way down to his 
balls and squirmed on it, working off the final spasms of her 
own cumming. 

Nym was in a state of euphoria. 

She had fulfilled her wildest fantasies, she had sucked her 
cousin off and then fucked herself silly on his prick looking 
like his girlfriend. Did she have any regrets or misgivings? 

Bloody hell, no! Now that insatiable metamorph in the 
Hermione form was eager to eat out the juicy original. 



And from the way she remembered from those three 
wonderfull weeks this summer, she knew it would be a 
mutual feast. 

She slowly drew her cunt up off Harry's cock and shifted 
from his loins. Despite his cumming, his big cock was still 
standing to attention. 

Hermione hovered over him, ready to suck the juices from 
his prick before she dove on her twin's pussy. But before her 
mouth was full, the devilish gryffindor witch couldn't resist 
the urge to play some dirty word games. “I love licking my 
self, Harry..." was what she said. 

Harry blinked, wondering vaguely what went through his 
girlfriend kinky mind. But he just enjoyed the show offered 
by the two Hermione's. 

Nym giggled slightly hearing Hermione. So... she sat back, 
her knees raised up and her thighs wide apart. Her open 
fuck-slot was spilling out cunt-cum and spunk in creamy 
streams. 

It was an inviting sight to a cunt-hungry witch and 
Hermione's eyes glowed as she gazed at that snack. But first 
she wanted to suck the residue from her boyfriend's 
succulently sauced cock. 

She took his knob into her lips and nursed, then bobbed up 
and down. Her hot tongue seemed to be absorbing the juice, 
soaking it from his cock. 

She polished his cock to a glossy luster and left it standing, 
slick with saliva, as she moved over and knelt between her 
twin's legs. 


Nym jerked her cunt up. 



Hermione gazed at it hungrily. Then she used her fingers to 
fold that slot open even wider, exposing the darker meat of 
the inner tunnel. 

Harry, who had rolled over close to them, excited by the 
prospect of watching some pussy-eating, urged his girlfriend 
on. “C'mon, Mione suck your cunt,” he coaxed. 

Hermione giggled. Her tongue was flicking out but she 
hadn't made contact yet. Nym was staring at her smugly, 
understanding very well the kick Harry and Hermione were 
getting out of this twin thing. Not to mention talking like 
that. 

Hermione ran her lapper lightly through the dark brown 
bush of Nym's curly mound that started to turn a bit lighter 
in color, becoming almost pink. 

"I never knew that I had a pink bush,” she giggled, nuzzling 
that silken pelt. 

"Oooohhh... that's a neat trick... eat it,” Harry urged her. 

Nym gazed down quizzically at the gyff witch, looking past 
the thrust of her heaving tits. 

"You change it again? Your cunt-bush is the same color as 
mine again,” Hermione said, smugly, licking lightly at the 
vee. "I guess your cunt is really turned on, huh?” she 
giggled. She looked up front the tops of her eyes, through 
fluttering lashes, grinning knowingly. 

Nym looked a bit sheepish. She sure was horny... bloody 
fucking horny. Harry took her very much on the edge of her 
concentration, and now with what Hermione was starting to 
do to her, her concentration sure was vainning. 



Hermione licked up Nym's thighs and around the creases 
where they joined her pelvis. She got her chin down on the 
bed and lapped into the crack of the curvaceous 
metamorph's ass as Nym hiked up. 

Then she shot her tongue into that's cunt-slot with a hungry 
whimper. She flailed and ladled in that creamy bowl, 
spooning out cream and cum. Her tongue whisked and 
slurped, splashing the sodden slot. 

Hermione sure liked to eat her “own" pussy. But it didn't 
matter that. When it came down to it, she just loved a tasty 
pussy, had become a devout cunt-lapper with the very first 
taste. Sucking on that cunt, Hermione tongue-fucked as 
deep up that cunt-sleeve as her tongue would reach. She 
seemed to be trying to lap Harry's spunk out of Nym's belly, 
sucking so hard that Nym thought her eyeballs might cave 
in. 

Her lips unpeeled. She nursed on the metamorph's clit as if 
it were a nipple but she was suckling out a creamer flow 
than had ever been milked from a tit. 

Harry leaned over them, moaning at the sight, watching his 
girlfriend's tongue sliding around on her twin's cunt with 
such hungry enthusiasm. His prick was hammering as he 
knelt over them, throwing a vibrating shadow on his cousin's 
belly. 

With the lower half of her face buried, Hermione gazed up at 
Nym's face. 

“Want this one or I take it, Nym?" she asked, her words 
muffled on the metamorph's cunt. 

She nodded and they all smiled although Hermione's smite 
was hidden in a hairy snack. 



“Fuck me, Harry fuck me like a bitch," she whined. 


Harry moved behind her squirming ass as Hermione knelt 
with her head down and her haunches up, wriggling around 
like a bitch in heat. 

He held her by the hips and nudged his cockhead into her 
foaming fuck-slot. He had ass fucked his girlfriend in this 
position and the prospect of cunt-fucking her was even more 
inviting. He wondered if screwing his girlfriend was as 
naughty as screwing his cousin but what did it matter? 

He inched his cock-knob in. 

Hermione's tight cunt began to suck, dragging his prick in 
inch by slow inch. He stared down, watching the thick stalk 
disappear in her coral pink pussy. 

His ass jerked and he buried his cock all the way up his 
girlfriend's fuck-box. She gasped with delight. He held it all 
stuffed up her, pumping his prick-muscles and making his 
cock pulse in her tunnel of lust. 

Hermione began to slide up and down, puffing her pussy 
through a few inches of prick. Then Harry fell into the 
rhythm with her, humping as she shoved back. 

His cock came out until only the flaring knob was lodged in 
her cunt-slot, then slid back in ball-deep. He was fucking her 
slowly and steadily, matching the pace that her churning 
haunches were dictating. 

His prick hissed in and came out, steaming, from her hot, 
suction-cup cunt. Her cunt-sleeve clung and pulled and 
sucked, milking on his cock like a mouth. 



As he pounded into her pussy, he leaned over her shoulder, 
still savoring the sight of the cunt lapping that was going on 
in his cousin's pussy. 

Hermione was in a feeding frenzy, relishing her twin's 
delicious cunt even more now that she had a cunt ful of her 
boyfriend's thundering cock. 

As Harry pumped his prick deeply into her fuck-hole, the 
gryff witch's tongue, shot out into the metamorph's cunt, as 
if his giant cock was stuffing her body so full that it was 
forcing her tongue to emerge. 

He was hammering into her to the core. Hermione almost 
expected her boyfriend's prick to come out of her mouth and 
slide on up her twin's pussy, as if he were fucking Nym 
through the conduit of Hermione's body. 

Hermione's cunt was cumming and she was drooling so 
lavishly that it felt as if her mouth was cumming, too. Her 
tongue was exploding just like her clit. 

Then Nym began to cum in Hermione's mouth. The 
metamorph's milk came gushing out, rich and creamy, 
soaking Hermione's tongue and pouring past her parted lips. 
The gryff witch gulped it down and sucked far more. 

"Yeah yeah cream me, Nym!" she wailed. 

Nym cried out, arching and bowing, squirming joyfully 
against the younger witch's face as the waves of her rapture 
came flooding across her loins. 

"Cumming, cumming!" she gasped. "Suck my cunt-cum out, 
darling drink my juices!" 



Hermione already knew that Nym was cumming because her 
mouth was filling up with creamy tides of nectar but Harry 
groaned at the news. Plus, the metamorph's pussy hair had 
bloody fucking changed to pink again. She sure had to 
remember that in the future... to tease Nym really, really 
hard about it... she devishly thought. 

He watched the steaming juice bubble out of the 
metamorph's morphing fuck-hole and into his girlfriend's 
greedy mouth, as thrilled by the sight of that depraved 
sucking as he was by the sensation of Hermione's fuck-box 
on his cock. 

He rammed in and his cumbags burst. 

A great stream of raw love juice shot into Hermione's fuck- 
hole. She squealed with ecstasy. That hot, thick jizz was 
jetting into the core of her cunt and she was gulping down 
the metamorph's cunt-cum at the same time, adoring one 
every bit as much as the other. 

Her mouth milked voraciously and her cunt sucked 
ravenously as her body filled from both ends. Harry's fuck- 
juice was sloshing around in her loins and Nym's pussy- 
nectar was bubbling in her belly. 

As she slobbered in Nym's groin, it felt as if she were spitting 
Harry's jizz out into that cunt. 

Nym drained off slowly into Hermione's mouth, coming down 
gradually from the frantic crest. The last of her cunt-cum 
dribbled out and a final fading spasm shook her. With a sigh, 
she dropped back on the bed, spread eagled, a dreamy smile 
on her lips. Plus... her hole body changed into the usual 
form... her bse form... the form that really made her look like 
a real Black. 



Hermione kept sucking greedily. 


Having the matamorph cum in her mouth was wonderful and 
it was a treat that she knew she would be able to enjoy for a 
few more days from now on... until Nym would have her fill. 
Or maybe some professor would throw her out of Hogwarts 
when they found out that she didn't belong here. Now that 
would be a sight. 

At the other end, her boyfriend was beginning to slow down. 
His cock stopped squirting. He kept on pumping it in, oozing 
out a few last slimy drops. 

Then he slumped, panting, over her ass. Hermione wriggled 
around for a few more moments, savoring the coupling to 
the end. Nym's pussy was already beginning to simmer 
again and Harry's potent prick was still tense inside her 
fuck-box. 

Soon he buried his face into his cousin's cunt, his eyes 
turned up, looking into her face. Nym gasped as he twisted 
his face against her cunt. His hands held her ass tightly as 
he pressed his face harder. Her cunt twitched and the pussy 
lips swelled, her clit protruding more than before, hard and 
pulsing with need. 

Harry's tongue darted and flicked at the tip of his cousin's 
cunt. Nym whimpered, her hips shaking. 

"Oh, Harry!" she sobbed, running one hand through his hair 
as she gazed down at him. "Ohhh, baby!" 

She pressed her cunt into his face, her thighs parting, and 
grabbed the back of Harry's head, puffing his face between 
her thighs, his lips on her pink haired cunt. Nym twisted and 
squirmed, her thighs parting farther. Harry sat on the bed. 



clinging to his cousin's flexing ass, feeling the hot cheeks. 

He opened his mouth and started sucking at her cunt. 

"Ohhhh, Harry! Oh, baby! Oh, yes!" 

Harry began leaning back, his head turned up to keep his 
mouth in his cousin's cunt. She was so juicy and hot with the 
exciting liquids seeping past his lips into his mouth. Nym 
followed her cousin as he leaned back, her knees bending. 
When Harry was lying on the bed, she was squatting above 
his face, twisting her hairy, juicy cunt at his mouth. 

Harry licked at his cousin's cunt, his tongue dipping into it, 
then swirling about her clit with wet heat. He cupped her 
ass, his palms making a sort of seat for her. Nym sat up 
straight, her shoulders back, but she was looking down at 
her cousin. She could see only his bright eyes, the rest of his 
face covered by the thick pink cunt hair. She made hissing 
sounds as he sucked her cunt, delved his tongue deeply, 
sucking her clitoris. She twisted her crotch into his face, her 
hands lifting to hold her swollen tits. 

Hermione, still on the bed, watched with young, fiery eyes, 
her knees parted. Nym saw the wetness of that sugary cunt, 
and wished Hermione would come close enough to feel it. 

Harry tongue fucked his cousin's cunt swiftly, feeling her 
asshole clenching at his chin. The scent of her pussy excited 
him, made his cock jerk. His balls were tight. 

"Oooo! Ohhhh, Harry!" Nym was gurgling, squirming her 
crotch into his face now. She pressed her steaming cunt hard 
at his open mouth, grinding shamelessly. The sensations her 
cousin's mouth and tongue created in her cunt was the best 
she had ever felt. Her pussy became drenched with wetness, 
her clitoris throbbing in a painful hardness. Ripples of 



ecstasy shot up and down her body. “Abhhh, baby, baby! 
That feels so good!” 

The erotic nature of Nym was coming to the surface again. 
So soon after she creamed and transformed to her usual 
form because she couldn't mantain her morphed form. 

"Oh, eat my cunt!” she shouted. "Eat my fucking cunt, 

Harry! Suck my pussy... tongue fuck me up my hot, wet 
cunt!” 

Hermione giggled, delighted that Nym was again boiling 
with desire. She loved watching her like this. 

"Suck my tit, baby!” Nym sobbed. "Suck my hot, wet, cunt! 
Oh, stick your tongue deep! Lick my clit... suck my snatch! 
Eat me, Harry, eat me! Suck it... suck it up! Suck my cunt 
juice!” Nym was almost shrieking with erotic ecstasy. "Drink 
my juice, baby! Drink my cunt juice!” 

Harry sucked at the pink hairy cunt hard and with greed. His 
cousin's pussy was fiery, scalding his mouth. The slippery 
fuck juices seemed to seep from her cunt in a never ending 
stream. He sucked the fuck juices from her cunt, his throat 
working as he swallowed them. The taste was driving him 
wild with desire. His face was so slippery now that his 
cousin's cunt slid around his mouth, smearing his nose, his 
chin, his cheeks. His cock felt ready to erupt in volcanic 
spurts at any second. 

"I'm about to come!” Nym screeched, digging into her tits 
harshly, her fingers tight. "Ooo, Harry, you're going to make 
me come! Fuck me, darling! Tongue fuck my cunt! Ohhh, I'm 
going to come!” 


Her cunt pound violently at his mouth. Harry had trouble 
breathing, but he held his cousin's ass, keeping her from 



smothering him. She twisted her cunt into his face with a 
fierce heat. He felt her pussy clutching at his tongue as he 
fucked in and out, gripping and flexing. There was an 
increase in the flow of her sweet cunt juices, and Harry had 
difficulty swallowing them. 

With a screech that shattered her senses, Nym came. 

Her cunt throbbed and suddenly erupted. The orgasm 
caused hot waves of rippling rapture to burn throughout her 
body. Her shapely ass writhed as she ground her cunt into 
her cousin's face. Harry thrust his tongue as fast and deep 
as he could, excited to feel his cousin's cunt gripping it as 
she came in those powerful waves. Her clit, mashed at his 
upper lip, seemed to be very, very hard, pulsating in 
orgasm. 

Nym began screaming in ecstasy, her body shaking with the 
violence of her orgasm. As the orgasm faded, she screamed 
her way into a second, then a third. 

With a howl of ecstasy, Nym fell forward, sprawling on her 
tits across the bed, her legs spread around her cousin's 
shoulders. Harry turned, lying between his cousin's legs. He 
watched her naked, sweet ass shivering, and began to lick 
and kiss at the creamy cheeks, his cousin groaning as her 
cunt went through a series of fiery, mindless contractions of 
rapture. 

Hermione and Harry were silent as the metamorph 
shuddered on the bed. 

Nym's tits were smashed flat on the bed, her ass arched and 
swelled beautifully, the asscheeks trembling. Her legs 
remained wide apart, and the pink cunt showed, glistening 
wetly. 



Harry's cock throbbed with a painful hardness, his prickhead 
intensely swollen. He was drippingvery much. His balls were 
tight, aching gently. She opened her legs, offering her cunt 
to him. 

"Fuck me, Davy," she whispered, her voice low and filled 
with eagerness. "Stick that hard cock up my cunt and fuck 
me!" 

Harry grasped his prick, squeezing as he looked at his 
girlfriend's hungry cunt. Then he looked down at his cousin's 
pussy. His need was great, but it was his cousin's turn to be 
to fucked. He really knew what his cousin's reaction would 
be if he shoved his cock up her pussy. She sure would 
scream His girlfriend wanted him to fuck her too, but he 
wanted to feel his cousin's cunt wrapped about his cock. 

"Come on, Harry!" Hermione urged, rubbing at her cunt. 
"You're so hard, and my cunt is so hot! Give it to me, love!" 

Nym, her ass trembling, heard the gryff witch. What 
Hermione was saying excited her. Talking about fucking was 
almost as exciting as actually fucking, she thought. Talking 
about fucking made her pussy wetter and hotter. Despite the 
overwhelming orgasms she had just experienced, her cunt 
was bubbling with hunger for more. She twitched her ass, 
knowing her cousin was looking between her thighs. She 
wanted to tell him he could fuck her, but she couldn't make 
herself say the words. She wiggled her ass, thinking her 
cousin would get the hint and plunge his cock up her pussy. 

But Harry seemed undecided. 

Nym knew her cousin wanted to fuck her. She knew without 
a doubt. If he would just ram his cock up her cunt and fuck 
her, that would be great. 



She squirmed her ass, arching her ass up off the bed in lewd 
offering to her cousin, hoping desperately he would 
understand. With her ass a few inches off the bed, Nym 
wiggled it, her legs apart. 

Harry watched his cousin's ass. He ran his hands over the 
smooth asscheeks, the backs of her thighs. When he felt 
between her legs, felt her cunt, Nym moaned with readiness. 

Hermione understood her boyfriend's desire to fuck his 
cousin, and, although her cunt was boiling for his cock, she 
felt she had to wait. This was Nym's turn to be fucked, she 
knew. 

Hermione used both her hands on her cunt, pulling the 
pussy lips open, squeezing them together. Harry looked at 
his girlfriend, then at his cousin. Their cunts were just alike 
now, yet different. The pink hair of his cousin's cunt excited 
him, but so did the dark brown pussy of his girlfriend. He felt 
his cousin's ass, sitting on his heels between her thighs. He 
slipped a hand between her parted legs, cupping her cunt, 
feeling the wet heat. Nym whimpered, her ass lifting higher. 
Harry slowly shoved a finger into his cousin's cunt, and Nym 
made a soft, sobbing gasp. For a moment or two, Harry 
finger fucked his cousin, watching the lips of her cunt clasp 
his finger. 

“I want to fuck you, Nym," he grunted. 

Nym gasped again. 

"I want to stick my cock in your cunt and fuck you," he said 
in a husky voice, fucking his finger in and out of her cunt. "I 
want to feel your pussy on my prick, Nym. I want to come in 
your cunt." 


Nym wiggled her ass, but said nothing. 



Harry pulled his finger out of her cunt, and moved his hands 
to her hips. Nym felt the wetness of her pussy smeared on 
her flesh. When her cousin began to gently lift her hips, she 
pulled her legs up and under. When her naked ass was in the 
air, her knees parted, Nym felt a blush of excitement creep 
across her cheeks. It was terribly erotic to her, her ass up in 
the air, naked, exposed to her cousin's burning eyes. Her 
asshole puckered, drawing inward, her cunt pulsing with wet 
heat. 

“I'm going to fuck you, Nym," Harry said. 

“Oh, Harry, please..." Nym sobbed. 

Harry didn't know if his cousin wanted his cock in her cunt 
or her ass, but her backside was in the air, and she was 
holding there. He moved his cock closer, rubbing the 
dripping prickhead up and down the back of her thigh. Nym 
felt it, a shiver of anticipation causing her ass to tremble. 

She felt his cock moving closer to her cunt. She was holding 
her breath, unable to breathe, unable to speak. 

Then she gasped. 

Harry had rubbed the head of his cock up and down the silt 
of her fiery pussy. The touch of his cock on her cunt almost 
sent Nym into another orgasm. The lips of her cunt drew 
inward, then pooched out. She felt the piss hole of his cock 
smashing at her swollen clitoris, and her ass shook. Just her 
ass; the rest of her body was frozen with erotic anticipation. 

She was breathless when she felt her cousin's cock probing 
at the fiery lips of her cunt. She felt the swollen head 
starting to penetrate, her pussy lips stretching. The head of 
his cock moved with agonizing slowness into her cunt. As 
the head moved into her, Nym gasped soft y. Her ass shook. 



and then with a wild sob, she rammed her ass back, her cunt 
sinking to the base of her cousin's cock. 


"Ohhh, Nym!" Harry grunted as the wet heat devoured his 
cock. "Oh, Nym!" 

He gripped his cousin's hips and, without another word, 
began to fuck her. His balls swung back and forth, smacking 
at her inflamed cunt. Nym squealed as his throbbing 
hardness stretched and burned at the lips of her hungry 
cunt. Each time her cousin lunged into her cunt, it drove the 
air from her lungs. Her ass, of its own accord, shook and 
twisted lewdly in the air, her asshole sucking inward as his 
cock stuffed into her greedy pussy. 

Hermione watched, her browne eyes shining with 
excitement. She had not realized how much pleasure she 
could feel, seeing her boyfriend fuck someone else. But 
watching him fucking the metamorph was so erotic, so 
deliciously exciting, her young cunt boiled as she began to 
cup and squeeze. She dug her hand into her cunt, feeling a 
tingle of pain, a delicious pain. She pinched her clitoris, 
twisting almost brutally as she watched her boyfriend's cock 
fucking in and out of the metamorph's pussy. She saw those 
cunt lips clasping his cock, saw them nibbling at Harry's 
prick. She loved doing that and seeing be done by another 
pussy around her boyfriend monster cock. 

Hermione began to fuck herself with a finger, gazing with 
glazed eyes at the metamorph and her boyfriend fucking. 
The liquid sounds of her finger caused Nym to turn her head 
and watch. Seeing the gryff finger fucking so unashamedly 
and wildly sent heat through her cunt, making her pussy 
grip her cousin's cock with tight waves. She shook her ass 
eagerly for him. 



Now that her cousin was fucking her, her lust surfaced 
again. 

“Ohhh, Harry, Harry!” she sobbed, staring between the gryff 
witch's thighs. "Oh, give it to me, baby! Ahhhh, you're so 
hard! Your cock is so hard, Harry! My cunt is burning, baby! 
Your cock is making my cunt burn! Fuck me, baby! Ooooo, 
fuck me., fuck my hot cunt!” 

Harry squeezed his cousin's hips, ramming his cock fast and 
hard into her pussy, making wet slapping sounds. His balls 
banged at her distended clitoris, sending shudders of 
ecstasy through her naked body. 

"You're so wet and hot, Nym!” he groaned. "Your cunt is so 
fucking hot! Tight, wet, hot! I'm going to fuck your cunt 
good, Nym! I'm going to fuck your hot cunt until it's raw! I'm 
going to come in your pussy fill your hot cunt up with come 
juice!” 

"Yes!” Nym groaned, straining her uplifted ass back at him. 
"Do it, Harry! Fuck me and come in me!” 

Hermione was thrashing her hot ass up and down, fucking 
her cunt onto her finger. Her big full tits were hard, her 
nipples very stiff. Her eyes blazed with erotic, voyeuristic 
delight, seeing her boyfriend's cock sliding in and out of his 
cousin's cunt. 

Nym sobbed, at first softly, then louder. She twisted her 
upraised ass wickedly, grinding onto her cousin's pounding 
cock with a frenzy of passion. The friction of Harry's cock 
almost set her cunt on fire, almost making it burst into 
flame. She could feel every throb of her cousin's cock, every 
hard ridge of it. He pulled his cock back, until just the 
prickhead was inside her pussy, then rammed deep, making 



a slapping sound as his lower stomach struck the cheeks of 
her spreading ass. 

“I want it, Harry!” Nym hissed. ”1 want your cock, baby! I 
want your hard cock fucking my cunt! Ooo, fuck the piss out 
of my hungry pussy! Fuck my twat, my snatch, my pussy, 
my cunt! Your cock is so hard, and I love it! It feels so good, 
fucking me!” 

Hermione was panting as she violently fucked herself with a 
stiff finger, her other hand smashing and squeezing at her 
pink, inflamed cunt. Her eyes were glassy, but she could still 
see her boyfriend's cock fucking in and out of Nym's cunt. 
There was a thick, white froth building up at the base of his 
cock, covering his swinging balls. Her ass churned and 
thrashed, her cunt almost exploding. 

Nym, although her own eyes were glazed, watched the gryff 
witch's finger, seeing the tight pussy suck away. Her own 
pussy was swiftly approaching orgasm. She grunted as her 
tits crushed at the carpet, her ass twisting in the air. 

"Harry! Oh, Harry!” Nym howled. "You're about to make me 
come! You're going to make me come, Harry! Harder! Please, 
fuck me harder!” 

Harry, his balls swollen and full, fucked fast and hard into his 
cousin's cunt. He was about to gush. His come juice was 
boiling inside his balls like water in a steaming kettle. 

With a scream of mindless ecstasy, Nym came. 

Her cunt clutched her cousin's cock, gripping with fiery 
waves as the contractions struck. She screamed loudly, her 
orgasm shooting through every nerve of her body. It was a 
powerful orgasm, stronger than any of the others. Her cunt 



seemed to be sucking her cousin's cock, drawing with wet 
heat. 

“I'm coming!" Nym yelled. “Ohhh, I'm coming! My cunt is on 
fire, baby! My pussy is coming! Ooooo, so fucking good! 

Give it tome, Harry! Give me your come juice! Shoot it up 
my hot cunt! Drown my cunt with your come juice! Come... 
come in me, Harry! Come in my fucking cunt!" 

With a grunt, Harry fucked his throbbing cock as deep as he 
could into his cousin's gripping, flexing cunt. His balls were 
crushed against her throbbing, spasming clitoris. 

He came. 

The jetting of his come juice splattered the walls of his 
cousin's thirsty cunt. Nym screamed in rapture as she felt 
her pussy filling with the thick juices from her cousin's balls. 
Her orgasm increased in tightness, the lips of her pussy 
squeezing the base of his cock, drawing the creamy juices 
out of his writhing balls. 

Time and again Harry's cock squirted. Each gush of his come 
juice sent his cousin into gasping ecstasy. He came so much, 
she could feel spunk seeping past the gripping lips of her 
cunt, running along the insides of her thighs, coating his 
balls. Nym screamed loudly, then began to sob softly as she 
felt his cock deflating in her cunt. 

“No," she whimpered. “I want more, Harry." 

She wiggled her ass, her pussy trying to clamp hard on his 
softening cock. 

“Please, do it again, baby! Fuck me again, darling! I want 
it... need it! Give me some more, Harry." 



But his cock slowly slipped from her cunt, being assisted by 
the squeezing motions her pussy lips made. 

His cock dropped from his cousin's cunt, and Harry sat back, 
then sprawled on the bed, his chest heaving up and down, 
drained of energy, his balls loose as they rested on his 
thighs. 

Nym held her ass in the air, twisting as she sobbed with 
erotic hunger. Her cunt seemed to bubble with fuck juices. 
She ran a hand between her thighs and rubbed the puffy, 
slightly aching cunt lips. 

Hermione had taken her finger out of her cunt now, and was 
wiping about her nipples, her eyes still blazing. She stared 
at her boyfriend's cock, seeing it gleaming with the wetness 
of Nym's cunt, and the juice of his balls. She panted as she 
stared. 

With a squeal, she jumped up and moved quickly to her 
boyfriend. She dropped to her knees, and leaned over his 
cock and balls. Nym turned, watching with surprise. 

Hermione began smearing her face into her boyfriend's 
crotch, rubbing her mouth, her chin and cheeks, into the 
wetness of his balls and cock. Nym's eyes bulged as she 
turned and watched the gryffs at it. 

Hermione's pink tongue darted from her mouth and licked 
along her boyfriend's balls, tasting the still-hot juices. Nym 
gasped when she saw the gryff witch open her mouth, and 
suck her boyfriend's cock into it. 

“Go at it, Hermione," Harry said in softness, still breathing 
hard. “Suck it off, Hermione." 



Hermione lifted her mouth off her boyfriend's cock, grinning 
wickedly at Nym. “I love to suck his cock, Nym," she said, 
and dove onto Harry's cock again, taking it all between her 
lips. Nym watched the gryff witch suck up on Harry's cock. 

"That looks good," Nym whispered. "That looks so very good, 
Hermione." 

Leaning closer, Nym watched the gryff witch sucking Harry's 
cock. His prick was swelling again and Hermione's lips 
began to stretch. Soon, Hermione mouth so much fuller with 
her boyfriend's cock. Grinning, Nym moved her hand to the 
base of her cousin's prick. She squeezed it in her fingers, 
feeling the gryff witch's lips brushing them. 

"Does it taste good, Hermione?" Nym whispered. 

"Mmmmm," Hermione murmured, not taking her mouth off 
Harry's cock. 

"Does it taste hot and hard, honey?" 

Now Hermione sucked off her boyfriend's cock. Her eyes 
were hot as she looked at Nym. "Taste his cock, Nym," she 
said. "Take it in your mouth; you'll see why I love to suck it." 

Nym gazed at her cousin's cock. It was very hard again, and 
his balls were still glistening with the juices of her cunt. 
Hermione cupped Harry's balls, squeezing them gently. 

"Go on, Nym," she urged. "His cock fills your mouth and it 
throbs on your tongue and it's so hot and hard. It makes my 
lips tingle. Go on, Nym, suck it!" 

Nym lowered her face, breathing deeply. There was a nice 
scent coming from her cousin's cock, a scent of hotness, of 
cunt there. She hovered her lips above his prickhead, and 



stuck her tongue out. She touched the head of her cousin's 
cock with the tip. 

Nym almost came. 

With a cry, she wrapped her tongue about the smooth head 
of her cousin's cock, her excitement boiling with the feel, 
the taste. She licked wickedly, then kissed his piss hole. 
When she lifted her face, her eyes were glazed with erotic 
pleasure. 

“See, Nym?" Hermione giggled. “I told you, didn't I?" 

Nym nodded, clinging to her cousin's cock with a tight fist, 
making the prickhead bulge, his piss hole flare open. 

Expertly, Nym lowered her face to his balls. Hermione held 
them in her palm, and Nym flicked her tongue at them. She 
tasted the juices of her cunt, and something in her mind 
seemed to explode. 

With a cry, Nym jerked her face up, and gobbled at her 
cousin's cock with a fury. She raced her tight, hot lips up and 
down, sucking with frantic hunger. She whimpered and 
moaned as she sucked, her lips going to the base, the wiry 
hair there tickling her sensitive lips. She felt the swollen 
head of his cock at her throat and mindlessly tried to 
swallow his prick. 

Hermione giggled. “Good, Nym?" 

“Mmmmmm!'' Hermione pressed her head between her 
boyfriend's thighs, staring at Nym sucking so hungrily on his 
cock. She shoved her mouth to his balls, her fiery wet 
tongue licking them. Nym's cheek brushed her forehead as 
her face bobbed up and down. 



“Suck my balls, Mione!” Harry panted. “Suck my fucking 
balls! Oh, Nym... fuck my cock with your mouth! Suck it off, 
Nym! Suck me off... suck my hard cock off!" 

Hermione eagerly pulled her boyfriend's balls into her 
mouth, sucking and licking greedily, her brown eyes 
smoldering as she watched Nym suck his hard cock. 

Nym sucked with a frenzy, her cunt fiery and hot, dripping 
again. The taste of her cousin's cock seemed to transmit 
such intense ecstasy from her stretching lips to her cunt, she 
knew she would come again, come powerfully, just by 
sucking her cousin's cock off. 

She sucked with wet sounds, growling deep in her throat. 

She tasted the seeping wetness that bubbled from his piss 
hole, and it drove her insane with cock sucking pleasure. Her 
lips raced up and down the hardness, burning and tingling, 
her cunt starting to flex, to contract, her clitoris intense and 
tight. She didn't see the gryff witch sucking Harry's balls; 
her eyes were squeezed shut as she savored her first taste of 
hot, hard cock. 

“Nym, you're going to get a mouthful!" Harry yelped. “I'm 
going to come in yourfucking mouth, Nym! I'm going to 
choke you with come juice! Suck me, suck my cock! I'm 
about to come, Nym!" 

Nym heard her cousin, but she didn't mind. She wanted to 
taste his creamy come juice. She wanted to know what it 
was like to have his cock gushing into her mouth, coating 
her tongue. Her cunt flared, and she was about to come, too. 

Harry, with a grunt, went stiff. 

His cock exploded, right into his cousin's mouth. 



Nym whimpered as her mouth filled with the boiling, creamy 
juices of his balls. She swallowed hungrily, feeling his come 
juice burn down her throat. 

Then her cunt went wild, contracting with tight orgasm after 
orgasm. She made wet sounds as she swallowed the 
spurting come juice, her lips sucking with greedy ecstasy. 
She drew up on his spewing cock, holding the head between 
her lips, her tongue licking at his piss hole as he spurted. 
Then she sucked his cock deep into her mouth, feeling him 
come in the back of her throat. 

When her cousin finished, she was reluctant to take her 
mouth off. She held him, feeling his cock softening in her 
mouth. When his prick was fully soft, she turned loose. 

“Ohhh, that was so good!” she whispered... 

It was some time later. Nym felt good. Really good. She lay 
on the bed with her creamy tits loudly exposed, and she had 
her long, enticing legs wide apart. She stretched luxuriously, 
smiling with flashing eyes at her cousin and his girlfriend. 

Harry had fucked her, fucked her beautifully, and her cunt 
still felt tingly. She had sucked his cock off, tasted his come 
juice in her mouth, burning down her throat. She had loved 
it, and wanted more. 

This was what her burning need was all about. It was what 
her inner being had demanded for weeks now. She knew, 
without any doubts now, that she could not live without 
such erotic activity. After all those three beautiful weeks this 
summer she felt exhausted. A week later like she was flying. 
A month later just good. Then just smug, needie. Until this 
Monday when the frustration took. Never again would she 
try to suppress those delicious, wicked, erotic urges. Well, 
what she could say. She just needed to make Harry more 



frequent visits... like at least every two or three weeks. And 
Harry and Hermione would always help her... and maybe 
Fleur? or Lily? 

She writhed her naked ass against the bed, squeezing her 
tits without shame. Her nipples bulged between her fingers 
as Harry and Hermione watched. Their eyes were bright, 
shining with pleasure, grinning at her. She shoved a hand 
down her body, over her bunched dress, and rubbed the tip 
along the side of her clitoris. A shiver rippled through her 
creamy, smooth flesh... 


Chapter 47 - Tom Riddle 

The rain had held off until Harry and his mother were just 
over half way to the Potters' Cabin near Godric's Hollow. But 
when it struck, it came down with a vengeance. It came 
down in buckets and they were both soaked to the bone 
minutes after the downpour began. 

There was no where to escape. They couldn't hide from it. 
They had to go on. They sloshed mud and goo that was 
sometimes knee deep as they slowly made their way up the 
mountain trail. 

“Merlin, Mom, why couldn't we just portkey here... or 
apparate... or floo... or at least take our wands with us... I 
hate getting soaked..." 

“Because honey... you need it for your Muggle Studies essay 
on spending sometime in the nature with out a wand..." 


“I already did spent a few days the muggle way this 
summer... or you forgot?" 




'That was then... this is now... beside... spending another 
weekend with out magic is just to make sure you get it 
right... don't you think?" 

"I'm not complaining... but did we had to get soaked?" 

"Not really... but what can I do? Is almost the end of 
October... and you know how unpredictable the weather is 
this time of the year... I sure never planed on this..." 

"We could floo... or apparate... or portkey... or use a 
broomstick to fly... the five miles hike to this cabin through 
rain is fucking annoying..." 

"You know I hate flying..." 

"So does Hermione... but she still gets on my broomstick..." 
"Which one?" 

"The right one..." 

"You cheeky bastard..." 

And another mile passed. 

"By the way, Mom, how did you convinced McGonagall to let 
me go for the weekend... is the middle of the first 
semester?" 

"Never told her... I just kidnapped you..." 

"What?" 

"Relax, honey... Nym is on the job..." 


"I should have known she had morphed into Hermione again 
when she told me to meet her in the Shrieking Shack... and 



then I find you there...” 


"You sure got yourself a kinky cousin...” 

"Yeah... I do... is Hermione part of this?” 

"No... but she'll soon find out...” 

"I can't wait to hear that story... and Dad?” 

"Ohh... don't worry about him... he is in Hong Kong since 
Wednesday... won't be back until next Friday...” 

"And you decided to kidnap me so I could get soaked?” 

"No... I wanted to have some fun with my son and to be 
away from magic for a weekend...” 

"But we had to get soaked?” 

"If you want... we could always go back to our cottage in 
Godric's Hollow and get our wands...” 

"Nah... don't have to...” Harry said when he spotted the 
cabin, just when it seemed like they would never make it. 

"Finally, the cabin,” Harry groaned, stopping for a moment 
in the pouring rain. "I didn''t think we were going to ever get 
here.” 

"I don't think I've ever seen it rain so hard,” his mother, Lily 
panted, rain streaming down her face. "I can't wait to get 
into something dry.” 

Clumping up the steps and onto the porch, Harry flopped 
down and untied his mud-encrusted boots while his mother 
unlocked the door. 



“I'll get a fire going," he told her, stepping around her as she 
pulled her boots off, “and you can go ahead and get into 
some dry clothes before you freeze to death." 

“Aren't you a Darling," she shivered, her teeth chattering 
loudly. 

Slipping his backpack off, Harry set it by the door and 
headed for the fireplace leaving a trail of muddy water 
behind him. 

“Boy, am I glad Dad and I put some wood inside the last time 
we were up here," he said, hearing his mother's boots clump 
to the floor, “or we would be up the river with the proverbial 
paddle." 

“You've got that right," she shivered, stepping inside and 
closing the door behind her. “I'm freezing." 

“Hurry up and get into some dry clothes," he told her as he 
built the fire. 

Putting some paper and kindling in a pile just as he had 
been taught by his father when he was little, he lit it the 
muggle way. The paper and small pieces of kindling quickly 
burst into flames. Then he added several larger logs to the 
pile and stepped back to admire his handy work. As he 
watched the fire grow in strength, he peeled his sopping 
shirt off and pitched it over on the hearth. The warmth from 
the fire felt good on his skin as he stood warming his hands. 

Then he heard his mother coming out of the bathroom. 

“I'm afraid that all my clothes are drenched," she 
complained walking back into the room with a big, white 
towel wrapped around her. 



“I guess that you'll just have to excuse my appearance until 
I can dry something else to wear." 


"Hopefully that won't take too long," he grinned at her 
pointing to the fire, "I have a fire going." 

"You'd better get out of your wet clothes, too," she smiled at 
him, walking up beside him and warming her hands by the 
fire, "we don't want you catching a cold either." 

"Gladly," he said, picking up his backpack and trudging into 
the bathroom. 

As cold and dreary as it was, he never wondered where he 
would sleep as he skinned off his saturated clothes. They 
both knew why they came here, and him sleeping on the 
couch by the fire, where he usually slept when he and his 
parents came here before, was a sure yes. But he wont sleep 
alone like before when his parents slept on the bed in the 
other room! 

Searching through his pack, he found that all of his clothes 
were soaking wet too. Shivering, he grabbed a towel. Drying 
himself off with it, he tossed it aside and grabbed another 
towel. Wrapping it around his waist, he picked up his pack 
and left the bathroom. 

"It looks like we are both in the same boat," he laughed, 
strolling back to the fireplace, "Nothing in my pack is dry 
either." 

"I think you were right," his mother said smugly as she 
spread her clothes out in front of the fireplace to dry, "I don't 
think we are going to do much outside the way it is raining." 

"Never crossed my mind..." he laughed, "... it was to cold 
anyway." 



“At least we will eat well," his mother grinned, walking over 
to the cabinet. “I stocked up on food the last time we were 
up here." 

“More likely you sent Diddi here last night to stock up... but I 
still got to get soaked..." he complained, spreading his 
clothes out in front of the fire. 

“Well... maybe that too... and I wanted to worm you up..." 
she grinned, rummaging through the cabinet, "... anyway... 
what would you like tonight to eat?" 

Spreading out the last of his clothes, he turned around to 
see his mother searching through the cabinet. As she bent 
over, her towel rode up her thigh baring her long, lovely legs 
all the way up the very bottom of her butt. His mom sure 
had beautifully toned legs, he thought as he stared at them. 
They were athletic and curved at just the right places. No 
way skinny. Just perfect, he thought, admiring the swell of 
her well-developed calves. Must be all the walking and 
exercising she did. Just then, she bent over a little farther 
and suddenly he found himself staring at the protruding lips 
of her pussy, beautifully exposed between her inner thighs. 

Merlin, he thought, she is already starting. 

He was unable to tear his eyes away from her exposed 
femininity as he felt a searing flash of excitement tear 
through his penis. 

Her pussy was beautiful. His mouth fell open as he openly 
gawked at the captivating gash of pink flesh peeking out at 
him from between her lovely thighs. 

Then she stood up. Tearing his eyes away from her, he was 
able to escape detection as she turned toward him. 



“Well, did the cat get your tongue?" she asked him. 


“Uh, oh, uh," he stuttered, his face turning beet red, “Uh, I 
don't care, uh, surprise me." 

“What is wrong with you?" she asked him innocently, 
looking down at herself. “Am I embarrassing you being 
dressed this way?" 

“UH, I don't know," he muttered, not trying to hide at all the 
bulge that had suddenly formed under his towel. 

“Okay, if you won't tell me what you want, why don't you 
get us a glass of wine while I throw something together," she 
told him, turning back to the pantry. 

“Yeah, sure," he replied, stumbling over to the other pantry 
where the wine was kept. 

He opened a bottle of wine and poured himself a glass. 

While his mother wasn't looking, he quickly downed it. Then 
he filled both glasses. 

“Here," he said, handing his mother her glass as he held the 
bottle a bit off the hump under his towel. 

“Thank you," she smiled at him taking a sip of the wine, her 
eyes not missing a thing. “Very good choice." 

Harry bumbled back over to the fireplace, setting the bottle 
on the table as he went. Squatting in front of the fire, he 
picked up a log about as thick as his wrist. He was just about 
to put it on the fire when their privacy was suddenly 
interrupted by a jarring knock at the front door. 

“What in th...," he blurted out, jumping in fright. 



“Someone is at the door," his mother said, a look of 
apprehension spreading over her face. 

“Do you want me to answer it?" he asked her. 

“I guess so, but be careful," she cautioned him. 

Walking over to the door, he laid the log on the table by the 
couch. Creeping up to the door, he turned and looked at his 
mother. Then shrugging his shoulders, he slowly opened the 
door a crack. 

He couldn't believe his eyes. There was a man in his fifties or 
sixties standing on the porch pointing a huge pistol at him. 

In the instant it took for him to react and try to slam the 
door, the man shoved his foot in the crack keeping the door 
from closing. 

“What's going on?" his mother shouted from across the 
room. 

“Man, gun," was all Harry could grunt as he struggled to 
close the door. 

“That's not very neighborly of you, my lad," the man 
laughed coldly as he slowly forced the door open, still 
pointing the gun at Harry. “Not very neighborly at all." 

“What, what do you want?" Harry asked, seeing that it was 
futile to try and stop the man. 

Harry stepped back from the door and let the drenched 
stranger step inside. 

“Just a place in out of the rain, laddie," the invader smiled 
evilly, jerking the gun and motioning for Harry to step 



farther away from him. “That's not too much to ask on a 
horrid night like tonight is it?" 

Harry didn't answer him as he watched the man's eyes 
sweep all the way around the room before returning and 
stopping on Harry's mother, Lily. 

“Well, well," the man said, “what kind of party do we have 
going on here?" 

“What, what do you mean?" she asked, her face reddening. 

“It looks like the little lady has invited her young lover up to 
the mountains for a little hanky-panky," he leered, slowly 
easing his sopping coat back off his shoulders and letting it 
plop to the floor. 

“How rude," Lily spit out. “How dare you come into our cabin 
and accuse us of such a thing. This is my son and just who 
the hell are you?" 

“My name's not important, but you can call me Tom, if you 
need a name," he smirked, motioning Harry away from the 
fire. “I just jumped to the obvious conclusion what with both 
of you running around half naked." 

“All of our clothes got wet when we hiked up here this 
evening," she explained futility. 

“Hey, Lady, you don't have to make excuses to me," he said, 
“it doesn't make any difference to me one way or the other." 

Grinning lewdly, he turned and keeping an eye on them, 
clumped over to the fire. As he stood in front of the fire 
warming his hands, the only sound was that of the wood 
snapping and crackling as it burned. Then he spoke again. 



“You, boy, go get me one of those towels like you and your 
mom are wearing," he ordered Harry. 

Harry frowned, but turned and started for the bathroom. 
Maybe the man would leave if he had some dry clothes. 
Then just before he stepped into the bathroom, Harry heard 
the man speak again. 

“While you're in there, close the door and don't come out 
until I tell you." 

“No. No. I won't leave you alone with my mom." 

“Do it boy. Do it now. Do it before my finger gets tired and 
one of you gets shot," he growled angrily, purposefully 
pointing the gun at Lily to make his point. 

“Harry," his mother said softly, “do as he says. Please." 

“But Mom," Harry started to continue his protest, but 
stopped when he saw the look on his mother's face. 

“He won't do anything to me." 

“You listen to your mother, Harry," the stranger laughed 
coldly. 

“You better not do anything," Harry threatened uselessly as 
he stepped inside the bathroom and closed the door behind 
him. 

The instant the door was closed, the man quickly laid the 
gun on the table where he could quickly scoop it up should 
Lily make a dash for it. 

“You'll have to pardon my rudeness," he muttered, his teeth 
starting to chatter, “but, I'm about to freeze to death." 



Then, as Lily watched on in disbelief, he started to undress. 
Within moments, he stood before her as naked as a jaybird. 

Her face blazing with embarrassment, she quickly turned 
away. 

“What's wrong," the intruder chortled, picking up the bottle 
of wine on the table and taking a long, deep pull on it, 

"don't you like my laddie boy?" 

"Merlin," she mumbled, facing away from him, "how crude." 

"Haven't had any complaints about him in the past," the 
man smirked, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. 

"Maybe, I'll let you play with him later," he cackled, "maybe 
that will change your mind." 

"Hey, Boy, bring me that towel," the man shouted, picking 
up the gun again. 

Harry stepped out of the bathroom and stopped. He couldn't 
believe his eyes. The man was standing in front of his 
mother without a stitch of clothes on. Harry's face reddened 
with anger and shame. Despite his anger, he knew there was 
nothing he could do to stop the man. 

"Bring the damn towel over here, boy," the man 
commanded, motioning at him with the gun. 

Suddenly, the gravity of their predicament dawned on Harry. 
They were trapped in their cabin with a deranged psychotic. 

Would he do unspeakable things to them and then kill 
them? 



Harry broke out in a cold sweat as he slowly trudged over 
and handed the towel to the man. 

“That's more like it, laddie," the man smirked wrapping the 
towel around his waist as he kept the gun pointed at Harry. 
“Now why don't you get us another bottle of wine and we 
can have a real party." 

As the stranger spoke, Harry saw his mother look tentatively 
over her shoulder. Seeing that the stranger had covered 
himself, she turned and faced them. As Harry looked to her 
for guidance, she nodded her head. Harry walked over to the 
pantry and opened it. 

“What do you want with us?" Lily asked the man as Harry 
pulled out another bottle of wine and opened it. 

“Well," the man paused, leering at her spitefully, “I have a 
couple of ideas to get us started and after that, we'll just 
have to play it by ear, or prick I guess would be more 
appropro." 

“Oh Merlin, what, what do you mean?" she gasped. 

“Well, lady, why don't the both of you come over here by the 
couch and get nice and cozy while I explain the rules of 
engagement," he grinned lewdly, stepping back away from 
the couch. 

Harry and his mother looked at each other helplessly. Seeing 
no escape, they both shuffled over to the couch like two 
prisoners being led to the gallows. 

“Set the bottle down right here," the man said pointing to 
the endtable. 



Harry felt a growing sense of doom and helplessness inside 
his chest as he set the bottle down as he had been told. 

Then he slowly back away from the table. 

“Mom, why don't you have a seat on the couch here," the 
man told Lily. 

She hesitated for a couple of moments and then slowly sat 
down. She tried to keep her long, curvaceous legs together 
so that the stranger wouldn't know that she was naked 
under the towel. 

“Okay," the man grinned perversely, picking up the bottle 
and taking another long pull on it, “Now, Harry, I want you to 
take your towel off so your mom and I can see your laddie 
boy." 

“WHAT?" Harry sputtered, unable to believe what he had 
just heard. 

“You heard me," the man growled, “take your damned towel 
off." 

“Bloody hell. No," Harry sputtered. 

Then he heard the click of the gun being cocked. 

“Okay, okay," he groaned, turning away from his mother so 
she wouldn't be forced to watch him uncover his manhood. 

His whole body turned bright red from embarrassment as he 
slowly untied the towel and let it slip to the floor. 

“Damn, Harry, that is one big snake you've got hanging 
there," the stranger laughed, looking down at Harry's 
dangling cock. 



Harry had never been so humiliated. His whole body turned 
beet red as he stood facing the man. What was the crazed 
mad-man going to do now? Waiting, Harry's mind feverishly 
sought a way to extract them from the devilish dilemma 
they found themselves in. 

“Show your snake to your mom, lad," the intruder ordered 
him, laughing harshly at Harry's humiliation. 

Harry had never felt such hate. There was a rage growing 
inside of him that would soon be uncontrollable. He didn't 
move, hoping that the man wouldn't make him face his 
mother like this. 

“Come on. Mom," the man leered, taking another swig off 
the wine, letting some of it spill down his chest, “tell your 
boy to turn around so you can take a look at his laddie." 

Neither of them reacted to the man's leering threat. 

“Turn around, Harry, or I just might have to shoot it off," the 
stranger snapped, pointing the gun down at Harry's 
dangling manhood. 

Realizing that defiance might end in bloodshed or worse, 
Harry knew he had no other choice. 

“I'm sorry. Mom," he whined as he slowly turned and faced 
her. 

They were only three or four feet apart as he looked down at 
her. She had her eyes closed. 

“Open up those pretty greenes of yours. Mommy," the 
intruder ordered her. 



Ever so slowly, she opened her eyes, looking up away from 
her son's exposed masculinity. Their eyes met for a moment. 
Then to Harry's amazement and shock, he watched as her 
eyes quickly flicked down to his drooping masculinity. Harry 
nearly died as her eyes widened momentarily then swept 
back up to his face. Harry couldn't decipher the look on his 
mother's face, but he could see that she was blushing, too. 

“Quite a hanger your boy has there, don't you think?" the 
stranger chuckled. 

Neither Harry nor his mother spoke, not knowing what was 
coming next. 

“Answer me," the man commanded, “don't you think your 
boy has quite a cock?" 

“Uh, uh. Yes," she finally said so softly Harry could barely 
hear her, “he has a lovely penis." 

“It is so lovely. I'll bet that you would love to suck on it," the 
stranger laughed, mimicking her as his face twisted into a 
devilish scowl. . 

“Please. Oh, Please," she groaned fearfully, “don't make us 
do that. Please. I'll do anything you say, but please don't 
make us do that." 

When Harry had heard what the man said, he had suddenly 
felt a jolt of wicked excitement tear through his body. 

He couldn't believe what he had heard. The man wanted his 
mother to suck Harry's cock. Harry wasn't able to control the 
primitive excitement that was quickly evident as his cock 
began to swell and grow. While a part of his mind found 
having his cock sucked by his mother in front of another 
person disgusting, another part of his mind found it 



exhilarating wicked. But what would happen to them after 
they had done as he told them? Would he kill the both of 
them? 

For a few moments, the only sound was the fire, snapping 
and popping. Harry suddenly realized that the man and his 
mother were both staring at his cock. Looking down, he saw 
that his cock was already starting to lift up away from his 
dangling balls. 

“Merlin, NO, don't let this happen to me," he prayed to 
himself. 

But he could only curse his own frailty as his cock continued 
to swell and harden, lifting its huge purple head higher and 
higher. 

No one said a word until his cock was finally ripe and hard. 
He had always been proud of his giant penis, but now he 
hated the arrogant column of rock hard meat that jutted out 
of his groin. To add injury to insult, it bounced up and down 
in time with his heartbeat as it pointed directly at his 
mother. 

“It would seem that your son doesn't seem to agree with you 
on this subject," the man cackled insanely, pointing down at 
Harry's thick, hard cock, “I think that he wants his mother to 
suck him." 

“Harry, how could you?" his mother complained, looking up 
at him. 

“Mom, I'm sorry," he blubbered, “I couldn't stop it, it just 
happened." 


“Hey, now that Harry's showed us what he has and got his 
cocker charged and ready," the man chortled, taking 



another swig of the wine, “You show us what you have 
Mom." 

“NO, Please. Please don't make me do this," she begged the 
intruder, “Please, not in front of my son." 

“Come on. Mom," the man leered, dropping his towel to 
reveal his own half hardened cock, “I'll show you mine and 
you show me yours." 

“Oh, Merlin, Please," she pleaded desperately. 

“Quit fooling around and take it off," the man ordered her 
brusquely, pointing the gun at Harry's head, “or POW." 

Sobbing helplessly, she slowly untied the knot and let her 
towel drop to the couch. 

“WOW," the man exclaimed, almost dropping the gun as he 
stared down at her beautiful breasts. 

She self-consciously tried to cover her nudity, but there was 
just too much to cover. 

“Move your arms," he ordered her, " I want to see all of you." 

Harry couldn't stop himself from peeking down at his 
mother. He felt his mouth go dry and his cock twitch 
wickedly as his eyes glazed over. She was even more 
beautiful than he remembered. His mind was torn between 
excitement and the situation they were in. He sure liked her 
perfection. Her breasts were magnificent. They were 
perfectly formed. They were big and beautiful. Not too big, 
just right. They had to be 38 or 40Ds, his mind thought 
dementedly, as he watched her pendant melons wiggle and 
jiggle seductively. They were full and heavy. They wiggled 
ponderously as they drooped down beautifully. 



Harry's mind was in chaos. He didn't know what was going 
to happen to them, but he couldn't take his eyes off his 
mother. He cursed the man for subjecting his mother to such 
humiliation, but down deep inside, he was happy that they 
were in this situasion. Not only that, he found himself 
wanting his mother more then he wanted her since they 
started their secret affairs. He hated the man for being 
there, but, for the moment, what could he do? He wanted to 
do everything to her, but not in front of this stranger. He was 
afraid that he was loosing his sanity and felt on the edge of 
loosing all control when suddenly he was brought back to 
reality by the man shouting at him. 

“Hey, Boy, Wake up." 

Drunkenly, Harry tried to clear his head of the perversions 
that had filled it. 

“What, what, what do you want?" he muttered inanely as his 
eyes cleared. 

“I think your mother has changed her mind," the man 
smirked at Harry, “I think she wants to suck your big snake 
after all. So take it over to her." 

Shaking his head to clear the confusion, he looked down at 
his mother. He had never seen anyone look so helpless. Then 
he saw her nod her head up and down ever so slightly. He 
couldn't stop the jolt of excitement that tore through his 
cock making it jump and down wickedly. He nearly died of 
shame when he heard the man laughing at him. 

“Mom..." he sobbed. 


“I know," she whispered, slowly reaching out for him, 
beckoning him to come to her. 



Frightfully, he took a couple of steps toward her. Now he 
stood facing her. His hot, heavy, throbbing cock evilly 
danced up and down in front of her face. 

Holding his breath in anticipation, he watched with 
depraved excitement as she slowly bent forward and gently 
kissed the big purple head of his cock. He nearly lost it. It 
felt like he had stuck his cock into an electric socket. His 
whole body tingled as the thrill of her touching his cock 
exploded in his brain. Then he had to use every last ounce of 
his will power to keep from cumming as his mother opened 
her mouth and slowly sucked the bloated head of his cock 
into her mouth. 

"OH, BLOODY FUCKING HELL, MOM," he groaned as he felt 
her tongue tickle the delicate underside of his quivering 
cockhead. 

Harry almost went into shock as his mother slowly sucked 
more and more of his giant cock into her mouth. His heart 
was pounding so wildly, he felt like it would burst at any 
moment as he watched his mother's soft, full lips encircling 
his thick prod. Slowly her ruby red lips engulfed more and 
more of his thick, hard penis. At last, he felt his engorged 
cockhead nudge up against the back of her throat. Even as 
his head reeled with depraved excitement, his mother held 
him in her mouth. Lovingly, gently, she sucked on his penis. 
Then she began to suck harder as her tongue flicked around 
his pulsating man-cock. Harry knew he couldn't keep the 
river of burning cum damned up inside his aching balls 
much longer as he felt her sucking on him. 

Then, she slowly eased her head back away from him, letting 
his spit covered prick slither out of her mouth. Afraid she 
was going to quit sucking on him, Harry was elated when 
she stopped with the great purple cockhead still inside her 



mouth. Suddenly another spasm of depraved excitement 
tore into his brain as he felt her take his dangling balls in 
her hand. Then she began to gently squeeze and fondle 
them as she sucked him back into her mouth. As he watched 
on in ecstatic, she began to move her head back and forth, 
stroking his jutting maleness with long, deep, slurping 
sucks. She hungrily devoured his cock as it loudly slid in and 
out of her mouth. Harry's whole essence was now centered 
on his mother's lips and the wicked delight they were 
bringing him. 

Then his hips began to involuntarily move back and forth in 
reverse rhythm with her head. Every time her head went 
back so did his hips, then when she sucked him back into 
her mouth, he thrust his cock deeper into her hot, sucking 
mouth. Unable to stop himself, he drove his cock into her 
mouth deeper with every stroke. Still, she didn't stop. If 
anything, she sucked harder as he fucked her face. Out of 
control, Harry shuddered as he felt the pool of molten cum in 
his balls begin to boil and bubble as it sought release. The 
eminent eruption grew nearer and nearer as his mother's 
mouth bobbed back and forth on his cock. 

All at once, a great lancing shock of pleasure shot out from 
his balls. Feeling them explode, he grabbed hold of his 
mother's head and held onto it as he savagely fucked her 
face. 

"OHHHHHCANTSTOPCUMMINGMOM!" he blathered out as 
his cock erupted inside her mouth. 

He was very pleased when she continued to suck and pull at 
his erupting penis. She didn't even flinch as she took the 
first gusher of his thick, hot cream. Swallowing it eagerly, 
she waited for more. Even after the first giant gusher, she 
continued to pull and suck on him. As she did, his cock 



jerked again and spurted out another thick stream of his rich 
semen into her mouth. She hungrily swallowed it too. Again 
and again, his cock bucked and spewed gush after gush of 
potent, hot cum into her mouth, but she took all he could 
give without complaint. It was as if she was trying to suck 
his body dry. 

At last his cock finally stopped shooting off and slowly 
began to shrivel and shrink back down to some semblance 
of normalcy. Harry felt so drained and exhausted, he could 
barely stand as his mother slowly let his retreating manhood 
slither out of her mouth. As it flopped out of her mouth, he 
stumbled back. Then he nearly fainted as she looked up at 
him. Staring into his eyes, she slowly ran her tongue around 
her full, red lips, lapping up the small amount of cum, his 
cum, that had escaped during her torrid suck. 

As he had stumbled backwards, he would have fallen on his 
butt if he hadn't slumped against the table. Exhausted, he 
leaned against the table and looked over at their tormentor. 
The man had the bottle of wine turned up and was draining 
it. Harry couldn't help noticing that the man's big cock was 
almost fully erect. Fearful of what would come next, Harry 
watched the man set the bottle down. Then, with a sense of 
arrogance, Harry realized that his cock was longer than the 
man's. At least a couple of inches longer, and thicker too, he 
smugly thought. 

"That was quite a show," the man said, the alcohol 
beginning to influence his speech, "but now it is time for the 
really big show, huh. Mom." 

"I don't think I've seen any Mom give better head," he 
chuckled as he lurched around the table toward them. "I 
can't wait to get those big, soft lips of yours wrapped around 
my old snake." 



Harry felt his stomach heave with disgust as he realized 
what the man was going to make his mother do. 

“Just watch, boy," the man leered, waving the gun at Harry 
for emphasis, “and I'll give you a few pointers for the nuxt 
time your dear old Mom sucks on you." 

Harry looked on with disgust and hate as the man shoved 
his thick, bobbing prick into Lily's face. 

She had no choice. She quickly opened her mouth. Then 
leaning forward, she sucked the man's disgusting cock into 
her mouth. 

Harry had never felt such rage. He wanted to strangle the 
man as he watched his mother's mouth bob up and down on 
the stranger's gross penis. Strangely, not only did he feel 
hatred, but there also a strong element of jealousy 
intertwined with the hate. Only moments before his mother 
had been sucking his cock and that was acceptable, but now 
the stranger had taken her from him. And he had to get rid 
of the stranger. But how. The man had a gun. Then as the 
man's eyes closed for a moment, Harry glance quickly 
around the table. 

There it was. The answer. The log that he had set down when 
the stranger knock on the door was only an inch from his 
hand. Slowly, as his mother continued to suck on the 
stranger, Harry moved his hand toward the log. His fingers 
brushed against it. He could feel the rough bark against his 
knuckles as his senses became more acute. If only, he could 
get hold of it. Well, there was the wandless magic he could 
do... but could he lift the log? He hadn't lifted anything that 
big and heavy... 

Watching the man's movements growing more and more 
erratic, Harry realized that the man was getting more and 



more excited. Waiting for his chance, Harry saw the man's 
eyes narrow and his legs begin to strain and tense. The 
moment was almost at hand. As the man grew more and 
more distracted, Harry quickly wrapped his fingers around 
the log. Now all he had to do was wait for the opening. 

It came almost quicker than he expected. 

"OHSHITIMCUMMMINNNNNG," the stranger gasped as he 
thrust his hips forward driving his entire cock down into 
Lily's throat. 

Harry heard his mother gag and saw the man squint his eyes 
as his hips jerked back and forth wildly. It was all the 
opening Harry needed as he brought the log all the way up 
from the table hitting the man in the back of the head with 
all his strength... plus all the magical wandless strength he 
infused in the log. 

“THOMP" went the log as it smashed into the back of the 
man's head. 

Then everything began to move in slow motion as Harry 
watched the man's body stiffen for a second and then begin 
to fall. Like a broken doll, the man toppled backwards, 
pulling his cock out of Lily's mouth. As his cock flew out of 
Lily's mouth, it sprayed her face and breasts with its 
malignant load. Like some obscene cannon, the man's cock 
continued to spew and spurt even after he had slumped to 
the floor. 

As the man fell, Harry dove for the gun. Grabbing hold of the 
gun, Harry was surprised at how easily the gun slipped from 
the stranger's lifeless fingers. Grinning jubilantly, Harry held 
the gun thrust up in the air. 



“Now who's the big man, you bastard," Harry growled at the 
man's unmoving body as he kicked him in the ribs. 

The man didn't respond to the kick. 

“Are you okay. Mom?" Harry asked, poking the gun into the 
man's ribs but still getting no reaction. 

“Yes, uh, yes, uh, I think so," she mumbled shaking her 
head, “Oh, Merlin, Thank You Harry. I think you just saved 
our lives." 

“Here, hold this on him while I get some rope and tie him 
up," Harry told her, handing her the gun, “and shoot the 
bastard if he so much as twitches a muscle." 

“Okay, I think I can do that," she said coldly, “maybe I'll do it 
even if he doesn't move." 

“Good," Harry grinned crazily, the heat of battle still thick in 
his blood. 

Harry couldn't help glancing down at his mother's beautiful 
breasts as he jumped up and started across the room. 
Strangely, neither of them was worried about their nudity, 
he thought as he brought the rope back to the stranger. 

The man looked dead, but Harry found a pulse when he 
lifted the man's arms up. It was a weak, thready pulse, but a 
pulse nonetheless. Too bad for the intruder, but he should 
have thought of that before he busted in on them. Even if 
they wanted to get him to the hospital, there was no way 
they could make it down the mountain at night in this rain. 
And at the moment, Harry was in no mood to coddle the man 
anyway. 



Harry quickly trussed the stranger up. When he was 
finished, he took him by the arms and drug him slowly 
across the room and into the bedroom. Pulling him onto the 
big rug by the bed, he looked around the room to see if 
there was anything the man could use for a weapon should 
he wake up. He didn't see anything so he rolled the man up 
in the rug. Standing up, he stared down at the man, not 
believing how much he hated this man. It was like a hate 
bigger then just something worldly... something much 
bigger... 

Shaking his head in disgust, he left the room. He quickly 
grabbed a chair and drug it up to the door. Wedging it under 
the knob, he secured the room. Shaking the chair, he was 
finally satisfied that the man couldn't escape. 

Strolling back into the main room, Harry stopped at the 
pantry and pulled out another bottle of wine. Opening it, he 
picked up two glasses and headed for the couch where his 
mother still sat. As he walked up, he saw that she hadn't 
moved. She still sat on the couch with the gun resting in her 
lap. She made no effort to cover herself as he walked up. He 
was naked, too, but for some reason, it didn't seem to matter 
all that much after what they had just been through. 

His mother didn't even seem to notice he had returned as 
she sat staring into the fire. He filled the glasses with wine 
and sat down beside her. 

“Here, mom," he said, holding the glass out to her, “Let's 
drink to our victory." 

“What, uh, what," she stiffened, offhandedly taking the 
glass of wine, “what did you say?" 

“I said let's drink to our victory'," he repeated himself, 
tapping her glass with his, “we beat the bastard." 



“Oh, I guess we did," she smiled weakly as she took a sip of 
the wine, “At least you did." 

“I couldn't have done it without your help," Harry said, 
regretting what he had said before the words were out of his 
mouth. 

“I sure did," she murmured, taking another sip of wine as 
one lone tear slowly ran down her cheek. 

Harry didn't know what to do. He watched her as she slowly 
sipped her wine and stared into the fire. He was still 
captivated by her beauty. 

Then, almost as if she was coming out of a fog, she turned 
toward him and slowly ran her eyes up and down his body. 

Harry was abruptly torn between pride and shame as his 
cock slowly began to stiffen and grow considering the 
circumstances. 

To his enjoyment, her eyes lingered on his developing 
erection for several seconds, making it grow even faster. 

“You're still naked," she finally said slowly and distinctly. 

Then she looked down at herself. 

“And so am I," she added. 

“After all we've been through, clothes don't seem to be as 
important as they were before," he mumbled apologetically, 
“but if it bothers you. I'll put on a towel." 

“Huh, what," she said, making a half-hearted attempt to 
cover her breasts with her arm, “I'm so tired, I don't know 
what to think." 



“Hop up for a minute/' he smiled at her, wrapping his towel 
around his waist, “and I'll make the bed for you so you can 
take a nap while I make us something to eat." 

“Okay," she smiled at him as she slowly got to her feet. 

Harry stood mesmerized by her beauty unable to keep from 
gawking at her breasts as she rose from the couch. 

“I think I'll clean up first," she grinned, emptying her glass 
of wine and dropping her arms down to reveal her wondrous 
breasts to him once again. 

Then with a furtive smile, she turned and walked over to the 
bathroom. 

Harry followed her with his eyes drinking in the loveliness of 
her delectable backside. He couldn't explain the feelings 
that were boiling inside his head. Desire, guilt, wonder, 
lechery, shame, and need were all tumbling about getting 
intertwined and mutating. 

The thoughts had taken their toll and by the time his mother 
returned, the front of the towel he was ballooning out 
obscenely. Underneath the towel, his hard, jutting cock 
throbbed with incestuous desire. He was delighted to see 
that she was still naked as she slowly ambled up to where he 
stood, her breasts wiggling enchantingly. 

“There," he said, stepping back and sweeping his arms over 
the bed in pantomime, “Slumber awaits M'lady." 

“I hope so," she smiled at him, her eyes quickly flitting down 
to the conspicuous bulge under the towel, “but it is obvious 
that sleeping isn't paramount in your thought." 



“Uh, I'm sorry, Mom," he apologized, trying to cover the 
giant lump with his hand, "I just can't stop it." 

"It's okay," she smiled sleepily, leaning over and giving him 
a soft kiss on the cheek. 

Bending over to get into the bed, her hand brushed up 
against his obvious erection causing it to jump and jerk 
underneath the material. 

"I'm sorry. Mother, there's nothing I can do to stop it," he 
futilly explained. 

"After all..." she murmured, closing her eyes, "... that's why 
we came here for... but after what happened... my thoughts 
are just not there..." 

"No problem...some other time then..." he smiled. 

"Unh-huh," she mumbled sleepily, "some other time." 

The rain continued to hammer down on the cabin roof as 
Harry watched his mother crawl under the covers. Reaching 
down, he tucked her in. 

As she closed her eyes, he stood staring down at her for 
several minutes. Finally, he tiptoed over to the cabinet and 
prepared them a snack. After that, he went over to the 
window. It was already dark outside. What a day it had been. 
It would be a day that he could never forget. 

Smiling to himself, he got out the lanterns and lit them. 
Carrying a lantern with him, he went into the back room to 
check on their prisoner. Stopping outside the door, he 
listened for a few moments then opened the door. The man 
hadn't moved, so Harry closed the door and repositioned the 
chair... 



...Outside, the rain was still coming down in sheets as the 
wind slammed against the cabin. The gods were enraged 
and were unleashing their fury on the little cabin. With 
storm raging outside, Harry felt like he and his mother were 
cut off from the world. Harry felt a strange detachment as he 
faced new passions that had been born on this tempestuous 
day. The almost deafening sound of the rain beating down 
on the roof made rational thought almost impossible. The 
sound, so loud and invasive seemed to permeate his very 
soul driving him a little crazy. His irrational mood wasn't 
helped by the bottle of wine he had consumed while his 
mother slept. 

Glancing down at his watch, he saw that it was already nine 
o'clock and his mother hadn't moved since she had fallen 
asleep. 

Weaving slightly, Harry went to check on the stranger for 
the second time. The man hadn't moved either, but was still 
breathing. 

"Boy, I must have really conked the bastard good," he 
laughed drunkenly as he left the room. 

Walking unsteadily, he returned to the fireplace. Looking 
over at the couch, he saw that his mother was still sleeping. 
Standing with his back to the fire, he stood warming himself 
as he watched his mother sleep. She was lying on her back 
and the swell of her big, round breasts jutted up beautifully 
under the thin sheet. As he watched the slow rise and fall of 
her breasts, the image of her sucking on his cock came 
floating back into his mind. This was at least the hundredth 
time he had replayed the scene in his mind. In fact, he had 
walked around all night with an incredible hard on just 
thinking about it. 



Now the overpowering sound of the rain, the craving in his 
groin were driving him crazy with desire. He knew that 
underneath the thin sheet, she was naked. That sheet and 
the thin veneer of decency were the only things protecting 
her from the burning hunger in his heart. 

He had never felt this way before. But then his mother had 
never sucked him off either in front of a stranger. When he 
had cum in her mouth, it had tripped a circuit breaker in his 
brain. Now he could think of nothing else but having sex 
with her. He sure wanted to fuck her good... better then all 
the times before... combined. 

His cock, swollen and hard, throbbed painfully underneath 
the towel wrapped around his waist. It felt like he had a 
quidditch beater bat sticking out of his belly as he watched 
her sleep. She had been sleeping for an hour now. While she 
had slept, the fires of desire grew higher and hotter in him. 

Finally, he could take it no longer. With trembling fingers, he 
untied his towel and let it drop to the floor. Now facing his 
mother, he took his huge, painfully swollen manhood in his 
hand and slowly stroked it. 

Running his hand up and down the massive pillar of meat, 
he knew that he ought to go ahead and cum. That would be 
the only way to douse the fiery rage in his belly. As he 
stroked himself harder and harder, he felt the eruption 
gathering in his balls. Giving his cock one final stroke, he 
stopped. His whole body was tottering on the brink of 
ejaculation, but he wanted her too badly to spill his seed on 
the floor. He had to plant it deep inside the garden where 
she had given him life sixteen years ago. 

Then he heard his mother moan softly and turn in her sleep. 
As she did, the sheet covering her slipped down exposing 



one of her mountainous breasts. His cock abruptly stood at 
attention as he stared down at the big pink melon with its 
rose-colored cap. 

Then something inside of him snapped. There was no way he 
could stop himself now. Taking a deep, shuddering breath, 
he stole over to the couch. As he did, his aching cock jutted 
out defiantly eager for conquest. 

As his knees nudged up against the couch, he paused for a 
moment. He knew that if he got under the covers with her, 
there would be no stopping him. She said she wasn't in the 
mood... but maybe she will be once he started. 

He couldn't stop. His brain was now mush and the primitive 
reflexes of his body had taken over. There was now no way to 
stop the royal fuck he was going to give his mother. 

He slowly reached down and timidly lifted the sheet up. His 
cock angrily jumped with excitement as he stared down at 
her naked body. She was so beautiful. He felt his knees 
buckle and he nearly fell as he drank in her beauty. 

Finally, after several moments, he was able to move again. 
Inching his knee up on the couch, he ever so slowly slipped 
under the sheet and lay down beside her. Lying there, barely 
breathing, he waited to see if she would wake up. 

When she didn't move after several moments, he ever so 
slowly inched nearer and nearer to her. At last, he was lying 
so close, he could feel the heat emanating from her body. 
Pausing with his heart in his throat and his cock throbbing 
painfully, he reached out and touched her arm. 

Her skin was hot and soft. Soft as a baby's skin. He could 
now smell the clean, fresh fragrance of soap. There was 
something about the smell that made him feel all warm and 



happy. The scent must have dredged up some long forgotten 
memories of his childhood. Maybe he remembered it from 
the time he used to nurse her big, soft tits. Whatever it was, 
it made him feel good inside. 

She still didn't move as he caressed her arm with his fingers. 

He gently scooted over and snuggled up against her warm 
softness. 

“Ummmnnnnnnn," she sighed. 

After waiting for a few moments to see if she would wake up, 
he slowly moved his hand down off her arm and over onto 
the swollen softness of her breast. Pausing for a few seconds 
again, he began to explore the smooth roundness of her 
breast until his fingers found a soft, protruding nipple. He 
felt his dick lurch with excitement as he gently pulled at the 
soft, little knot of flesh. His mind, awash in hormones, took 
delight as he delicately rubbed his mother's soft, springy 
nipple between his finger and thumb. Slowly, it began to 
harden. Feeling it respond to his touch, he began to knead it 
with more enthusiasm It grew harder and harder. He couldn't 
believe it. His mother's nipple was getting hard. She must be 
feeling something, he reasoned. 

His mother sure was getting excited because her nipple was 
very hard now. Growing bolder by the moment, he slowly 
opened his hand and began to fondle and massage her 
whole breast. 

When she didn't move to stop him, he took it as approval. 
Cuddling up closer to her, he cautiously mashed his 
throbbing cock up against her hot, soft thigh. Rocking his 
hips back and forth slowly, he stroked himself against her 
leg as his hand brazenly explored her breasts. His hand soon 
found the other nipple. He found it was swollen and puffy. 



Relishing the feel of her big, rubbery nipple, he teased and 
toyed with it for a few moments. 

“Ummmmmmmffllllllsggoooooddddd,'' his mother softly 
sighed as he played with her breasts. 

Her voice had initially startled him and he had jerked his 
hand away. But, when he heard what she said, he quickly 
returned his hand to her breast. Gently squeezing and 
fondling the soft, resilient mounds of gelatinous flesh, he 
wondered what his next step should be. 

Then a jolt of electricity tore through his cock as he felt his 
mother's soft, warm fingers brush over it. Then his mother 
slowly rolled over to face him. Suddenly, her mouth found 
his. As their lips ground together, her tongue dove inside his 
mouth at the same instance her hand wrapped itself around 
his throbbing penis. He almost came as she impaled him 
with her tongue and her hand began to move up and down 
on his cock as he hungrily kissed her. As their tongues 
twisted and entwined, she made soft, whimpering sounds. 
Then he felt the soft, furry mound of her pussy grind against 
his leg. 

They kissed, long and hard. As they kissed, they pressed 
their bodies together violently. Finally, after what seemed 
like hours, they finally broke for breath. 

“Make Love to me, baby. Make love to Mommy," she panted, 
quickly disentangling herself from him and rolling over onto 
her back. “Make what he made us do part of something 
loving between us," she groaned spreading her long, lovely 
legs and clawing at him. 

Throwing the covers off, Harry feverishly scrambled to his 
hands and knees. Clambering up between his mother's 



outstretched legs, he found himself towering above her, 
staring down at his throbbing, dancing cock. 

“Oh, Merlin," he gasped as he felt her hand grab his cock 
and tug it down toward her womanhood. 

Feverishly, she guided the jutting monstrosity down toward 
the wet, gaping core of her femininity. 

Dipping his hips, he felt her hurriedly rub the head of his 
giant cock up and down the weeping furrow of her pussy. 

She was so wet, his cockhead was quickly covered with a 
coating of her hot, bubbly pussy juice. Then, pulling harder 
on his cock, she frantically fitted the great, swollen 
penishead into the fiery socket of her cunt. 

Then he was inside her. He couldn't believe how hot and wet 
it was inside of her cunt. He had never felt such hellish heat 
inside her. Her fiery, clutching cunt was so hot, it felt like his 
penis was being blistered. 

He had never felt such wicked pleasure. He was so overcome 
with passion, he almost passed out as he pushed his huge 
penis deeper into her hot, sucking pit. All at once, it was 
buried inside of her all the way up to its hairy hilt. She had 
taken every last millimeter of his nine inch monster without 
a complaint. 

“Oh, Fuck," he grunted as he ground his belly against hers. 

“OH, Harry, you're so Fucking big," she grunted as she 
pressed her pussy up against him, “So Fucking big." 

He lay atop of her for several long moments luxuriating in 
the feel of her hot, tight pussy clinging to his throbbing 
cock. Her pussy was so tight and wet and hot and clenching. 
It was all he could do to keep from cumming right there. 



Then the magnitude of their coupling struck him. 


HE WAS FUCKING HIS MOTHER. His loving, caring, beautiful 
mother. He was fucking the woman who had carried him in 
her belly. This woman who had nurtured him while he was in 
her body. He was fucking his mother who had created him 
and brought him into this world. Now he had returned to 
that sacred place in her body. He had reentered her 
hallowed garden. She was letting him plow the inviolable 
core of her motherhood. She had invited him to posses her. 
She had taken him inside of her willingly. It was just too 
much for his brain to accept and it shorted out. 

As his cerebral functions shut down, his body took over. 
Abruptly, his hips rocketed into motion. He couldn't stop 
himself as he began to pound his cock in and out of her like 
a demon. 

Then after several moments, his brain began to function 
again. He entered another plane. He wanted to fuck his 
mother so hard that they became one. He wanted to make 
love to her in such a way, their spirits would meld together 
and be the same. Crying tears of love and affection, Harry 
hammered his cock into the deep, hot wetness of her 
womanhood violently. He drove his cock into her so deep 
and powerfully, it knocked the breath out of her. 

Then as he felt her gasping for breath, she began to quiver 
and shake. Then with a gasp, she started breathing again 
and her cunt clenched down around his cock so tight, he 
couldn't move. Then with a lurch, his mother began to twitch 
and shake under him. 

"Oh, FUCK, Oh, FUCK, Yes, Harry, Oh, Yes, Harry, Cumming," 
she gurgled as her pussy held onto his prick tightly, 
imprisoning it deep inside of her spasming cunt. 



That was all he could take. Suddenly, his gigantic weapon 
recoiled and exploded inside her cunt. The first massive 
eruption of his thick, boiling cum immediately filled her 
sucking cunt to the point of overflowing. Then as he held 
himself thrust deep into her, his massive cannon fired again 
and again sending more and more fiery jellied bullets into 
his mother's saturated pussy. He lost count of the times his 
body was overwhelm by the most intense pleasure he had 
ever experienced. At last, his cock spurted its last wad of 
cum into her. As he regained sanity, he could feel his 
expended cum oozing out of his mother's battered cunt, 
coating his dangling balls with its sticky hotness. 

As he felt his mother's body melt underneath him, it still 
took several more moments for her powerful cuntal muscles 
to relax. 

Once he felt the muscles of her cunt begin to relax and 
release their death-hold on his cock, he began to slide his 
monstrous ramrod in and out of her drenched cunt again. 

“Oh, Merlin, Is my Harry going to make love to Mommy 
again?" she murmured, meeting his thrusts with her own. 

“Yes, Mommy," he growled, picking up the pace and sliding 
his hot meat into her faster and faster, “Harry is going to 
make love to Mommy all night long and make her forget all 
about this afternoon." 

“Oh, Harry, you are such a good son," she laughed softly, 
reaching up and pulling him down to her. 

Holding his face between her hands, she kissed him long 
and hard. 


He stopped fucking her as he returned the kiss. 



After several moments, she finally broke the kiss and slid her 
hands down his back to his ass. Suddenly, she grabbed hold 
of his ass, roughly digging her fingernails into his skin. 

“Make love to me then, Harry, hard and deep, all night long," 
she growled digging her long sharp nails into his ass harder. 

“All night long," she repeated as she lifted her legs up and 
wrapped them around his waist. 

“FUCK YOUR MOTHER ALL NIGHT LONG," she urged him, 
digging her heels into his ass. 

Harry quickly complied with her request and began to pound 
into her cunt unmercifully. 

They fucked and fucked, their pubic bones pounding 
together every time their bodies met in the incestuous 
marriage they formed. He could hear his mother squeal and 
moan every time his bloated cock plumbed the depths of 
her cunt. 

In and out his cock sawed, his mother's tender pussy-hole 
squishing audibly as it sucked hungrily on his huge, young 
prick. 

An hour went by, but their bodies still crashed together like 
two animals fighting for supremacy. As they fucked, he felt 
the waves of several orgasms sweep over her, making her 
shake and writhe under him. Every time she climaxed, her 
cunt clenched down around her son's massive penis sending 
forth thick streams of cunt juice and cum gushing out onto 
the couch. 

She must have felt the pistoning urgency of her son's 
pounding hips as he fucked her when finally after an hour 
and a half of pure, ball bashing fucking, Harry's hips 



slammed down on her and he began to cum in long, hard 
squirts. As he shoved his cock down deep inside of her, she 
felt it shoot fountains of cum into her. 

Harry grunted and groaned as he kept his huge penis buried 
deep inside of her letting it empty creamy load after load 
into her. Finally, it jerked and sent the last large gob of cum 
spewing out into her cunt. 

Rolling off his mother, Harry tried to catch his breath. 

“Merlin, Harry," his mother panted as she tried to catch her 
breath, too. "I've never been fucked like that before. Never, 
ever." 

"Did you like it?" he grinned reaching for the bottle of wine. 

He refilled their glasses and handed hers to her as he waited 
for her to answer. 

"It was breathtaking," she finally sighed, quickly downing 
the glass of wine, "but a little frightening, too." 

"Frightening?" he asked her, refilling her glass. 

"Yes, frightening," she repeated herself, downing another 
glass of wine. 

"How?" he asked. 

"After what happened... to do this so soon," she frowned 
slightly, pausing before she continued. 

"You find that scary?" he asked. 

"Just a little," she laughed nervously. 



“Why? We came here for this... that bastard just interrupted 
us..." 

“Your right, darling..." she said softly, slowly running her 
finger down his chest, over his stomach to his dormant 
penis. “But nobody must find out that we were here now... 
later on I must obliviate him..." 

“You're right there...he is still breathing in the bedroom... 
last time I checked... I can go tomorrow to the cottage and 
get our wands and you can make him forget..." he agreed, 
softly caressing the soft, satiny skin of her thigh. “But... right 
now... I just want to make love to you... again!" 

“Again? So soon?" she asked, looking down in surprise as his 
cock struggled to raise its big, bloated head once again. 

“You said you wanted me to fuck you all night long," he told 
her glancing down at his watch, “and it is only midnight." 

“All night long," she said softly, “Fuck me all night long. My 
son wants to fuck me all night long." 

“We still have six or seven hours before it gets light," he 
smiled, taking the empty glasses and setting them on the 
floor by the couch. 

“All night long," she whispered, slowly rolling over on her 
back and spreading her legs, “yes, Harry, fuck me all night 
long. Fuck your mom all night long." 

Harry rolled over between her outstretched legs. Reaching 
down, he quickly guided the swollen purple head of his cock 
down and fitted it into the meaty opening between his 
mother's legs. Then with one quick thrust, he buried himself 
into her all the way to the hilt. 



“Oh, Fuck, Yes," his mother hissed, “Fuck me with that 
monster of yours. Fuck me all night long." 

Outside it rained and inside it fucked. All night long. 

They fucked with long, slow strokes. They fucked with Harry 
on top pounding his cock down into her furiously until they 
both came. They fucked with Harry on his knees behind her, 
doggy style as he used her big, pendant breasts to pull her 
back onto his slashing cock. They fucked with his mother 
riding his towering Goliath. They even fucked with Harry 
lying on his back and his mother lying on his stomach being 
pierced from below. Only stopping occasionally to catch 
their breath and take a drink of wine every once in a while, 
they fucked all night long. 

As they fucked a frothy foam of churned semen and love 
juice covered both of them from the waist down. Still they 
fucked. 

“Fuck, Mom, Gumming again," Harry belched out for the 
fourth time. 

“Good boy, Harry," she groaned, tightening her cunt down 
around his jerking cock, “fill Mommy's cunt up one more 
time." 

After six times, his battered and bruised cock was only 
capable of a couple of little jerks spewing only a spoonful or 
two of thin, watery cum into her... followed in the next 
second of the long needed sleep... 


Chapter 48 - Aftermath 

Harry slowly opened his eyes. It took him a few moments to 
remember where he was as he looked at the clock over the 




refrigerator. It was passed midday. Where had the day gone? 


He wracked his brain trying to remember. Suddenly, with a 
shock, it all came roaring back into his brain. 

“Could it have been a dream or had it really happened?" he 
asked himself. 

Just then he caught the fragrance of his mother's perfume, 
erotic and mysterious floating in the air. Breathing in deeply, 
he savored its smell. He loved the smell of her perfume. 

Then he gradually became aware of the heavy scent musk in 
the air. The smell of sex was so strong, it almost masked his 
mother's perfume. The air in the room reeked with it. 

He suddenly became aware of his mother sleeping beside 
him. He could feel the heat from her body and sense the 
rhythmic rise and fall of the sheets with every breath she 
took. But that didn't really mean anything. She could have 
gotten cold during the night and came in to be next to the 
fire. How would he know? 

Finally, his mind began to work again. What was she 
wearing? Did she have her pajamas on? That would be the 
key. He knew that he was naked, but he always slept in the 
nude, so that didn't mean anything. 

He had to find out what she wore underneath the thin sheet 
that covered her. Was she wearing anything, or was she 
naked. Just the thought of her lying next to him naked sent a 
spasm of excitement tearing through his cock. He had to 
know. 

Timidly, he ever so carefully reached down and slowly lifted 
the sheet that covered them both. Then taking a deep 
breath, he peered under it. 



MERLIN, HIS MOTHER WAS NAKED. So it hadn't been a 
dream. He felt another jolt of excitement spark through his 
cock as he realized that It must have really happened. He 
reran the whole erotic episode through his mind. 

It had really happened. He had actually fucked his mother at 
the cabin they have near Godric's Hollow. Feeling his prick 
rapidly begin to harden, he ran his hand down to it. He 
found it covered with dried secretions of their love-making. 
Merlin, but he had fucked the shit out of his mother. Just like 
he remembered. 

Suddenly he felt a deep, overwhelming tenderness toward 
her as he stared at her lovely face. She was a beautiful witch 
and he lusted for her so much. His heart was so full of lust 
for her, it ached. 

Feeling overwhelmed by his lust for her, he knew that what 
he felt for her was much more than just lust... more like love. 
He still loved her as his mother, but for some time now there 
was more. He loved her as a lover, too. And now, even after 
making love to her all night long, he found himself wanting 
her again. 

As his cock continued to tingle and grow, he slowly peeled 
the sheet down off her body. He still thought her breasts 
were the most beautiful breasts he had ever seen. He 
adoringly watched them as they rose and fell with each 
breath she took. He was tempted to take one of the big, 
bulging nipples in his mouth, but knew that he had other 
things to do first. That could come later. 

Begrudgingly, he gently rolled out of bed. Standing up, he 
saw that his cock was already half hard again. Smiling with 
smugness, he walked over to the window and looked out. 

The skies were gradually clearing. While dark and 



foreboding clouds were still whipping across the sky, there 
was an occasional glimpse of blue sky through them. The 
rain had tapered off dramatically. There was now only an 
intermittent spattering of rain as the heavier clouds went 
overhead. It looked like the rains were over, but the trail 
down the mountain would probably still be impassable. 

He stood watching the clouds float by for a few moments, 
then he turned and plodded back to the room where he had 
imprisoned the stranger. Opening the door, he saw that the 
man still hadn't moved. Bending over him, Harry reached 
down to feel for a pulse. The instant he touched the man, he 
jerked his hand back in shock. He knew there was no reason 
to check for a pulse. The man's skin was cold to the touch 
and rigor mortis had set in. He was obviously dead. 

Harry broke out in a cold sweat as he stood looking down at 
the corpse. 

Oh, Shit, what have I done? Will I have to go to jail for killing 
him? It had been self-defense, hadn't it? Oh, Merlin, I hope 
that they believe me. 

Stumbling back out of the room, he closed the door and 
locked it. Why had he locked the door? It was fairly obvious 
that the man wasn't going anywhere. 

"Are you all right?" he heard his mother call from the couch 
as he reeled out of the room. 

"Uh, uh. Yeah, uh, sure," he stammered, "uh, gotta use the 
bathroom." 


Rushing into the bathroom, he closed the door and tried to 
gather his thoughts. 



What could he do? It was patently clear that there wasn't 
much he could do for the cadaver in the back room. He had 
already done all he could for the stranger. He had helped 
him find his maker. 

Would he have to go to jail for killing the man? It was self- 
defense wasn't it? Kind of, anyway. Hell, they hadn't asked 
the man to come into their cabin. He had just burst in and 
taken over. He had brought it all on himself. 

Well, it was all water under the bridge now. What would 
come, would come. 

Splashing his face with cold water, he looked into the mirror. 
His eyes were immediately drawn down to his groin where 
his cock now dangled down lifelessly. The shock of seeing 
the dead man had momentarily deflated his love sword. He 
also saw that his groin was still covered with dry semen. 

With a sudden sense of shame, he quickly stepped into the 
shower to wash away the evidence of his transgression. As 
he showered, the shock of finding the man dead began to 
wane. Obscene thoughts of what he and his mother had 
done were already filling his mind again. 

Drying off, he threw the towel on the hamper and started for 
the door. As he started to turn the doorknob, he realized that 
he was about to brazenly walk out into the presence of his 
mother without a stitch of clothes on. Well... is not like he 
hadn't done that before? But still... 

Quickly wrapping a towel around his waist, he opened the 
door and walked out of the bathroom. 

"What's wrong, you sounded upset?" his mother asked him. 

Looking over to where she sat, he saw that she was making 
no attempt to cover her herself as she sat on the couch 



smiling at him. The sheet they had slept under had fallen 
down and was draped across her legs. 

A tiny spark of excitement shot through his cock as his eyes 
quickly dipped down to her big, beautiful breasts. 

“Did I do something wrong last night?" she asked him. 

"Oh, No, NO," he blurted out, "Last night was was 
unbelievable." 

"Well, what is wrong?" she yawned, stretching and sending 
her breasts into a spasm of jiggling and wiggling. 

"Uh, the man," he started to say. 

"What is wrong with him?" his mother interrupted, "Is he 
okay?" 

"I don't think so," Harry said, walking over to the couch. 

"Do I need to look at him?" she asked him, sliding her long, 
tanned legs out from under the covers, "I took a course in 
first aid once, even though I think it is more than he 
deserves." 

"Well," he hesitated, "unless you know how to bring him 
back from the dead, you would be wasting your time." 

"WHAT?" she gasped, her face turning as white as the sheet 
draped over her thighs. 

"He's dead," Harry said emphatically. 

"Dead?" 

"I'm afraid so. Gone to meet his maker. Dead. Beyond help. 
However you want to say it." 



“Oh, My Goodness," 


Harry sat down by his mother and took her hands in his. 
They sat this way for several minutes staring into each 
other's eyes. Neither of them spoke until at last, Harry 
squeezed her hand. 

“There was nothing we could do to keep him alive," 

“I guess not," she shivered, “but it is spooky having a dead 
man in the back room." 

“Well," he smiled at her, “at least he won't be bothering us 
any more. Now we are all alone." 

“Yes, I suppose we are," she said, “all alone." 

“I'm sorry that he died," she said softly, “but we didn't do 
anything wrong." 

“That's right," he agreed, unable to stop from looking down 
at her breasts as they quivered and shook erotically. 

“He brought it on himself," she said softly. 

“Right," he agreed again. 

“Well, to hell with him," she said, venom creeping into her 
voice, “I'm not going to let what he did ruin my life." 

“I agree," Harry smiled mischievously, brazenly looking 
down at his mother's exposed breasts once again. 

“Oh," his mother laughed softly when she saw him staring at 
her breasts, “and why is it that you have my love-toy 
covered up?" 



“I didn't want to seem to obvious," he said, blushing slightly, 
"in case you were having second thoughts about what we 
had done." 

"The only second thoughts I'm having is about having 
seconds," she smiled, standing up and looking down at him. 

"You mean that you don't feel bad about what we did?" 

"Should I?" she asked, turning and heading for the 
bathroom, "I'll be right back. Make us a snack and we can 
talk about it." 

His eyes were automatically drawn down to her round, 
perfectly proportioned ass as it wiggled and jiggled 
seductively with each step she took. 

As his eyes followed her, he was surprised when she stopped 
at the door of the bathroom. 

Smiling proudly, she looked back over her shoulder at him. 

"You like?" she laughed softly, tossing her hair and stepping 
into the bathroom. 

This couldn't be happening. His mother was treating him as 
an equal. A lover. A friend. It was inconceivable, he thought 
as he watched her disappear into the bathroom. 

This woman was his mother. The woman who had; wiped his 
ass when he shit in his pants, made him clean his room; 
made him eat his veggies; made him do all those distastful 
things that mothers make kids do. Yes, she was this same 
mother, but now she was also something different. She 
wasn't just his mother. She was treating him as a man, and a 
lover, not some foolish child. 



He had expected her to show some remorse or anguish for 
what they had done, but she didn't. Not one iota. Maybe she 
was hiding it for his sake, but he didn't think so. She didn't 
usually hide her feelings. 

Listening, he heard the shower come on. Picturing her 
standing under the water, letting it run down her beautiful 
body, he got up. His cock was now fully inflated and 
standing at attention as he hurriedly prepared them a 
hearty snack and opened a bottle of wine. Waiting for her, 
he stood by the cabinet slowly stroking his cock and sipping 
on a glass of wine. She took longer than he had expected 
and he had almost brought himself to the point of 
ejaculation several times and finished two glasses of wine 
before he heard the bathroom door open. 

Letting go of his throbbing prick, he held a glass of wine up 
and saluted her as she walked out. 

“To the most beautiful woman in the world," he brashly 
exclaimed. 

He almost dropped the glass as his eyes feasted on her 
beauty. 

“What? Were you expecting something else," she brazenly 
laughed, seeing that he couldn't take his eyes off her as she 
strolled toward him. 

“Uh, No, I just can't get over how beautiful you are," he 
foundered, openly gawking at her. 

“Well, let me see you, too," she chirped, walking up and 
jerking on the knot that held his towel wrapped around his 
waist. 



“Oh,” she gulped as the towel dropped to the floor exposing 
his ripe hardness jutting out at her, “Merlin, you have a 
lovely cock.” 

Lovingly, she wrapped her hand around it and gently 
squeezed it sending a shiver of pleasure coursing through it. 

He groaned as she intimately fondled his cock. 

Smiling at him mischievously, she turned her back to him. 
Still holding onto his bloated maleness, she inched back and 
wickedly rubbed her ass up against it. 

As she slowly rubbed her soft, full rearend up against his 
swollen manhood, Harry reached around and took her 
breasts in his hands. 

“Merlin, I love your breasts,” he murmured, familiarly 
fondling their heavy indolence. “They feel so soft and heavy. 
Like they were full of milk.” 

“I'm sorry that I don't have any milk for my baby,” she 
mewed, “but, is there anything else my baby would like?” 

“Just let me fuck you, forever and ever,” he told her, 
squeezing her big, pendant breasts. 

She let him paw her breast for a few moments as she played 
with his rock hard penis. Then she slowly leaned over the 
table. Pulling away from his groping, grasping hands she 
bent over until her body was bent at almost a ninety degree 
angle over the table. Thrusting her butt back against him, 
she reached out and pulled the plate of snacks over in front 
of her. She slowly began to pick and eat the snacks as she 
deliberately rubbed her ass against his resurgent manhood. 



“Does this give you any ideas?” she asked him, looking over 
her shoulder and smiling at him. 

"Merlin, Yes,” he panted. 

"Well,” she hinted, indecently leisurely spreading her legs 
apart. 

Harry hurriedly edged up between her widespread legs. 
Reaching down, he grasped his throbbing cock and pushed 
it up against the soft, wet warmth between her legs. Unable 
to see the opening of her womanhood, he forcefully probed 
for it with the head of his cock. 

Feeling him searching for her cunt, his mother mirrored the 
movement of his cock with her pussy until all at once he felt 
the head of his prick slip up into the hot wetness of her cunt. 

"Oh, Yes, put it in Baby,” she cooed as she backed up 
against him, "stick it in all the way in.” 

With one quick upward lunge, he buried all nine inches of 
his cock up into the tight, clinching heat of his mother's 
pussy. 

"Oh, Merlin, you make me feel so fucking vulgar, ” she 
gurgled, rolling her hips around as he banged his dick into 
her slowly and deeply. "You make me feel like I've never 
been really fucked before.” 

"I love to fuck you,” he grunted, holding onto her hips and 
pounding his cock up into the hot wetness of her dripping 
slit, "I could fuck you forever and ever.” 

"You are the world's best motherfucker,” she laughed 
wickedly, "I can't get enough of your giant mantoy.” 



“Good” he grunted, continuing to slam his cock into her. 

“You can fuck me any way you want,” she muttered, 
spreading her legs wider apart for him, “I'll just keep coming 
back for more and more. I'm afraid that I have become 
addicted to my son and his wonderful cock.” 

“Merlin, Mother, I love you,” he muttered, feeling the semen 
in his balls begin to simmer and bubble. 

“I want you to fuck me any way you want to,” she laughed 
fiendishly. “Wouldn't you like that?” 

“I'd love it,” he blurted out pushing her down over the table 
and accelerating the tempo of his assault on her pussy. 

“Oh, Yeah, Baby, fuck me hard and deep,” she jabbered, 
pushing herself back on him and taking everything he gave 
her. 

The table creaked and groaned under their weight as he 
hammered his cock into his mother. Faster and faster, he 
fucked her until he felt his balls were about to explode. 

Suddenly, the room was filled with the loud, unmistakable 
sound of a muggle helicopter hovering directly above the 
cabin. 

“What the Fuck?” Harry snorted as his hips stopped rocking 
back and forth. 

Standing motionless, they listened to the wop of the 
helicopter's rotors overhead. “It sounds like a helicopter,” his 
mother foolishly remarked as she continued to milk his cock 
with her cunt. 


“No, shit,” he said sarcastically. 



“No need to get nasty," she pouted as she stopped 
clenching his dick with her pussy. 

"I'm sorry," he apologized, "I was just about to cum." 

"I know," she muttered, "so was I." 

"I wonder who it is and what do they want?" he groaned, 
unable to withdraw his cock from its fiery haven. 

"HELLO THE CABIN," came back his answer from the 
helicopter. "IS ANYONE IN THE CABIN?" 

"Oh, Great, now what do we do?" he muttered, finally 
stepping back and easing his dripping prick out of his 
mother's drooling slit. 

"Ohhhhh, Baby," she cooed, "it feels so good to have you in 
me." 

"I know but if someone comes in," he grunted, "it probably 
wouldn't look to good to find us fucking." 

"I know," she went on, "but it felt so good." 

"Now what?" he asked looking to her for guidance. 

"I think we had better answer them." 

"Great timing, huh," he complained, stumbling over to 
where their clothes were thrown all over the floor. 

"Yeah," she fussed, joining him. 

Harry hurriedly jerked on his pants and slipped on a shirt 
while his mother stepped into a dress. Meanwhile the 
chopper continued to hover above the cabin. 



"IF THERE IS ANYONE IN THE CABIN, PLEASE STEP OUTSIDE 
WITH YOUR HANDS ABOVE YOUR HEAD." 

"What' th," Harry muttered, "they sound serious." 

"Hurry up and let's go outside before they shoot tear gas or 
something in here," she jabbered, starting for the door. 

"Mom, you had better put some panties on," he grinned 
foolishly, "those helicopters kick up quite a windstorm and I 
don't think you want anyone else to see your beautiful 
pussy." 

"Oh, you silly twit," she laughed, running back over to the 
pile and digging out a pair. 

"Thanks for reminding me," she grinned pulling them on. 

Waiting for his mother, Harry opened the door and peeked 
outside. The trees and bushes were flailing about madly as 
small sticks and stones pinged off the side of the house. 

"Wait here a minute," he hollered at his mother as she 
joined him at the door, "I'll see if I can get them to back off a 
little." 

"Okay," she yelled back at him, using the door for protection 
against the flying debris. 

Stepping out onto the porch, Harry raised his hands up 
above his head and staggered toward the edge of the porch. 
Struggling to maintain his balance against the maelstrom of 
wind being generated by the helicopter, he stopped and 
peered up. 

"ARE YOU OKAY?" came the question from the red, white and 
blue chopper hanging in the air above him. 



Shaking his head up and down as animatedly as he could, 
he motioned for the helicopter to back off. 

“WE ARE GOING TO BACK OFF OVER TO THE FIELD AND 
LAND. ARE YOU ALONE?" 

Motioning for his mother to join him, he watched as she 
reeled out from behind the door. Then she lurched out onto 
the porch, bending over and holding her dress down around 
her knees to keep it from blowing up. 

As she joined him, Harry held his hand up and stuck up two 
fingers. 

"YOU ARE THE ONLY TWO IN THE CABIN?" 

Harry shook his head up and down vigorously again as they 
watched the helicopter slowly back away. As the helicopter 
turned, they both saw the bold writing on its side and felt a 
shiver of fear run down their spine. 

They both turned and looked at each other. What were the 
police doing up coming to their cabin? 

Well, now it was time to pay the piper, Harry thought as he 
watched the helicopter set down. They both watched 
apprehensively as two patrolman disembarked from the 
aircraft and sloshed their way toward the cabin. 

"Are you folks okay?" one of them asked as they came close 
enough to be heard. 

"Uh, yeah, uh, sure, why?" Harry asked nervously. 

"Well, there is an escaped murder on the loose up here in 
the mountains," the senior officer told him as they joined 
Harry and his mother on the porch. 



"Huh,” Harry gulped, "Really?” 

"I'm afraid so,” the cop returned, "Have you two seen 
anyone while you have been up here?” 

Harry and his mother looked at each other and then back to 
the policeman. 

"I'm afraid so,” his mother explained. 

"When,” the younger policeman asked excitedly. 

"Late yesterday afternoon,” she said, her shoulders drooping 
tiredly, "A man invited himself into our cabin with a gun 
right after we got here.” 

"Where is he now?” 

"In the back room.” 

"I thought you said there were only two of you,” the older 
cop said, slowly pulling his gun out of his holster. 

"He's dead, I'm afraid, ” she said so softly she could barely 
be heard above the quiet whosh of the helicopter in the 
distance. 

"What?” the older cop asked, pointing his gun at them. "Uh, 
both of you step over against the wall and keep your hands 
on your head.” 

Harry and his mother quickly obeyed the order. 

"Hank, go check it out and see who these two people killed, 
while I keep an eye on them.” 

Harry and his mother raised their hands above their heads 
and shuffled over against the wall as they watched the 



younger cop quickly step inside the cabin. Fearing the 
worst, they heard him clomping loudly toward the back of 
the cabin while the older cop held his gun pointed in their 
general direction and looked at them suspiciously. 

“How did it happen?" 

“Well, shortly after we got here, we heard a knock on the 
door," Lily began, “and when my son opened the door, there 
stood this stranger with a gun in his hand." 

“Why did you open the door?" 

“It was raining cats and dogs and the guy looked miserable." 
“Then what?" 

“He forced his way in and took his clothes off right in front of 
us," she went on, “Then he threatened to do lewd and 
obscene things to both of us." 

“That sounds like our guy," the cop said, “he was convicted 
of raping and murdering three women." 

“Oh," Lily gasped, “Really?" 

“Yeah," the cop told her, “then what happened?" 

“Well, before he had a chance to do anything, he let his 
guard down long enough for my son to hit him in the head 
with a log." 

“How lucky can you get?" the patrol officer laughed as they 
heard his partner clomping back through the house. 

“It's okay, Luke," he said, stepping back out onto the porch. 
“It's our man and he is deader than a doornail." 



“Well, this had been your lucky day," the head cop laughed, 
returning his gun to its holster. 

Harry and his mother turned and looked at each other in 
stunned silence. 

“Really?" Harry was finally able to ask as he slowly lowered 
his arms. 

“Really." the older cop grinned. 

“My Goodness," Lily gasped as she reached out and gave 
Harry a hug. 

“Now we have to get you folks back down the mountain," 
the cop drawled. 

“Huh," Harry muttered, still in shock at the sudden turn of 
events. 

“We only have room for one person in the chopper, so I 
guess one of you will have to stay up here tonight until we 
can get another chopper up here tomorrow. It's getting too 
dark to be flying up here in the mountains, so this will be our 
last flight today." 

“You don't have too... we have a cottage down in Godric's 
Hollow... is only about five miles... and if the sun keeps up... 
we could safely go by ourselves tomorrow..." Lily said as she 
blushed and stepped back away from Harry afraid that the 
police might sense their unatural intimacy. 

“Well... suit your self then..." he told her, “But Monday 
morning you folks have to come by the police station to give 
your statements." 



“Will do... she said demurely, glancing over at Harry, “Could 
you take the uh, the body down and we'll stay up here 
tonight." 

“Uh, I suppose," the cop muttered, “if you are sure that you 
don't mind spending another night up here in the 
wilderness." 

“Well," she smiled at him, “I feel confident that we can take 
care of any emergency that might arise." 

“I bet you are pretty proud of him," the cop smiled. 

“You bet I am," she beamed, reaching over and patting his 
hand, “you bet I am." 

“Aw, Mom," Harry blushed, “You're embarrassing me." 

“Well, if you are sure," he repeated. 

“We're sure," she told him. 

“Okay, but we've got to get out of here pretty quick." 

The two policeman hurried into the house as Harry and his 
mother stood on the porch holding hands. In a matter of 
minutes, the two officers came shuffling back out with the 
dead intruder draped over their shoulders. 

“Well, I guess that we will see you two Monday morning at 
the Hallow's police station," he grinned as they tromped 
down the steps. 

“About what time?" Lily asked. 

“Ten or so would be fine," he grunted under the burden of 
the dead man's body. 



“Okay,” she smiled at him, secretly giving Harry's hand a 
squeeze, “we'll be there.” The suddenly remembering 
something, she continued. “By the way... can you tell us 
what was his name?” 

“Tom Riddle!” answered one of the cops. 

“Well... Tom Riddle... rest in peace..."Lily said smugly. “And 
have a safe flight back down the mountain and thanks for 
looking for us.” 

“Thank you. Ma'am,” he returned, almost out of ear shot, 
“And you two be careful.” 

Harry and his mother stood watching the two men slosh 
across the meadow to the helicopter where it waited with 
the rotor blade softly whooshing around in slow circles. 
Ducking under the idly rotating blades, the policemen 
staggered up to the chopper and loaded the dead man 
aboard. After they had him inside, they both crawled inside 
and strapped themselves in. 

The blades of the chopper slowly gained momentum until it 
was a blur. Then, slowly, the helicopter lifted into the air. It 
slowly circled the cabin as the pilot waved to them before 
heading down the mountain. 

“Well,” Lily finally said as it disappeared into the dusk. 
“What a relief that is.” 

“Are we really going to make those statements?” 

“Not really... a colleague of mine from the Department of 
Mysteries will make sure that my name and yours will never 
come up in a police investigation...” 


“Can they do that?” 



“When they'll hear his name... they will be glad to do it..." 


“I don't understand, Mom..." 

“Is just one of those things I can't talk about, honey... work 
stuff..." 

“Oh... I can understand that..." 

“And if anybody asks you about that name... what will you 
say?" 

“Never heard it?" 

“Good... see? You already have the makings of someone who 
has great potencial to work in the DOM..." 

“Mom... will I ever find out what's the deal with that 
stranger?" 

“Maybe... if you work where I do... maybe you will..." 

“Is that such a big secret?" 

“Is work stuff and you know how it is..." 

“Can't talk about it..." 

“Exactly... you just remember that we were up here being 
very busy doing... stuff... and that stranger never showed 
up... he was never here..." 

“But still. Mom... I did kind of caused his death..." 

“Honey... you just remember what those policeman told us 
about him... he was a very bad man... magical or not... he 
was a very bad man..." 



Both of them stood watching the midday sun still up in the 
sky. They didn't say a word for several moments. 

“I think this is going to be a beautiful day," Lily finally said. 

It did feel like a beautiful day. The air was cool and warm, 
bur still filled with the smell of rain. Would their old friend, 
the rain return again and cover up the sounds of their 
incestuous rutting with its own soft music. Or the sun would 
shine and make this a sunny endof October day. As as if to 
answer their question, a rumble of thunder came 
reverbating over the mountains. 

"Or not... it sounds like we might not leave tomorrow after 
all," Lily grinned, turning and taking Harry in her arms. "We 
might have to spend more days up here. Alone." 

"Oh, My, Nym has to pretend to be me a few more days... 
what should I do?" he laughed teasingly. 

"Oh, is my little baby already tired of his thirtysix years old 
mom?" 

"Never in a million years," he grinned back at her grinding 
his rock hard cock into her belly, "In fact, I want to finish 
what we started before we were so rudely interrupted by the 
police." 

"Really?" She smiled at him stepping back away from him. 

"Don't you know it," he grinned back at her. 

"You don't mean that you would like to put your big, bad 
thing inside your Mom's little pussy and fuck her again?" 
she taunted him as she backed toward the door 


"Merlin, Yes," he panted. 



Opening the door, his mother stopped. Turning around, she 
bent over and flipped her dress up revealing her beautiful 
bottom to him. 

“You mean you want some more of this?" She laughed. 

“Fuck, yes," he grunted, stepping toward her. 

“Really, Harry, such language," she cackled, stepping inside 
the cabin, “and in front of your mother. I am appalled." 

Harry followed her into the cabin, unzipping his pants as he 
went. 

Without waiting for him, she headed straight for the table 
where they had been fucking earlier. Stopping by it, she 
quickly unbuttoned her dress and it fell to the floor. Wearing 
only her panties, she watched him shuck his pants down to 
his ankles. 

“What a fucking cock," she purred as she watched his huge 
prick bounce up and down wickedly as he peeled off his 
shirt. 

Shaking her head, she quickly bent down and jerked her 
panties down her long, tanned legs. 

“See anything you like?" She laughed, turning and leaning 
over the table, wiggling her butt at him. 

“Everything," he muttered, reeling toward her. 

Halfway across the room, Harry stopped. 

The view was one he would treasure the rest of his life. His 
mother, a very beautiful woman and witch was naked and 
baring herself to him. Her buttocks, so round and firm were 



perfectly formed. In his mind, her ass was unequaled in the 
universe. And her legs were to kill for. Long, statuesque and 
firm, yet so supple with the muscles softly outlined below 
the tan skin. 

Then he heard her laugh softly as she slowly spread her legs 
apart. 

“He must like it," she trilled sweetly, as his cock jumped with 
excitement, “he's jumping up and down so much." 

Then as he started to take another step, he saw her lean 
down over the table. As he stopped to watch, she leaned 
over farther and moved her hand up between her legs. He 
stopped breathing as he watched her lift her hand all the 
way up to where the crack of her ass began. Then, she ran a 
finger down the crack of her ass. As her finger trailed down 
the crack, she paused when it reached the little wrinkled 
prune of her ass hole that now winked out from between the 
firm, soft cheeks of her ass. 

Harry's cock was bobbing up and down wildly as he watched 
her tease her own asshole with her finger. He couldn't 
believe it. His mother was tickling her asshole as he 
watched. It was too much. 

Finally, she stopped fingering her asshole and moved her 
finger down between the lips of her vagina. Without a pause, 
she quickly slipped her finger up into herself. 

Harry had never seen anything so wickedly exciting in his 
life. Reaching down to his throbbing cock, he began to 
stroke it roughly as he watched his mother slide her finger in 
and out of her cunt. Her finger was literally dripping with the 
juices flowing from her overheated cunt as he gawked at her. 



It was too wild for him to watch for long and with two quick 
steps he was standing behind her. Staring down at his 
mother's ass, he watched her wrinkled little asshole 
clenching and relaxing in rhythm with her finger digging 
into her pussy. 

Fascinated by her flaunting overture, he slowly maneuvered 
the massive head of his cock up to her wrinkled little 
asshole. Slowly twirling the head of his cock around his 
mother's bung hole, he spread a coating of his pre-cum juice 
all over it covering it with the slippery sap. Then ever so 
gently, he leaned into her, holding his cock pinned against 
the delicate creased circle of her anal sphincter. For a 
moment, she didn't resist, but as the giant cockhead slowly 
began to force its way into the tight ring of muscles 
guarding her asshole, she inched away from him. 

"Not yet. Baby," she murmured, "later after you've fucked 
me and aren't as hard. Okay? You're just too damned big 
right now." 

Oh, Merlin, he thought. She was going to let him fuck her in 
the ass. His mother was really going to let him fuck her in 
the ass. He almost lost it and came. He hadn't thought she 
would let him. He had just been fooling around. Now she had 
promised him her asshole. He was so excited he was beside 
himself. He had to fuck her. He would wait for the other prize 
until she was ready, he thought as he dipped his hips and 
eased his cockhead down to her other opening. Thrusting 
his cock up between her widespread legs, he quickly found 
her and impaled her with his hardness. She was so wet and 
ready. He slid his cock up into her with no effort at all. 

The feel of her satiny cunt wrapped around his throbbing 
cock was pure heaven. It was beyond his wildest 
expectations. Unable to stop the bestial urges that drove 



him, he began pounding his cock up into her soft 
vulnerability with a vengeance. 

“Oh, Merlin, Yes, Baby, Fuck Me," his mother groaned as he 
hammered his cock into her like a madman. 

As he reamed her slippery gash, she lay sprawled out on the 
table. They could hear the table groaning and complaining 
as they fucked. They couldn't stop. No matter how much the 
table complained. Ignoring the protesting table, he slammed 
himself into her harder and harder. 

Then suddenly, the table collapsed and both of them went 
crashing down on top of the splintered pile of wood. 

“Fucckkkkknnnnnhhhhhhhh," his mother wheezed as he 
landed on top her knocking the breath out of her, but not 
dislodging his big cock from her tight pussy. 

Not even this could stop him as he kept on pounding his 
cock into her. 

“Srry, Mothr, Can't stop, cnt stp, cnt stp, fuk, fuk," he 
blathered as he slammed his prick into her over and over 
again. 

Then all at once Harry felt as if the gates of hell opened as a 
huge gusher of burning hot cum exploded from his cock and 
poured out into her clutching, sucking cunt. 

“Ahhhhhhggggaaaawwwwwdddddd," she screeched as his 
cock erupted inside her, again. And again. And again. 

Her pussy locked down around his belching, spewing cock 
and she tripped off into her own gut-twisting orgasm. 



“Fuck, Mother, Fuck, Mother, Fuck, Mother," he babbled 
almost incoherently as his hips kept bucking and thrusting 
his cock even deeper into the forbidden depths of her cunt. 

It seemed as he came for hours before his cock finally 
stopped spewing out its lethal load of rich, thick cum into 
her. As it did, her cunt slowly stopped milking his shrinking 
manhood. 

He was ashamed that he hadn't been able to stop and see if 
he had hurt her. But, when the table crashed to the floor he 
was out of control. At last, Harry slowly pulled his cock out of 
his mother's cunt and crawled back away from her. 

"M'sorry, Mom, I just couldn't stop," he grumbled, "are you 
okay?" 

"I think so," she mumbled, slowly getting up to her hands 
and knees, "I don't think there are any broken bones." 

"Merlin, I hope not," he said, "how could we explain that?" 

"I don't know," she laughed tiredly. 

She slowly struggled to her feet and looked down at herself. 

"Do you see any bones protruding or anything?" She asked 
him. 

Looking her up and down, he felt a tingle of excitement 
trickle through his cock, but he saw no obvious signs of 
trauma. He couldn't believe that he could still feel excited 
about her after such an incredible orgasm, but he was. 

"Nope, I just see one hot witch," he grinned, "with a few 
scrapes and bruises and a beautiful leaking pussy." 



'Thanks to her son," she laughed out loud. 


"And he is sorry," he went on, "but if his mother wasn't so 
wonderful, it wouldn't have happened." 

"Thanks," she grinned, "blame it on me." 

"Well, I think Diddi really must make a trip to fix things up 
here later on..." 

"When we are going... not now..." 

"You're right... we'll be much to busy..." 

"That is true," she said smugly, but then remembered the 
stranger. She had to talk at the DOM as soon as possible and 
here there was no floo network connection. They had to go 
down at the cottage... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

They made it back to their cottage in Godric's Hollow just as 
the sun was dipping below the horizon. They just couldn't 
stay at the cabin for much longer... not where what has 
happened happen. It was just to much. Lucky for them, it 
didn't rain and the way down was much better. Dusk began 
to fall as the shadows lengthened and darkened. 

Stepping into the cottage, she let her backpack fall down 
from her shoulders and felt her stomach lurch, needing a fill 
up with food after all the five miles she did down the 
mountain. But what could she cook fast enough? 
Remembering that there were some spaghetti in the pantry, 
she went that way. Getting the spaghetti out, she hurryed 
over to the counter, picking up a pot. Then she put some 
water on and the spaghetti and put it on the stove. Flicking 



the burner on, she adjusted it and turned to watch Harry as 
he sat about starting a fire. 

“I'm going to change into something a little more 
comfortable," she told him as she started for her bedroom. 

“Me, too, soon as I get this going," he said, continuing to 
work on the fire. 

Stepping inside her bedroom, she closed the door and 
quickly unbuttoned her pants. Stripping them down her long 
legs, she tossed them on the bed. Looking down at herself, 
she saw that the crotch of her panties was dripping wet. And 
I forgot to bring another pair, she told herself smugly, slowly 
pushing them down her legs. Oh, well, it felt good not 
having anything touching her sensitive clit anyway, she 
thought as she tossed them down beside her pants. Opening 
her little overnighter, she pulled out her nightgown. Lying it 
down on the bed, she heard the door to Harry's bedroom 
close. Unbuttoning her blouse, she peeled it off and laid it 
on the bed. Her big beautiful breasts were straining at the 
blouse she had on herself. After taking it of her, only her bra 
held her beauties imprisoned. Quickly stripping it off, she 
added it to the jumble of clothes lying on her bed. Standing 
by the bed naked, she looked down at her breasts and 
reached up to them. Cupping them in her hands, she saw 
that they were a more than a hand full as her fingers and 
thumbs closed down around their hard, swollen nipples 
jutting out from their darkened tips. Her nipples sure were 
hard, meaning only one thing... she thought grinning as she 
slowly twisted them, tweaking them and making them even 
harder as a trickle of excitement sparked down to her pussy. 

After several long moments, she slowly dropped her hands 
away from her quivering breasts and reached for her gown. 
Slipping it over her head, she let it slither down her body. 



covering her nakedness with its filmy softness. Running her 
fingers over the row of little silk-covered buttons running 
down the bodice, she continued on down smoothing the 
gown with her hands. The silky material was just thick 
enough to hide the details under it, but flowed over the 
curves of her body, highlighting and emphasizing them like 
a river of gold. The soft gold of the gown was the perfect 
color to set off the shimmering darkness of her redish hair, 
she thought. 

Finally, she leaned over and swept up her clothes and 
stuffed them down into the overnighter. Flipping it closed, 
she sat it on the floor beside her bed. Standing back up, she 
gave her hair a couple of fluffs, and stepped over to the door 
in her bare feet. Opening it, she stepped out into the living 
room. She saw that Harry had succeeded in getting the fire 
going as it happily snapped and cracked, filling the room 
with its comforting warmth. 

She floo called to whom she had to talk and told just Tom 
Riddle's name and where his body was and that the 
policeman needed some new memories for the last couple of 
hours. She knew that those policeman wont remember a 
thing. Her contact knew what had to be done... and do it 
professionally... 

After finishing her floo call, she got up and saw the spaghetti 
was merrily bubbling away on the stove as she set the 
baguette on the cutting board and sliced it up. Heating up 
another pot of water, she waited until it started boiling and 
then dropped the pasta into it. Popping open one of the 
bottles of wine, she tipped it up and poured herself a glass 
and then poured another one for Harry. Turning the burner 
down under the spaghetti, she stepped over to the couch in 
front of the fire and sat down, curling her long athletic legs 
under her. 



“You look comfy cozy," she heard Harry say as he finally 
came walking out of his bedroom. 

“There's a glass of wine on the counter for you," she told 
him, watching him walk across the room. 

He was wearing a pair of pajamas and his old house slippers. 
She couldn't help but let her eyes drop down to his crotch as 
he walked. She didn't know if it was her imagination, or 
could she actually see the bobble of his dick as it brushed 
up against the material of his pajamas. Watching it, she 
suddenly felt a warm glow spread out from her pussy. 

She was finally able to lift her eyes up away from his crotch 
as he came strolling toward her. 

“Supper is ready whenever you want to eat," she told him as 
he slid onto the couch. 

“Anytime you're ready," he grinned, taking a sip on his wine. 
“Good wine..." 

“Yes, it is," she smiled back at him. “Well, I'll get supper 
ready then..." 

Pushing up to her feet, she padded back over to the counter. 
Grabbing up a couple of pasta bowls, she quickly filled them 
with pasta and spaghetti. Turning off the burners, she placed 
a couple of pieces of bread and a fork on top of the spaghetti 
and stepped back over to the couch. 

“Here," she told him, handing him a bowl. 

As he took his bowl from her, she set hers down on the 
coffee table and padded back over to the counter. She could 
almost feel his eyes on her ass as she grabbed up the bottle 
of wine and started back toward the couch. She could feel 



her swollen, sensitive nipples brushing against the material 
of her gown sending more tickles of excitement down to her 
already aroused pussy. It seemed that everything she did 
had a surrealistic component to it. Like everything had a 
sensual, erotic aura about it. 

“Good spaghetti," Harry mumbled out as he sat scarfing it 
down. 

"Glad you like it," she grinned, topping off his wine and then 
refilling her own. "It's your favorite recipe. The one I make 
for you on your birthday every year!" 

"Yep," he muttered. 

The only sounds were that of their silverware clinking on the 
bowls and the snapping crackle of the fire as they quickly 
finished their meal. 

When they were through, Lily swept up the bowls and 
hurried over to the sink. Setting the dishes in the sink, she 
wiped her hands on a towel and then made her way back 
over to the couch. They sat in the warm glow of the fire 
watching the flames dance and devour the logs for the 
longest time. Then, Harry put more logs on the fire and they 
sat talking, catching up on their lives until, before they knew 
it, it was nine o'clock. 

"Well, it's been a long day," Lily said, tipping up her glass 
and finishing her wine. "I think I'll hit the sack." 

"Sounds like a plan to me," Harry said to her, emptying his 
glass, too. 

As she stood up, Harry stepped over to her and gave her a 
soft, intimate hug and a little peck on the cheek. Even 
though it was such a simple gesture, it set off bells and 



whistles down inside her pussy once again. She felt like a 
blithering idiot for being so sensitive to everything he did. 
But, after all she was a woman, too. A woman who was still in 
need. 

As he let go of her, she wanted to take him in her arms and 
give him a long, passionate kiss on the lips to show him how 
she really felt toward him. Then she would throw him on the 
couch and rape him...But she couldn't! She knew what that 
would lead to, and she was too afraid to let that happen. Not 
now at least! 

Stepping back, she breathlessly watched Harry turn and 
head for his bedroom. She couldn't move as her eyes 
dropped down to the swell of his hard, muscled ass thrusting 
out against his pajamas. 

“Night-night!" Harry said, opening his door and stepping 
into his room. 

Lily stood by the fire for several long moments, trying to 
quiet the pounding of her heart. Her palms were sweaty and 
her poor, little pussy was pumping out juices like crazy. So 
much that her inner thighs were already covered with its 
sticky warmth. 

Finally, she somehow got her legs to work and she reeled 
into her bedroom. Peeling back her covers, she eased down 
under them. She lay looking up at the timbered ceiling for 
the longest time, her mind filled with a chaotic swirl of 
emotions. Finally, she flipped the light off. Trying to find 
sleep, she couldn't stop her racing mind. And she always 
found herself ending up thinking about Harry, no matter 
how many times she tried to change the subject. 

It would be so simple, she told herself. All she had to do was 
get up and go to him and fuck him again. Make him her 



lover again. Make him hers again. Her heart was aching, but 
her body was aching more. Aching for the touch of his hand 
on her breast. Longing for the feel of his manhood filling her 
emptiness. 

Just then, she heard a muffled sound come from next door. 
Harry had opened his door and quietly closed it, she 
feverishly thought. What was he doing? Was he thinking 
about her, too? Was he waiting for her to come to him? 
Hardly able to breathe, she lay waiting. Waiting for what, 
she asked herself? Waiting for another sound to tell her what 
he was doing. But she heard nothing. Finally, the suspense 
was too much. Throwing back the covers, she slipped out of 
bed and crept over to the door. Putting her ear up to it, she 
listened. Listened for any clue to what Harry was doing. She 
heard nothing. 

At last, unable to stand it any longer, she slowly opened the 
door and peered out into the darkened living room. There he 
was! Sitting on the couch sipping on a glass of wine. Her 
heart swelled up inside her chest, threatening to explode at 
any moment. She had never felt such love for him as she 
was feeling at this moment. She wanted to rush out and 
fling herself at him, but she couldn't. Fear overrode the fiery 
need she felt. 

She finally stepped out into the living room and silently 
stole over to the counter. 

“Mom!" she heard Harry say as she tipped up the bottle to 
fill her glass. 

“I couldn't sleep," she said, slowly pouring wine into her 
glass. 

“I couldn't either," he answered back. “I was thinking about 
you!" 



“Oh?” she mumbled, another thrill tickling down her spine 
down to her pussy. 

“Yes,” he told her as she slowly padded over to the couch. “I 
was thinking how lucky I am to have you for my mother!” 

“That was such a nice thing to say,” she smiled at him, 
easing down onto the couch beside him. 

There was plenty of room on the couch, but they sat within 
inches of each other, their hips almost brushing against 
each other. They sat in the darkened room watching the fire 
play over the logs, savoring the quiet intimacy of the 
moment for several long, quiet moments. 

Harry finally tipped up his glass and finished his wine. Then 
he leaned forward and set the glass on the coffee table. Lily 
had never felt so close to him as she felt at this moment. As 
Harry leaned back against the couch, Lily felt the soft touch 
of his arm as he slowly curled it around behind her neck. 

Then she felt a soft touch on her cheek as he lovingly ran 
the backs of his fingers down it. It was the soft, subtle touch 
of a lover caressing his lover's cheek. She was about to 
swoon, she told herself as she felt the soft touch grow more 
insistent, pressing against her, forcing her to turn her head 
toward him. As her head turned, she suddenly found herself 
staring straight into his hot, deep green eyes. Then, he 
slowly leaned toward her and their lips touched. Sparks 
filled the air around them as her eyes fluttered closed, 
shutting out the fiery explosion of passion that swirled 
around them. Oh, Merlin! 

His kiss became more insistent as her empty wineglass 
dropped from her numb fingers into her lap. How could she 
fight so much passion, she deliriously asked herself. She was 
using all her strength just to breathe. Her heart was 



pounding so hard, she knew that it was going to burst out of 
her chest at any second. 

She felt her pussy begin to leak once again. Leaking out its 
juices, it was readying itself for the inevitable penetration. 
The defilement she knew that must ultimately come. But 
still, a part of her fought against it. A sliver of her conscience 
still had enough strength to resist against the rest of her 
mind and body. Then, she felt the tip of his tongue brush 
against her lips as he sought to enter her in another way. At 
the same moment, she felt his fingers brush up against the 
bodice of her gown as he delilberately began unbuttoning it. 

Paralyzed by the fiery passion of the moment, she couldn't 
move. Her whole body was frozen into inaction except her 
lips, which slowly parted to let his tongue enter her mouth. 
Giving up a small modicum of her dignity, she felt his 
tongue slither inside. Touching, probing, searching, his 
tongue sought out hers. Finally, his tongue found hers. A 
burst of fiery excitement filled her mouth as his tongue 
softly touched hers. She was going to faint from all the 
naked emotions pouring through her head, she told herself 
as she ever so gently responded to the touch of his tongue. 
Another jolt of pure excitement rushed down to her pussy as 
she slowly ran her tongue over his. 

Then she felt the touch of his fingers on her gown lift away 
for a moment. But a second later they were back as he 
slowly eased his hand down inside the opening of her gown. 
Her nipples were so swollen and sensitive, she knew that 
they would explode the moment he touched them. 

His fingers stole across the soft smoothness of her quivering 
breast as she breathlessly waited for them to find her 
jutting, swollen nipples. She felt him cup her breast in the 
palm of his hand and gently squeeze it. She was afraid that 



the delicate skin of her breast would be blistered by the 
scorching touch of his hand as he lovingly fondled her 
quivering breast. 

She sat in a confused daze, her emotions running rampant 
as she felt his fingers finally find the jut of her nipple. She 
was incapable of cogent thought now as all of her energies 
were focused on the tactile swell of feelings welling up from 
her body. The soft, loving touch of his hand and fingers on 
her breast, the touch of their lips pressed against each 
other, the exploring, probing touch of his tongue on hers. 

She felt like she was going to melt down into a puddle, 
leaving nothing but a smoldering stain on the couch. 

At last, Harry broke their kiss and slowly eased his hand out 
of her gown. 

“Harry...Harry...,” she breathlessly whimpered as she 
watched him slowly get to his feet. 

”1 want you so bad...” he said, reaching down for her hands 
and deliberately pulling her to her feet. 

“Harry...Harry...” she babbled as she felt herself being led 
across the room toward his bedroom. 

As before, her body willingly let itself be led to the sacrificial 
slaughter. It was going to happen again, she frantically told 
herself. He was going to take her again. Take her again in the 
most forbidden of ways. 

“Harry...” she whined out as they stepped into his bedroom. 

“I want you so much. Mom,” Harry groaned, leading her over 
to the bed. “I want you so much!” 



Harry let go of her hand. She just stood looking at him, her 
lifeless arms dangling down at her sides as she watched on 
in dazed shock. 

“Baby...” she murmured as she watched him reach up to her 
shoulders. 

She could feel the gentle touch of his fingers on her skin as 
he delicately brushed her gown down off her shoulders. 
Then, suddenly, all at once, she felt her gown go rustling 
down her body. 

"So beautiful,” Harry groaned, looking up and down her 
body as she stood before him naked, her body bathed in the 
soft glow of the nightlight. 

"Harry...” she heartedly mumbled, feeling a touch of self- 
consciousness. 

Then she felt his hands on her shoulders as he gently 
pushed her backwards toward the bed. She stumbled back 
until she felt her legs brush against the bed. The insistent 
pressure of his hands forced her down onto her back. Lying 
half on and half off the bed, she watched him reach down 
and wrap his arms around her quivering thighs. Lifting them, 
he gently pushed her back onto the bed until she fully on 
the bed. 

She looked on in fevered anticipation as he stood back up 
beside the bed. Looking down at her, he quickly unbuttoned 
his pajama top and peeled it back over his muscular 
shoulders. Letting go of it, he let it go fluttering to the floor. 
Then, he slowly reached down and hooked his thumbs under 
the waistband of his pajama bottoms. Even in the faint light, 
she could see the bulge of his manhood thrusting itself out 
against his pajamas. Then, he began to slowly push his 
pajamas down over the swell of his hips. As he did, his 



pajamas snagged on the stiff rigidity of his penis for a 
second then went skittering down off it, revealing the evil, 
twitching monster jutting up from his groin. 

“Oh, Merlin..." she gasped, staring down at his fully 
hardened penis. 

It was big... so much bigger... like she loved a penis to be. 
All those nine inches long, she feverishly thought. Excited, 
she waited. Waited for him to mount her and take her like 
the shameless slut she was. 

But he didn't. Leaning down over the bed, he gently pushed 
her legs apart to bare the aching emptiness between them. 
Then, watching on with fevered excitement, she saw him 
bend down over her, slowly lowering his mouth down to the 
inflamed void that awaited him there. 

She almost screamed as she felt his hot lips close down 
around her throbbing clit. 

"Yes! Yes! Yes!" she muttered as her legs parted even wider 
opening herself, offering herself up to him again. 

Lifting her legs up, she draped them over his back, digging 
her heels down against him as she thrust herself up off the 
bed. Grinding her pussy against his chin, she could feel his 
insistent tongue slashing back and forth across the 
throbbing sensitivity of her inflamed clit. 

She felt herself racing toward an orgasm. She let herself be 
overwhelmed by the pleasure welling up from her throbbing 
clit. His mouth was bringing her such pleasure. The same 
mouth that had suckled her breasts so long ago and was 
now touching her so much more intimately. 



Suddenly, she felt it. The rush of adrenaline, the gush of 
pleasure, the thrill of total and complete gratification filled 
her. She felt like she was going to implode, collapse down 
into herself, unable to stop the fiery plunge to the lowest 
depths of depravity. Now there was only one last remnant of 
her self-dignity left, but she knew that too would soon be 
gone as he slowly lifted his mouth up off her clitoris. She was 
terrified, waiting for him to cross again that last, fatal barrier. 
Then, she watched on as he slowly crawled up onto the bed. 
Trembling, she waited as he inched his way up between her 
widespread legs with his cock jutting out below him. It 
looked so hard, so evil as it gently bobbed up and down in 
eager anticipation. 

“Now...Please...” she murmured with need as she spread her 
legs wider, opening herself to him. 

Then he stopped. She watched him lean down over her 
quivering breasts. Her nipples, pointing up from the 
darkened tips of her flattened breasts were so hard, she felt 
like they were going to burst. Then his lips touched one of 
them and a jolt of electricity sparked down to her still 
reeling pussy. His lips slowly closed around it, gently, 
lovingly sucking the hard, fleshy nub. As he gently sucked 
on it, she felt his hand wrap itself around her other breast. 
Tenderly suckling her, it seemed as if he were trying to bring 
forth milk from its barren emptiness once again as he had 
done so long ago. While, at the same time, his hand 
squeezed, rubbed, fondled, and caressed her other jiggling 
breast. The sheer eroticism of being suckled by her son once 
again was so intense, she felt lightheaded. He was her baby 
once more. Her sweet, baby boy, she giddily thought as she 
curled her arm around behind his head and gently pulled 
him against her breast. She had never felt so close to the 
boy/wizard tenderly suckling her breast. She couldn't 
explain her feelings, but she didn't want him to ever stop. 



Yet, at the same time she wanted to feel his hot, throbbing 
hardness inside her. Feel it filling it with his manliness. 
Spreading her open and filling the empty void between her 
legs with his virile manhood. 

Harry seemed to sense her need as he slowly lifted his 
mouth away from her tingling nipple. 

“Mom...” he groaned, standing over her on his hands and 
knees as his big, hard penis bobbed up and down above the 
weeping gash between her legs. 

Slowly, he lowered his hips, dropping his cock down toward 
the liquid treasure that awaited him down between her 
widespread legs. Clutching at it, she gently guided it down 
to the oozing opening of her vagina. Fearfully anticipating 
her defilement, she felt the tapered tip of his peter touch her 
softness. This was it, she frantically thought. Again that 
moment of finality from which there was no turning back. 
Once he was inside her, there would be nothing she could do 
to stop the inevitable. 

Then she felt it! The tip of his cock was sliding down into 
her. Another spasm of lust filled her head, battling the 
spasms of excitement sparking through it. The head of his 
penis slithered deeper and deeper down inside the clutching 
warmth of her vagina. Excitement was blurring her thoughts, 
confusing her. Her feeling were all jumbled up inside her and 
she was afraid to let them go. Then, at last, she felt his belly 
gently nudge up against hers as he had himself totally 
immersed down inside her. 

Then as he held him thrust down inside the warm, clutching 
moistness of her pussy, he leaned down and lovingly 
brushed his lips over hers. It was the softest, the most 



sensual kiss she had ever had as his lips opened and he 
slowly ran the tip of his tongue over her lips. 


“Mom...I want you so much," he murmured into her mouth. 

Still kissing her with infinite patience and passion, he held 
himself buried down inside her. 

“Harry..." she gasped out, crushing her lips against his and 
kicking her legs up into the air. 

Wrapping her thighs around his waist, she curled her arms 
around his neck and pulled him down to her. Like a 
venomous spider drawing its prey to it, she thrust herself 
against him and held him imprisoned inside her arms, legs, 
and gluttonous cunt. Their fiery kiss went on and on as she 
gently, lovingly clutched at his embedded penis with her 
vagina. All she was feeling was joy...happiness...elation. 

Finally, like hours had passed, Harry leaned away from her 
and broke their kiss. Then she felt him back his big, hard 
cock back down the juice-filled channel of her pussy. The 
defilement was to begin again, she told herself, willing him 
to fuck her. 

Looking down into her green eyes with his own love-filled 
eyes, he began to slowly work his hips back and forth. 

Sliding his big dick in and out of her juice-slickened cunt, he 
began to fuck her with, deep powerful strokes. But as she 
held onto him, savoring every single thrust, she realized that 
he wasn't fucking her! He was making love to her! 

Burying himself up to the hilt on every deep plunging 
stroke, he was filling the empty void between her legs to the 
limit every time. And she was taking him freely and 
willingly...It was even more exhilarating than she had 
imagined it could be. Making love to the one person on 



earth that you loved above all others...what could be more 
special than that? 


Her legs still wrapped around his waist, she dropped her 
heels down onto his slowly rocking ass. Nudging it softly, 
she urged him to fuck her faster as she stared up at his 
contorted face with lust-filled eyes. He began to fuck her 
faster, driving his cock into her with more force on every 
thrusting lunge as she pushed back up against him, taking 
him up to the hilt every time. She could feel his sweaty 
chest rubbing back and forth across her sweat-covered 
breast. She could even feel the curly hairs on his chest 
tickling against her super-sensitive nipples, sending even 
more excitement sparking down into her hungry pussy. 

Running her hands over his sweaty back, she coaxed him on. 
She had thought it would all end in a fiery explosion of 
passion the moment their bodies became one, but he had 
more stamina than she could ever imagine as he continued 
to fuck her with deep, bone jarring thrusts. She could feel 
herself once again slipping toward the precipice. 

“Mom...Mom...Mom!” Harry suddenly groaned out as he 
lunged forward and drove his cock down into her as deep as 
he could. 

Excitement filled her fevered brain. This is it! This is it, she 
screamed to herself just as she felt his peter swell up and 
jerk deep inside her vagina. Just as she felt the fiery gush of 
his sperm-laden semen spew out into her cunt, she tripped 
off onto her own orgasmic lift off. He was coming inside her, 
she frantically thought as her vagina convulsed around the 
jerking, spewing, spurting peter embedded down inside her. 
Even as she came, she could still feel every convulsive lurch 
of his cock as it emptied its virulence into her! He was 



coming inside her. Her sweet, baby boy was coming inside 
her. Filling her with his thick, hot, sperm-filled potency! 

Her whole body was trembling as she clung to him. 

Thrusting herself against him, she consumed his precious 
gift with her gluttonous cunt. Taking his seed, she frantically 
clutched at his cock, milking out more and more of the liquid 
treasure. She had to have it! Have it all! Have every last 
sperm from his testicles. She had to own them all. Possess 
them and make them hers to do with as she saw fit. The 
demented perversion of having her womanhood filled with 
her son's own seed was filling her head with demented 
excitement. She was wallowing in the demented pleasure 
welling up from her overflowing vagina. 

She wished it could go off forever, but at last Harry's cock 
stopped firing off down inside her as he lay atop her gasping 
for breath. 

“Baby...Baby...Baby," she panted, pulling him down to her 
and giving him a long, deep kiss on the lips. 

Slowly lowering her legs back down to the bed, she could 
feel his cock softening and beginning a slow retreat back 
down the cum-filled channel of her vagina. 

“Mom.." he groaned out, backing away and easing his 
drooping peter out of her pussy. 

As his monster penis slithered out of her, a gush of thick, 
white cream spilled out of her and splashed down onto the 
bed. 

They didn't say another word. Harry just crawled up beside 
her and snuggled up against her. Wrapping his arm around 
her, he pulled her to him, then reached down and pulled the 
covers up over them. Intimately pressed against one 



another, they basked in the warm, happy afterglow of their 
lovemaking... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Lily woke to the smell of bacon filling the air. Harry must be 
fixing breakfast, she groggily thought. How sweet of him... 

Then, the door slowly opened. When she looked over at it, 
she saw Harry standing in the doorway, looking at her. 

“You're finally awake," he said, grinning at her and stepping 
across the room. 

"Yes, I'm awake," she murmured, her eyes dropping down to 
his big, dangling penis as it flopped about heavily. "Where 
have you been?" 

"In the kitchen, fixing your breakfast," he told her, leaning 
down and giving her a soft, lingering kiss on the lips. "I was 
beginning to wonder if you were going to sleep all day." 

"Last night," she said, reaching for his dangling cock. "Last 
two nights have been a very physical experience...very 
tiring!" 

"It was wonderful," he told her, sitting down on the edge of 
the bed and gently peeling the covers back off her breasts. 
"It was like always... and much better..." 

"Really? Much better..." she mumbled as he lovingly ran his 
fingertips over her flattened breasts. "I never knew..." she 
grinned. 

She didn't want to think about it! She just wanted to savor 
the time she had left with him. There would be time a plenty 
for self-pity and guilt later...if it ever came...later when he 



was gone back to school and she was once again left alone. 
Well... there was James... but he wasn't Harry. 

“Make love to me!" she whispered, squeezing his hardening 
penis. “Start out this day with the same wonderful love you 
showed me last night..." 

“Mom!" he groaned out, grabbing the covers and jerking 
them back off her. 

Crawling up on the bed, he was up between her legs in a 
heartbeat. Looking down, she saw that he wasn't fully erect 
yet, but he seemed hard enough to penetrate her. Fumbling 
with his cock, she could feel it rapidly hardening in her 
hands as she guided it down to her weeping opening of her 
cunt. Fitting the head of his dick into her emptiness, she 
waited for him to enter her. 

With a soft groan, he leaned into her and eased his cock 
down into the juice-slickened opening of her vagina. 

Merlin, how she loved the feel of his cock inside her, she 
dizzily thought. How many sleepless nights since he went 
back to school had she lain awake dreaming of what it would 
be like and now it was finally happening? After two nights 
together, there was a comforting familiarity about their 
lovemaking. She could feel his big cock hardening and 
stiffening as he slid it in and out of her clutching cunt. 

With her legs bent at the knees and splayed out to the side, 
she opened herself to him, accepting him freely. There was 
only the impatient need for gratification growing down deep 
inside her. Putting her mind on cruise control, she let her 
body take command and glut itself on the beautiful pleasure 
welling up from her pussy. Reveling in the feel of Harry's 
penis working in and out of her, she started the climb toward 
release. Her arousal was building, working its way down 



inside her pussy and clit, growing hotter and hotter with 
each passing second. She hadn't realized how much she had 
missed having him inside her all this time. Inside her, 
bringing her along, guiding her toward the wondrous 
moment of release and gratification. And it was so much 
more exciting, knowing that the wizard inside her was her 
dear, sweet baby...her son! 

The bed was gently rocking, making soft creaking sounds as 
Harry's ass worked back and forth. He was making little 
grunting sounds as he tirelessly pumped his prick into her 
sopping cunt. She was so hot and excited, she was spewing 
out gushes of juice, anointing his pistoning prick, coating it 
with the slippery goo. 

Curling her hands around his waist, she began to push and 
pull on him, coaxing him to fuck her faster as the burn down 
inside her cunt grew hotter and hotter. Their bellies were 
wetly slapping together as they fucked. They were covered 
with a filmy coating of juice and sweat. 

What a way to start a Sunday, she giddily thought. Starting 
the Sunday with a hot, sweaty fuck with the man she loved. 
It was almost too much to contain, she told herself, feeling 
herself slipping closer and closer to the fiery upheaval. This 
is the way every day should start for them, she happily 
thought! 

The rush of emotions was too much and she felt her clit and 
pussy convulse in a fiery burst of pleasure. 

“Harry...Harry...Harry!" she groaned out, wrapping her arms 
around him and pulling him down to her as her cunt 
spasmed around his buried peter. 

Harry crushed his lips against her, driving his tongue into 
her mouth as they kissed open-mouthed, their tongues 



battling and twisting around each other. 


Grinding her flattened tits against his chest, she murmured 
out her gratification as Harry held himself thrust down inside 
her, letting her ride out her orgasm on his cock. A river of 
juice was flowing out around his peter, dripping down onto 
his big, dangling balls, coating them with the sticky goo as 
she came and came. 

Lily was in an ecstatic daze as the jolts of pleasure sparking 
from her pussy finally began to weaken and fade into a 
warm afterglow of happiness and joy. 

“Oh, Baby...Baby..." she murmured out into his mouth as 
she slowly unwrapped her arms, releasing her hold on him. 

The moment he was freed, he began to jerk his hips back 
and forth as he pounded his peter in and out of the wet, 
slippery hole between her legs. It felt like everything below 
her waist was drenched in her hot, gooey juices. The creak of 
the bed grew louder as it began to flounce back and forth, 
making her breasts slosh up and down in rhythm with 
Harry's fevered attack on her pussy. 

Clutching onto her bounding tits, she clawed at them, 
squeezing and mashing them. She could feel the hard knots 
of her nipples rubbing against the palms of her hands as she 
kicked her legs up into the air and wrapped them around 
Harry's sweaty waist. Dropping her soft, round heels down, 
she nudged his sweaty ass as it jerked back and forth. 
Digging her heels down into his heaving ass, she coaxed him 
on, urging him to fuck her harder and harder. She could hear 
his breath coming in little huffy gasps as warm drops of his 
sweat splashed down onto her. 

“Come...Baby...come..." she panted out, thrusting herself up 
at him on every deep, penetrating plunge of his cock. 



She could feel his peter, now fully hardened and erect, 
swelling with pre-ejaculatory expectancy as he fucker her 
faster and faster. 

“Oh-oh-Fuckkkkkkk!” he finally grunted out, ramming his 
cock down into her gluttonous cunt as deep as it would go. 

As he did, she felt it lurch and spurt out a great gooey gush 
of thick, warm cum into her. 

“Yes...yes...yes,” she hissed, grabbing hold of the cheeks of 
his ass and pulling him even deeper into the hot, clasping 
clutch of her pussy. 

His peter continued to pulse and spurt as she dug her heels 
into his ass, forcing him deeper into her already cream-filled 
pussy. His eruption seemed to last for hours, but at last his 
peter stopped firing off inside her. They lay unmoving for the 
longest time as they fought to catch their breath. She could 
feel his shrinking manhood slowly retreating down the cum- 
filled channel of her cunt until finally, it slithered out of her 
with a quiet, little wet slurp as it flopped down onto the bed. 

'That was a fine way to start our day,” she murmured as 
Harry rolled off her and dropped to the bed beside her... 


Chapter 49 - Just another fun day 

As she turned on the magical washing machine, she heard 
her son shuffling behind her. She became very still, still 
pressing the rune on the machine, then she felt her body 
start to shake. She wanted to turn and look at her son, but 
she didn't. She knew very well what he wanted. She had 
heard the soft snick of a zipper sliding, and just knew her 
son had his cock out of his pants. 




Harry had been watching his mother since she went in the 
bathroom to put in the washing machine their dirty clothes 
from their little trip to the cabin. They were still at the 
Godric's Hollow cottage, still Sunday, a little bit after noon. 
Then he went after her. 

Standing behind her, his cock out of his pants, his eyes 
gazing at the shape and swell of her rounded ass under her 
skirt, he could wait no longer. He just needed to fuck his 
mother once again. All he knew his cock was hard, that his 
mother's face and body made his cock hard, and he had 
fucked her all the weekend and now he wanted to fuck her 
again. 

Lily trembled as she leaned against the washing machine. 
She knew Harry was behind her, knew he had his cock out. 
She could hear his breathing clearly and suddenly she felt 
the desire to be taken again, to filed, of being taken again 
by her virile son. She just wanted to be fucked again and 
again and again. She wanted to turn and take him again. 

But she just stood there, her back to him, his excited 
breathing very hot near by, her cunt bubbling with fiery 
wetness, her tits swollen and herclit knotted. 

"Mom..." 

"Now, baby," she whispered without turning around. 

She gasped loudly when she felt her son's hand on her ass, 
squeezing it through her dress and panties. 

"It's very nice. Mom!" Harry moaned behind her. 

Lily stopped breathing, her son running his hand over her 
ass, feeling it. His other hand came up and around her waist, 
then he was cupping one firm tit, still holding her ass with 



the other hand Lily made a low a moaning sound, her ass 
pushing back despite her effort to hold perfectly still. 

When she felt her son lifting the back of her dress, she 
whimpered and leaned forward, eyes closed as a feverish 
shudder went through her. Harry was going to fuck her 
again, and she couldn't stop him. She wouldn't stop him. 

She felt her dress lifted to her waist, and she lowered her 
head, blushing hotly, holding herself up with her elbows on 
the washing machine. 

Harry gazed at his mother's ass. Her panties were pink, 
cupping her shapely ass-checks sweetly. He stared at her 
long thighs, his cock jerking up and down, dripping from his 
pisshole. He ran his hand over his mother's ass, feeling it. 

Lily cried out softly, her ass writhing despite her effort to be 
still. When he slipped his hand between her thighs, Lily gave 
a strangled whimper. Harry rubbed at her pantied cunt, 
breathing hard. She felt his cock rubbing at her upper thigh, 
leaving a trail of hot wetness on her flesh. 

“Harry... please. Harry!" she cried, more pleading with him 
to stop or to hurry and shove his cock up her cunt. 

“Mom, it feels so good!" she heard him say behind her. “You 
feel awfully wet and hot. I like to touch it. Mom!" 

“Oh, Merlin!" Lily sobbed, her cunt responding to his hand. 
She felt her clit become painfully hard, and the hairy lips of 
her cunt seemed to swell like never before. 

“Harry!" she moaned, feeling him starting to slide her 
panties down. “Har... please, baby!" 

Harry said nothing. He pulled his mother's panties over her 
hips and down to her thighs, then he stood staring in awe at 



her naked ass. His cock jerked up and down, making him 
moan with hunger. 


“It's pretty, Mom!" he groaned, sliding his palm about her 
naked ass. “It so pretty and smooth!" 

Lily sobbed as her cunt sucked inward. She rested her head 
on her folded arms across the washing machine, her ass 
jutting out nakedly to her son. Both his hands fondled her 
ass, cupping her ass-cheeks, squeezing them, even sliding 
the edge of his hand up and down the hot split between 
them. One of his hands moved between her thighs, and Lily 
found herself spreading her feet on the floor, shoving her ass 
to him. 

She was very close to orgasm just from the way her son felt 
about her naked ass, and cunt. Her need was deep and it 
seemed to enhance her boiling excitement. 

“I wanna put it in. Mom!" Harry moaned in a pleading voice 
behind her, working his fingers into her cunt. “Ooooh, I 
wanna put my cock in you so much. Mom!" His fingers 
slipped in and out of her pussy, and Lily's ass refused to be 
still. She wiggled it, twisting and moaning, keeping her 
flushed face hidden from him. 

“Merlin, do it already!" Lily hissed. “Put it in me and hurry 
up!" 

She heard her son grunt with pleasure as he pulled his 
fingers from her pussy. She felt the head of his cock working 
toward her cunt, slipping up her thigh. She arched her ass to 
him, crying softly, but with a steaming hunger that made 
her mind spin. 

The head of his cock touched the slit of her cunt, and Lily 
almost came. Harry pushed, and his cock slipped into her 



cunt from behind with ease. She was so wet and slippery, his 
cock slithered into her cunt all the way with his single 
plunge. A soft yelp came from her as she pushed her ass 
back at him. She uncrossed her hands on the washing 
machine and gripped the edge of it, her cheek resting on the 
cool, metal surface, her son's cock buried deep inside her 
cunt. 

Harry gripped his mother's hips, keeping her dress around 
her waist, and began to fuck her. 

He fucked his cock in and out fast now, fucking her with 
groaning sounds, the sliding of his throbbing prick pumping 
fast and hard. Lily grunted from the pounding he was giving 
her ass, gripping the washing machine tightly to keep from 
banging her head on the runes. 

"Oooo! Uhhh... ohhhhuuuuhhhh!" she moaned. 

Harry, gasping, as he watched his cock fucking in and out of 
his mother's cunt, clawed at her hips, pulling her ass back as 
he drove forward. Lily began moving, shaking her ass, 
twisting it and lunging it back to meet the stab of his prick. 
She squeezed her eyes tightly, making whimpering sounds 
of that strange ecstasy she had always felt when he fucks 
her and now flooded her again. 

This time, she was so turned on. But now, she didn't want 
her son to fuck her like she was some fragile piece of china. 
She wanted him to fuck into her cunt hard, hard as he could, 
ram his cock up to her throat. She twisted her naked ass 
wantonly, the rapture being overtaken as his cock went in 
and out, his rough jeans scratching the backs of her thighs 
and exposed ass. But Lily didn't feel the rough material, all 
she felt was the hard, throbbing cock fucking into her fiery 
cunt deep and, fast. 



“Hurry!” she moaned, not sure what the meant. “Hurry... oh, 
Merlin! Harry, hurry, hurry, hurry!” 

“Oh Mom!” Harry cried out behind her. “It's so good. Mom! 
You feel so good!” 

“Push it, push it!” she responded, swinging her naked ass 
lewdly. “Ohhh, baby, do it hard!” 

“I am. Mom!” 

“Merlin, yes!” she cried out, thrusting her ass to him. “You 
are! Ohhh, baby, you sure are!” 

Lily's swollen tits were smashed on top of the washer. She 
lifted her head, eyes open now, bulging out. She couldn't 
see, nor did she want to see. The ecstasy seared her, the 
friction of her son's cock sliding into her cunt thrilled her. 
She spread her feet wider yet on the floor and strained her 
cunt to him, striving to get his cock as deep as she possibly 
could. Her right hand slipped from the edge of the washing 
machine and between her thighs. She grabbed her son's 
wildly swinging balls, clutching them eagerly, something 
she had always did with her husband. There was something 
about fucking her son that was bringing out the erotic fever 
Lily had been unaware of possessing. 

“Ohhh, yes, yes!” she screamed now. “Harry, baby... oh 
Merlin! Do it hard and fast!” 

Harry gripped his mother's grinding hips, the tip of his 
tongue between his lips, staring at the wanton grinding of 
her ass. He could see the crinkle of his mother's asshole as 
he pulled his cock back, then slammed into her again. 


He was knocking Lily with his eager fuck thrusts, and she 
cried with the ecstasy. Her cunt was on fire and so wet. 



grabbing at his cock every time he pulled back, as if afraid it 
would come out, and she didn't want it to come out. She was 
close to coming, and she strained for him instead of fighting 
it. 

"Ooooh, Harry, Harry!" she cried out. "I'm going to... oh, 
baby, you're going to make Mom... ooohhhh. Merlin!" 

The pulsations erupted, the orgasm rippling through her 
cunt as tight and hot as it had that first time, if not more. 
This time Lily lifted her head and let the scream of ecstasy 
go. 

"Mom!" Harry growled, digging hard at her hips and running 
his cock as deep as he could up her cunt. "Mooothhherrrr!" 

Lily squeezed her son's balls, not knowing what she was 
doing. She felt them become very tight in her hand, then his 
cock was sending hot, searing gushes of come-juice up her 
cunt. She felt each squirt, each eruption of fuck-juice as it 
splashed along the silky walls of her greedy cunt. Each time 
her son squirted come-juice into her cunt, she gasped and 
screamed. Her pussy was gripping and squeezing as he 
came and when her first orgasm began to fade, she went 
into another, stronger and more powerful than the first. 

Her mind blanked out, her legs shaking. If she had not been 
leaning over the washing machine she would have fallen on 
her ass. 

She could hardly believe how much her son came. He filled 
her cunt so much again, she felt it oozing from the tight lips 
of her aunt, around his softening cock, down he inner thighs. 
Her husband had never come this much, not after so much 
fucking they did this weekend. 



After the trembling stopped, Lily couldn't stand up. She had 
to lean on the washing machine while her legs shook. Her 
son rested across her back, his cock still up her pussy, slowly 
deflating. He had his hands on her shoulders now, and when 
he moved them along her sides, trying to feel her smashed 
tits, Lily lifted enough to let him curl his fingers around 
them. 

“It was good. Mom," she heard her son whisper between 
pants. 

“Harry, you've got to let me up!" she cried softly. 

“I wanna stay here, in you. Mom," he said, squeezing her 
tits. “I might get hard again and if I do, I wanna do it again 
to you!" 

Lily felt tremors flood her body, and her cunt clutched, 
squeezing his now-soft cock out. Harry moaned a protest. 

When she felt him move back, she shoved her dress down, 
and turned to face him slowly. Her panties dangled halfway 
down her thighs, but at least they were hidden. Her cunt 
kept quivering and dripping, the insides of her thighs 
slippery with his fuck-juices almost to her knees. 

She stared at her son's cock and this was no brief glimpse. 
Harry stood there with a pleased expression on his face, his 
cock dangling from his open jeans. It glistened wetly in the 
light from the small window in the bath room. Crazily, Lily 
thought her son's cock looked very snakey hanging out that 
way. 

Then she cupped her son's cock in her hand. 

Although there was a burning heat on her beautiful face, she 
looked her son in the eye as she squeezed his cock. 



“I guess we've done it again, haven't we, Harry?" she said 
softly, petting his cock. 

"I sure like to do it with you. Mom," he giggled as she petted 
his prick. "I wanna do it to you all the time!" 

"So you said," she answered, wishing she would stop 
blushing like a high school virgin. "Honey... I'm going to 
take a bath." 

Turning him loose and going to her room, she wondered why 
she had told him she was going to bathe. Why indeed? she 
asked herself smugly. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

She was in her tub, surrounded with scented water, feeling it 
soothe her flesh and muscles. She had not closed the door to 
her bedroom, nor to the bathroom. 

"I'm gonna take a shower now. Mom!" 

"Wait!" Lily said quickly. "I mean..." 

Harry was at the door, looking in on her. She covered her 
exposed tits. The tub was open, without doors since there 
was an adjoining shower stall, and she was exposed to her 
son's eyes. 

"I gotta take a shower. Mom," he said, his eyes glowing as he 
saw the fan-shape of his mother's pussy-hair under the 
surface of the water. 

"No," Lily said. "I mean... oh, I don't know what I mean!" 


Harry grinned at her. He had shoved his cock back into his 
pants and zipped them up, she noticed. "Mom, show me 



your titties!” 


"Show you my... Harry, shame on you!” 

"Playing hard to get, Mom!” he grinned at her. 

"Harry!” she gasped at his words. 

She was blushing hotly, then with a sudden determination, 
she knew her son was right. She slowly allowed her arms to 
slide to her sides, and her tits rose up in lovely roundness, 
her nipples puckered with hardness. Harry giggled as he 
stared at his mother's titties. 

"They're beautiful!” he said softly. 

Lily fought against her embarrassment, determined to 
overcome it. After fucking her son, it was silly to be 
embarrassed any longer. There didn't seem much she could 
do about her constantly flushing face, though. Lily wasn't 
aware that her blush increased her desirability, her 
attractiveness. 

She lay back in the tub, her head resting on the rim, fully 
exposed to her son's glazing eyes. Lily felt the now-familiar 
sensation of excitement starting to bubble inside her again. 
It was fun to reveal her naked body to her son, she realized. 

She had already finished bathing when Harry came in, and 
she had been letting the hot water soothe her flesh and 
muscles. Now, determined to stop acting so embarrassed, 
she sat up, then stood. The water dripped from her body, 
and Harry stared eagerly at his mother. Lily remained 
standing in the tub and let him look, her hands at her sides, 
her face hot and pink. 



Harry began to loosen his pants, his eyes fixed upon his 
mother's triangle, silky pussy-hair and tits. He opened the 
waist of his pants, then while they hung on his hips, stripped 
his t-shirt off. Lily listened to his panting as he shoved his 
pants down, stepping from them. Her eyes went hungrily to 
his cock and balls. For some time neither moved. They 
gazed at each other's naked body, both of them knowing the 
relationship was forever changed between them. 

Harry started toward her. 

“No," she murmured throatily, stepping from the tub. “Not 
here, darling." 

She stood before her son, and Harry ran his hands about her 
body, feeling her tits, her waist, hips and thighs. He ran a 
hand behind his mother and stroked her creamy ass, the 
other hand toying with the soft hair of her cunt. Lily took 
hold of her son's cock and felt it hardening. She pumped it 
slowly, pushing her hand hard to his cock-base, then puffing 
back on it. Lily breathed fast and deep, looking down at his 
cock in her hand. Her tongue moved over her lips slowly, her 
eyes starting to glaze. 

“My bed," Lily whispered. “Let's go to my bed, baby." 

Releasing her son, still dripping water, Lily entered her 
bedroom, knowing her son was gazing at her. She could feel 
his eyes on her naked ass, burning with eagerness and she 
twitched and swayed her ass invitingly. Lily turned and sat 
on the edge of the bed, her eyes lifting to her son. Harry was 
still in the doorway of the bathroom, watching her, his cock 
pushing upward with full hardness. 

Although her face was hot with blushing, Lily leaned back on 
her hands, her rounded tits lifting, her nipples as hard as her 
son's cock. Slowly, she opened her legs. The wider she 



opened them, the hotter her cunt tingled. She felt so lewd, 
so fucking wanton. Her behavior was alien to her normal 
personality, but Lily found it intensely exciting. She held her 
knees wide apart, very wide apart, the cheeks of her ass 
perched on the edge of the bed, leaning back, a position of 
willingly offering her son her body, her cunt. 

Harry gasped and stared. The pink wetness of his mother's 
cunt was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen. Framed 
by her silky redish cunt-hair, her cunt-lips were swollen with 
desire, and herclit bulged up like a tiny hard-on. 

Lily smiled with embarrassment, her eyes half closing and 
taking on a steamy, smoldering expression. She writhed her 
naked ass invitingly, her legs spread as open as possible. 

Harry gave a soft cry, and almost ran toward his mother. 
Before she was aware of his intentions, Harry was on his 
knees between her legs, his hands sliding up her silky flesh. 
He stared at his mother's cunt for a hot moment, then his 
face darted forward. 

"Harry!" Lily gasped, her legs clamping quickly. She caught 
her son's head between them, his mouth on her cunt. 

The heat on Lily's face deepened when she felt her son 
kissing at her cunt, his hands digging into her hips. She 
shuddered. This was something she loved being done to her. 
She felt her son's tongue move about her straining clit, 
sending a jolting series of shocks through her naked body. 

As quickly as she had clamped her thighs about his head, 
she flung them wide apart again, her right hand darting to 
the back of his head, and pushing her cunt into his mouth 
hard. 



“Ooooh, baby!” she gasped, staring down at his face, almost 
buried into the soft hair of her cunt. 

Harry licked hotly at his mother's clit, his lips open about her 
cunt. He closed his mouth over her clit and sucked on it, his 
tongue flicking the sensitive tip. Lily moaned and twisted 
her ass, pressing the back of his head inward as she pushed 
her cunt to his mouth. She couldn't believe how good this 
felt. His tongue whipped about her clit, making her hips jerk. 

"Oh, Merlin, Harry!” Lily cried out. "Ooooh, baby! Ahhhhh, 
that's nice, darling! That's very nice! Oooh, lick it, Harry!” 
she sobbed with ecstasy. "Ohhh, my, yes! Lick Mom right 
there, darling!” 

Her flush was gone, replaced by the heat of passion as she 
lifted her ass to push her cunt as tight as she could into her 
son's face. Harry clutched his mother's hips, lowering his 
mouth to suck at her cunt and dip his tongue into it. His 
breathing was hot, fanning the soft hair of her cunt and 
burning her flesh. 

Lily wanted his mouth tighter and closer to her pussy. With 
her legs as wide apart as she could get them, she strained 
her clit at his sucking mouth. His tongue slithered in and out 
of the wetness, and Lily was sure his tongue went as deep as 
his cock had. Harry twisted his tongue in her taint, sending 
delicious waves of rapture through her. The wet noises her 
son made with his tongue and sucking lips intensified her 
pleasure. 

"Ohhh, Harry, Harry!” she whimpered, arching her cunt tight 
into his face. "Oh, Merlin, baby! That's wonderful! That's so 
very good! Ahhhh, lick Mom right there, darling! Oh, yes 
push your tongue inside me!” 



Water droplets clung to her smooth flesh, but the heat inside 
her was drying them faster than a towel could have. She 
arched and twisted with wanton movement, her tits swollen 
hard and aching. 

Harry pulled his face back an inch or so, looking up into his 
mother's eyes. He kissed the inside of her smooth thigh, 
licking at her flesh and pushing his mouth again into her 
cunt. His right hand left her hip and moved past her shaking 
stomach. When he cupped one of her tits, squeezing it as he 
plunged his tongue in and out of her juicy cunt, Lily let out a 
low, throaty scream of delight. 

"You'll make me come!" she gasped. "Oh, baby... are you 
trying to make Mom come this way?" 

A muffled reply came from Harry, his tongue sliding in and 
out of her cunt wickedly. He squeezed and cupped and 
stroked her tits, moving his right hand from one to the other, 
his left still gripping her trembling hip. 

As thrilling as it had been when her son fucked her, Lily 
realized there were many more thrills he could give her, 
wilder, hotter, and in ways she had considered perverse. 

"Harder!" she urged, straining her cunt to his sucking 
mouth. "Oh, Merlin, baby, suck harder! You're going to have 
me coming... ahhh, this is very good, baby? Suck me... suck 
my pussy... oh. Merlin, yes! Suck my cunt!" 

The word startled her as it came from her mouth, but not for 
long. 

"Eat it, darling!" she shouted, her words adding to her 
excitement. "Eat my cunt! Ohhh, my cunt, cunt, cunt! Lick 
Mom's cunt! Mom's hot, hot, wet, wet, hairy, hairy cunt! 
Cunt... oh, my yes! Cunt, cunt, cunt!" 



Harry fucked his tongue as far into his mother's fiery cunt as 
he could, wiggling it about, drawing her fuck-juices into his 
mouth and swallowing them eagerly. He lapped along each 
puffy cunt-lip, swirling his tongue through her soft cunt-hair, 
then about her swollen clit, only to fuck it back into her cunt 
again. 

Lily was out of her mind with ecstasy. She swung her ass 
about, holding her crotch up with her feet on the floor and 
her left arm behind her. She pushed at the back of her son's 
head as hard as she could, trying to stuff his face into her 
pussy. The dam was broken now - Lily no longer thought of 
what her son was doing to her as perverse. Anything that 
could feel this good couldn't be perverse. How could any 
kind of pleasure be perverse? 

“Ahhhh, darling, suck Mom's cunt!" she cried out with her 
passions. "Suck Mom's cunt! Lick Mom's pussy. Mom's cunt. 
Mom's snatch. Mom's cunt! Ahhh, baby, tongue Mom's cunt 
and make me come! Ohhh, you're fucking my pussy with 
your tongue, Harry! You're fucking Mom in the hot cunt with 
your tongue, and baby. Mom loves it!" 

"Hold my ass!" Lily shouted. "Oh, Merlin... hold Mom's ass 
tight! Grab Mom's naked ass and suck Mom's wet cunt!" 

Taking her words literally, Harry pulled his hand from her 
swollen tit and shoved them both underneath her ass. 
Cupping her firm, round ass-cheeks, he dove into her cunt 
and sucked frantically, his tongue everywhere, inside her, 
outside her, on her cunt and almost on her steamy asshole. 

Squealing with rapture, Lily fell back onto the bed, humping 
her cunt into her son's face in a frenzy. She clawed at her 
tits, pulling at them almost painfully. Her face twisted from 
side to side as she squealed and shrieked in ecstasy. 



“I'm about to come! Oh, Harry you're going to make Mom 
come! Fuck my cunt harder and faster and deeper and... 
ohhh, Merlin! Suck my cunt and lick my cunt and eat my 
cunt and... oooohhhh!'' 

The convulsions struck suddenly. 

The spasms of her juicy cunt grabbed for her son's tongue, 
the rippling action of her pussy sucking at it. Lily screamed 
loudly, smashing her legs about her son's head, capturing 
his willing mouth into her cunt. She dug brutally into her tits 
as she came, her ass bucking up and down, smashing into 
Harry's hungry mouth wetly. The force of her orgasm 
threatened to blow Lily apart, but it went on and on with 
contractions until it started to hurt. 

“No more?" she pleaded, trying to push his face out of her 
crotch. “Please, darling, no more! Stop, baby! Ohhh, please 
don't lick my pussy anymore!" 

Harry pulled his face out of his mother's crotch, grinning up 
at her. His lower face glistened wetly, and he looked very 
proud of what he had done. Lily cupped her pussy with one 
hand, very gently, feeling it pulsate. Her fuck-juices had 
dripped along the crack of her ass, making her ass-cheeks 
and her inner thighs slippery. Harry was still cupping the 
cheeks of her ass, and he slowly pulled his hands away. 

As he rested his chin on her reddish cunt-hair and looked up 
at his mother, his eyes shone. 

“You said cunt. Mom," he said. “You were yelling at me to 
suck your cunt and to lick your cunt and... oh. Mom! You 
were sure excited!" 


“I guess I was," she breathed, smiling down at him. 



She felt a flush start to develop over her face, and fought it 
off. It was fantastic the way her son had sucked her cunt, 
making her come so strongly. Lily pulled her legs to the bed, 
lying on her side, her mind reeling with what she was 
thinking about. She wanted to do it to him. 

“Harry,” she whispered. “Stand up for Mom.” 

Harry stood, his cock jutting out with raging hardness, his 
cock-head swollen smooth. She watched a bead of fuck-juice 
form on his little slit of a piss-hole. She looked at her son's 
balls, seeing how full they looked. The hair at the base of his 
cock seemed to her very exciting. 

Harry stood up proudly, showing his hard-on to his mother 
as if it was his most precious treasure. And it was, Lily felt. 
While her son stood looking down at her, Lily moved her 
face closer to his cock. For a moment she almost blacked 
out. Then she caught the scent of him. She breathed in 
deeply, the odor of his cock and her cunt sending a wanton 
shiver about her naked flesh. 

“Are you gonna put it in your mouth. Mom?” Harry asked, 
shifting from foot to foot with eagerness. 

Lily cupped his young balls, feeling how hard they were, the 
heat of them. She nodded her head, her eyes glittering as 
she ran her tongue over her lips. 

“I want to taste you, too, darling,” she whispered softly. “I 
want to see what you... your cock, tastes like! Oh, yes, your 
beautiful cock, baby! You're so hard, your beautiful cock!” 

She squeezed his prick, watching his cockhead bulge bigger. 
His piss-hole opened, fuck-juices seeping from it. She was 
still on her side at the edge of the bed, and feeling lewd 
again. She lifted one leg, bending it at the knee and 



revealing her cunt to her son, knowing now how much visual 
stimulation could excite him. Harry looked down at his 
mother's exposed cunt, leaning over slightly and running his 
hand along her fiery, hairy cunt-lips. 

“Mmmnmm!" Lily purred and twisted her ass while she 
stroked his cock a few times. She moved her face closer to 
him, and inhaled the scent. 

Harry pushed his fingers into his mother's cunt, and Lily 
made a low gurgling sound deep in her throat, squeezing his 
cock hard at the base. 

Harry gasped. 

Boiling come-juice gushed from his prick, splashing into 
Lily's face. 

She sucked in her breath, jerking back in surprise. 

“Ohhh, baby!" she moaned. "So fast, darling!" 

"I can't help it. Mom!" 

"I know!" Lily whimpered, and began to jack her son's cock 
fast, making the spewing come-juice squirt rapidly. She 
moved her face closer and let her son spray into it. The wet 
heat of his come-juice splattering her face sent tremors of 
excitement through her. When he started coming, Harry 
pushed his fingers deep into his mother's cunt, and Lily 
almost came again. 

Come-juice dripped on her face. 

She clutched her son's cock tightly, feeling it pulsate. 

Harry's hips pumped back and forth as he came, groaning 
softly. His come-juice splashed on her forehead, the tip of 



her nose, one cheek. Lily made soft gasping sounds as she 
jacked him off, her eyes glazed with passion, watching his 
piss-hole spurt. 

When her face was drenched, he stopped coming. Lily was 
disappointed. She wanted her son to come and come and 
keep coming. Feeling him come into her face was exciting, 
and she found nothing perverse about that, either. She 
wasn't even embarrassed, which delighted her. 

The head of his cock was slippery with fuck-juices, and she 
pulled it to her tit, smearing his piss-hole on her rigid nipple. 
She rubbed her son's cock about the silky flesh of her tit 
until it gleamed wetly. Then she lifted it upward, shoving the 
tip of her tongue from her lips. She placed her tongue on the 
underside of her son's cock, tasting his come-juice. She 
slowly dragged her tongue up to his piss-hole, wiggling it 
there, her green eyes flashing up at his delighted face. 

“I came too fast. Mom," he panted. "I didn't mean to do it in 
your face. I'm sorry." 

"I'm not," Lily purred. "It was fun, baby. I've never had a 
cock come off in my face before, but you can do it any time 
you want, I suppose I'm a mess, with your come-juice 
dripping off my cheeks, but I don't give a... a big fuck!" 

Harry giggled. "I don't if you don't. Mom. I mean, give a big 
fuck!" 

Lily laughed softly, wrapping her arm about her son's naked 
hip and clutching his ass, burying her face into his cock and 
balls, nuzzling there and mewling softly. The feel of a cock 
and balls in her face wasn't anywhere as bad as she thought 
it would be. On the contrary, it was good, felt very good to 
have them in her face. 



The telephone was ringing again, and Harry started to 
pickup the extension at her bedside. 

“Fuck it,” Lily said, stopping him. “Let the fucking thing 
ring!" 

Harry drew his hand back. “Right! Let the fucking thing 
ring!" 

They began to laugh as Harry fell over his mother's naked 
body. Clutching each other, delighted in themselves, they 
rolled and wrestled playfully about the bed, messing the 
sheets and not caring. They grabbed at each other, Harry for 
his mother's tits, her creamy ass, her bushy cunt. Lily for her 
son's ass, his cock and balls. They hugged and kissed like 
two eager, hot-assed teenager's discovering a cunt and cock 
for the first time. The telephone soon stopped ringing, and 
Lily, on her back, flung her arms and legs wide open, looking 
up at her son between her thighs. 

“Sit on my stomach, baby!" she said, her voice going husky. 
She pulled at his cock. “Sit on Mom's stomach and let me 
play with your cock and balls. I bet I can have you coming 
again real soon!" 

“I like to come. Mom!" He giggled, straddling her stomach, 
his knees in her armpits. 

Lily felt his hot ass on her flesh. His balls touched her ribs 
and his cock pointed toward her face. She pressed his cock 
against her skin, and Harry twisted his ass. She felt the heat 
of his young ass on her body, and she wrapped one hand 
around him, urging him to scoot upward toward her face. 

“Lift up a minute," she whispered. 


Harry lifted, and Lily adjusted one of her nipples. 



“Sit down on Mom's titty," she mewled. She felt her son's 
hot asshole on her nipple as he sat, almost flattening her tit. 
His cock was half hard, and she lowered her chin to her 
neck. She found she could kiss the head of his cock as he sat 
on her tit. She kissed it, then ran her tongue out to lick at 
his little piss-hole. Harry watched her, his eyes taking on a 
gleam of delight. Lifting her head, Lily closed her hot lips 
around the head of her son's cock, sucking it. 

The taste was strange, but she found it exciting. His smooth 
cock-head between her lips and her tongue sent a shiver 
through her. 

She tasted his come-juice lingering on his piss-hole, and 
wrapped her arms about his hips, drawing him up. She 
slipped her lips along the shaft of her son's cock, feeling 
them tingle and stretch. Her tongue pushed his cock to the 
roof of her mouth, and then his cock-head brushed at her 
throat. Her lips pressed against the base, and her eyes rolled 
in wanton dreaminess. 

She began to make soft purring sounds as she sucked up 
and down, sliding her lips on her son's cock. She tasted the 
juices dripping from his piss-hole again, and to her delight, 
she liked the taste. 

“Mmmmm, delicious?" she purred as she pulled her mouth 
off his cock. “You really taste good, baby! Your cock has a 
very good taste, hot and hard and you're dripping. See how 
you drip?" 

She licked a bead of fuck-juice off his piss-hole with her 
tongue, giggling lewdly. 

Harry lifted his hips, urging his mother to suck his cock. But 
Lily was in a playful mood, pleased with herself. She lapped 
at the throbbing shaft of his cock, tickling his balls with the 



tip of her tongue. When Harry tried to push his cock into her 
mouth, she turned her head to one side, giggling wickedly 
as it slipped along her cheek and to her ear. Before he pulled 
back, she grabbed at his balls with her mouth, and sucked, 
them in. 

"Ohhh, Mom!” 

"Mmmmm!” she mewled, looking up at his twisting face as 
she sucked his balls, his cock throbbing so hotly on her 
cheek. She licked and sucked hard, her lips burning. The 
taste of his balls in her mouth sent a rippling sweetness 
through her cunt. She pressed her thighs together, then 
spread them open again, then pressed them together again. 
She cupped her son's ass with both hands, pulling his crotch 
into her face. Harry slipped his knees along her head, and 
Lily let his balls go. 

Her tongue flicked past them and wiggled at the crack of his 
ass. Harry's eyes went wide, his breath catching in his 
throat. 

"I'm so horrible!” Lily murmured with her face in his crotch. 
"But I love it!” 

His balls were on her nose, his cock on her forehead. 
Instinctively, with her cunt on fire again, Lily probed her 
son's asshole with her tongue, licking at his ass-ring, circling 
it, pressing the tip of her tongue at the pucker. She pulled 
his ass-cheeks open, and closed her open lips around his 
asshole, and began to suck it. 

"Mom!” Harry gasped. 

Lily couldn't believe she was doing this. Maybe she couldn't 
believe it, but she knew how much excitement she was 
feeling! 



Harry began to twist his ass in her face, staring down at her. 
All he could see was the top of his mother's head, but he 
could feel what her tongue was doing to his asshole. His 
cock throbbed with a tight hardness, and it was dripping in 
her hair. He pushed at his cock with a hand, smashing it 
onto her nose and forehead. Lily moaned in pleasure and 
with a muffled squeal, suddenly fucked her tongue into her 
son's whole. Harry gave a yelp, twisting his ass into her face. 

"Mom! What are you doing to me? Ooooh, that's nice. Mom!" 

Lily ran her tongue up her son's tight asshole, fucking it as 
deep as she could, her lips burning about the crinkle. She 
pushed up on his ass, pulling her tongue out. "I'm sucking 
your fucking hot asshole, that's what I'm doing, baby!" 

And she began to tongue-fuck her son up his hot asshole 
swiftly again, moaning and twisting her mouth into the crack 
of his ass. 

"You'll make me come again?" he warned. Lily ignored his 
words and stabbed her tongue up and down, lifting her head 
from the bed to put her mouth tighter into his ass. She loved 
the way his little asshole clung to her tongue. She mouthed 
him wetly, making low sobs of ecstasy in her throat, writhing 
her naked ass on the mussed-up sheets of the bed. 

"Mom, suck me!" Harry howled. 

Enraptured by what she was doing to her son, Lily fucked 
her tongue in and out of his crinkling, fiery asshole, feeling 
his balls become hotter on her nose, his cock throbbing 
deliciously on her forehead. She knew her son would be 
getting ready to come, yet she didn't want to take her 
tongue out of his asshole. The way his asshole clung to her 
tongue, the way it puckered and gripped, amazed Lily. The 
very idea that she had her tongue up an asshole, her son's 



asshole, was enough to drive her wild. Her cunt never felt so 
hot, so wet! 

Moaning in a mindless way, she ran her tongue as deep as 
she could, sucking feverishly about the pucker of his 
asshole. Harry was twisting his ass into his mother's face, 
gasping and groaning as his cock jerked about, still dripping 
into her hair. Lily arched her hips into the air, the cheeks of 
her creamy ass bunched tightly, her legs open. Her clit was 
pulsating painfully. The swelling feel of an orgasm was 
boiling inside her cunt. 

Then, Lily was coming. She moaned loudly into her son's 
asshole as her cunt convulsed, her hips jerking, her ass 
beating up and down on the bed. She came very strongly, 
yet her tongue fucked in and out of her son's whole swiftly, 
stabbing, sucking. It was hard for her to believe she was 
coming this way. No one was touching her cunt - she was 
coming because she was sucking her son's asshole! 

The strength of her orgasm grew until Lily could hardly 
stand it. She smashed her thighs together, crossing her legs, 
crying out with her lips hard upon Harry's asshole. A sigh 
came from her as the spasms slowed, and although her cunt 
was still pulsating, it felt very good and not as painful. 

"You came. Mom!" Harry groaned. "You really came, didn't 
you?" 

Lily's tongue slipped from her son's asshole, and she tilted 
her head, dragging it over his fiery balls. Her eyes smoldered 
wetly as his cock pulled from them, leaving a trail of fuck- 
juice on her forehead. 

"Merlin, I sure did come!" she breathed, grinning widely up 
at her squatting son. "You'd never believe how hard I came, 
darling!" 



“You gotta suck me now?" Harry panted, his cock rubbing 
along her nose. “You just gotta suck me off now, Mom!" 

“Mmmmm, I know!" she purred happily as his cock dragged 
downward. She kissed his hard cock-shaft as it slipped along 
her lips, the tip of her tongue flicking at it. “Give your cock 
to me. Mom will suck it off now!" 

Harry lifted slightly, and Lily opened her mouth. Looking up 
at his expectant face, she moved a hand over his thigh and 
pushed down on his cock. His cock-head burned between 
her lips as she pulled it in. Harry, looking down at her 
mouth, moaned in delight, his eyes glazed slightly. Lily 
purred around her son's cock as she tasted herself on it. 
Sucking Harry's cock while the scent and taste of her cunt 
lingered on it was delicious! 

Harry was almost sitting on her tits again, and Lily had to 
hold her head up to suck him, gliding her lips back and 
forth. It was an awkward position far her, and it made her 
neck tired in a short time. But Harry leaned over her, his 
hands on the bed above her head, lifting to his knees, 
watching between them. Lily gave a soft whimper and 
wrapped her arms about his hips, cupping the tightness of 
his ass. When Harry pushed his cock down, Lily swallowed it 
joyfully. 

On his hands and knees above her face, Lily now bobbed her 
mouth up and down on her son's cock, gripping his ass. The 
feel of his cock was hot and hard on her tingling lips. The 
pleasure she felt by having his cock in her mouth was 
strange, but Lily knew she loved it there. 

“Ahhhh, that's good. Mom!" Harry gasped, humping his ass 
with her mouth. “Your mouth is hot and wet and... ohhh, 
what you can do with your tongue!" 



His comments delighted her. Lily sure knew how to suck a 
cock that would best please him. She was gliding her lips up 
and down by instinct, knowing that that had to be the way 
to suck cock. Her tongue moved and flicked and tasted 
because she wanted it that way, not because she knew that 
was how to suck a cock. 

As her son's plunging movements grew, she found it more 
relaxing to let her head rest on the bed, and allowed her son 
to fuck up and down. The image flitted through her mind 
that she was being fucked in her mouth, fucked as if her 
mouth was her cunt. The sliding heat of his hard cock on her 
lips and tongue made her shiver, and she gripped his 
bouncing, naked ass tighter, urging him to fuck into her 
mouth. She mewled, liking the feel of his cock in her mouth. 

"Ooooh, Mom, I love this!" Harry whined, pumping his cock 
in and out of her mouth, fucking her... "This feels so good. 
Mom! Ahhh, my cock is so hard!" 

The wet sounds of his cock throbbing up and down between 
her lips created renewed heat in Lily's cunt. The insides of 
her long thighs were drenched with her fuck-juices, slippery. 
She felt her fuck-juices on the curves of her ass, even in her 
ass-crack. Harry's cock smashed down, her lips at the base. 
She wondered if her mouth would be bruised, and realized 
she didn't mind if they were. 

Crazily, suddenly, her old friend from school... and lover, 
Bella kept flashing in and out of her mind. She kept feeling 
Bella's hand on her thigh, on her cunt outside her panties. 
She could almost feel Bella's fingers sliding along the fiery, 
fuzzy slit of her cunt, agitating her clit. The stronger the 
mental image became, the more greedily she sucked on her 
son's, cock. She clutched at Harry's bobbing ass, holding his 
asscheeks in her palms and pulling him down, the head of 



his cock brushing into her throat. The dripping juices of his 
prick ran past her tongue and to her throat, creating a slight, 
but very delicious, burning feeling. 

“Ohhhh, Mom, Mom!” Harry groaned, humping faster. ”lt's 
almost like fucking your cunt! I love getting sucked. Mom! 
Ooooh, I bet you suck better than any mother in the whole 
fucking world!” 

Lily made a throaty sound and started lifting her head as her 
son came down, smashing her lips at the base, and pulling 
back when he lifted. His cock-head almost came out of her 
mouth a couple of times, but she was fast with her lips. She 
no longer wondered what would happen when her son came 
- her excitement was such that she wasn't going to let him 
go when he came, no matter what. Maybe she would choke 
and gag on his hot come-juices, but she was not going to let 
his cock out of her mouth until it happened. 

Harry was groaning loudly now, humping up and down, his 
cock stabbing with fury swiftly into her mouth. Lily felt his 
cock grow harder yet, the throbs more powerful. There was 
an increase in the dripping, and her mouth seemed to fill 
with fuck-juices until she wondered if he was coming. She 
gulped his fuck-fluids down, darting her mouth up and down 
to the beating of his cock, her fingers clawing at his naked 
ass. His balls banged upon her chin as he rammed inward. 
Harry was using her mouth as if it were her cunt, and Lily 
was greedily taking it. 

"Mom! Ohhhh, Mom!” Harry wailed. "I'm about to come! 
Ohhh, I think I'm gonna come so fucking hard! Suck, mother, 
suck!” 


Lily sucked. She sucked as if her life depended on his cock. 
Harry was thrusting into her mouth frantically, the head of 



his cock almost sliding down her throat. She clung to his ass, 
determined to hold his cock in her mouth as he came, no 
matter what. She sucked on her son's cock as if her very life 
depended on it, depended on what his hot balls had to offer 
her. 

Harry cried out, running his cock deep into his mother's 
mouth. She felt his ass tighten in her hands. 

Then her mouth was filling. 

Squirt after squirt of his boiling come-juice splashed and 
burned into her throat. Lily's eyes opened with surprise, 
then closed again. 

She dug hard into his asscheeks, holding him down, his cock 
spurting into her mouth. Lily swallowed, at first to keep from 
choking. But as the hot taste of his come-juice flooded her 
mouth, she began to suck him feverishly because she loved 
it. Her throat worked swiftly to swallow, but he came too 
much. His creamy fuck-juice seeped past her lips and around 
the corners of them, running over her cheeks. She struggled 
to swallow it all, but he came too much and too fast for her 
inexperienced mouth and throat. 

The phone was ringing, but the sound seemed to come from 
a long ways off. 

Harry lifted his cock from his mother's mouth, sprawling 
alongside her head, gasping for air. Lily lay on her back, her 
mouth dripping come juice, her eyes open wonderingly. She 
was very pleased with herself, just as her son had been 
when he sucked and licked on her pussy. She ran her tongue 
about her lips slowly, finding them slightly bruised. She 
tasted his come-juice and licked it from her lips to swallow it. 
Her mouth had an unexpected pleasant taste. She wiped at 
her cheeks with her fingers, then licked them. 



“Mmmmm/' she mewled softly, turning her head and kissing 
at her son's cock tenderly. “You're nice, baby. You tasted very 
good!" 

“That fucking phone!" Harry said, trying out his words. “That 
fucking phone is about to ring off the fucking table. Mom." 

“I suppose we better answer the fucking thing!" She grinned 
up at him. “We can't have the fucking thing ring off the 
fucking table, can we?" 

She flipped over with her back to her son and pulled the 
phone to her. 

As she spoke into it, she felt her son rubbing his limp cock 
up and down the crack of her naked ass. Shoving her ass to 
him, she heard Bella's voice on the phone. 

“I've been trying to talk to you all day, Lily," Bella said. 

“That house elf of Harry's told me you were here!" 

“Diddi?" Lily mussed. “Hmmm... I wonder why?" 

“Wasn't supposed to tell me?" Bella asked. 

“Not really... I have to have a word with her..." 

“Well... anyway... will we go on that trip to Hong Kong?" 

Bella said. 

“Yeah... Tuesday about eleven you should be at Potter 
Manor..." Lily answered. “We'll floo from there." 

“Good... that's what I wanted to know... I can't wait to go..." 


“Me too..." Lily said, feeling her son placing his cock into the 
crack of her ass. 



She bunched her ass-cheeks, squeezing the head his cock. 
His cock-head rested upon the pucker of her asshole, feeling 
strange there. She pushed back at him, shoving a hand over 
her lips to his and drawing him close. Harry pushed at her 
ass, reaching around to cup one of her tits. Lily moaned 
softly, unable to stop the sound. 

“Something wrong?" Bella asked. 

"No, no!" Lily said quickly. 

Harry had pulled his cock away and was kissing down her 
smooth back, his tongue exciting her. Lily was having 
difficulty keeping her voice level. She swatted at her son but 
missed. Harry giggled and pushed his face down until he 
was kissing at the swells of her ass. Lily twisted her ass when 
she felt his hot, wet tongue licking her silky ass-cheeks. 

"I'm sure James would love to be with both... like the old 
days..." Bella said. 

Those words sure broth back some very kinky memories to 
Lily's lust filled mind. And now with Harry who was turning 
her, positioning her, and she kept talking as coherently as 
she could to Bella. Harry turned her onto her stomach, then 
lifted her ass into the air. Lily pulled her knees up, trying to 
carry on her conversation with her old lover from school 
about the father of the one whom was fucking her now. She 
moaned again when she felt her son's tongue probe against 
her cunt back there. She spread her knees on the bed and 
shoved her pussy to him. Bella was talking, but Lily could 
hardly understand the words. Harry was fucking his tongue 
into her cunt, licking around her cunt-lips. 

"Oohhh!" Lily gasped. 


Harry had run his tongue over her asshole. 



“What's wrong, Lily?" 


“I... uh, I almost dropped the phone," Lily said, her voice 
shaky now. 

Harry was lapping at her asshole like it was his favorite 
dessert, and his tongue was so wet and hot! 

“Bella, I think I have to go now," Lily said, unable to keep the 
breathless sound out of her voice. “I've got to... I think I hear 
someone at the door... the back door..." 

Harry giggled when he heard what his mother said, and he 
licked his tongue up her asshole. 

“Ahhhhh!" Lily whined. 

“Lily," Bella said, giving a lewd laugh, “if I didn't know any 
better, I'd swear you had a cock up your cunt. You're making 
sounds like a woman being fucked!" 

“You're wrong," Lily hissed. “I am not being... what you 
said." 

“Are you sure you don't have a secret lover stashed there?" 
Bella teased. “By the way... what are you doing there?" 

“No, I don't... just... stuff..." Lily groaned. Harry's tongue was 
deep inside her asshole, fucking in and out, his breath hot 
on her flesh. Fighting back a groan of ecstasy, Lily pushed 
her ass into her son's face, his chin almost slipping into her 
cunt as his tongue buried deeper into her asshole. She 
couldn't hear a word Bella was saying now. Lily's eyes were 
closed as she gripped the phone to her ear, her knuckles 
white. 



Harry pulled his tongue from his mother's asshole, fucking it 
into her cunt. Lily almost fainted with ecstasy. While he 
pumped his tongue in and out of her cunt, his nose seemed 
to be trying to slide up her asshole. She strained her ass 
back, wiggling it lewdly. 

“Harry!" she gasped, his tongue now licking from her 
inflamed tit, into the hairy slit of her wet cunt, and then 
about her asshole, finally plunging into it. He poked his 
tongue up his mother's asshole, then back to her cunt, then 
up again. He was taking turns probing Lily's asshole and 
cunt, and Lily was about to drop the phone. “Harry... Harry!" 

“Did you just kidnap Harry from school in the middle of the 
school term?" Bella asked giggling over the phone. 

“N-noooooo," Lily whispered. “Bella, I have to go. I'll call you 
back, I promise!" 

“You sneaky little bitch... you really did it... didn't you? And 
you were so against this when I suggested it..." Bella 
continued snickering. “And your with him right now... aren't 
you... what's he doing?... ohhhhhh... I'm so going to Hong 
Kong right now... you can join me and James when your 
through with Harry..." 

Harry pulled his tongue and face out of his mother's uplifted 
ass and Lily felt his cock sliding about her cunt. She 
pooched her pussy between her thighs, and her son fucked 
his prick into it. Lily swallowed a gasp of shivery pleasure, 
pushing to him. 

But Harry fucked only a few times into his mother's cunt, 
then pulled his cock out. Lily's eyes opened wide when she 
felt him dragging his cock upward. 



She swatted her hand back at him when she felt the head of 
his cock pushing at her puckered asshole. She wigged, 
trying to make him move, but Harry was giggling softly as he 
rubbed the head of his cock about her asshole. 

She felt him increasing the pressure, and she was afraid she 
would make some tell-tale sound that Bella would 
understand clearly. She couldn't hang up while Bella was 
talking; Lily was not rude to her bestfriend and lover from 
school. And she didn't want Bella to know exactly what was 
happening. But she couldn't let her son shove his cock into 
her asshole. The pressure increased in her ass, and she tried 
to pull from him. But Harry held her hips, pushing inward. He 
was giggling softly, and Lily couldn't make him stop. She 
closed her eyes, holding her breath, knowing that if he 
fucked his cock up her asshole, she would scream. 

She felt the head of her son's cock sliding forward, felt the 
ring of her asshole opening, stretching. She swatted at Harry 
again, but all he did was giggle and fuck his cock harder. 

“I've... Bella, I've... got to ohhhhh!" 

The head of her son's cock penetrated her asshole. Lily 
choked, swallowing the scream just in time. She felt her 
asshole holding the head of her son's cock, felt a slight, 
tearing kind of pain, but it wasn't really hurting her. 

“Bella, I've got to go!" Lily almost shouted, then slammed 
the phone onto the hook. She would sure have to have a talk 
with Bella after Harry went back to Hogwarts. 

She tried to pull her asshole from his cock, but Harry jerked 
her hips back, and his prick slithered all the way inside her 
ass. 



“Ohhhh, Harry!” Lily squealed, digging her fingers into the 
sheets of her bed. 

She rested her head and shoulders on the bed, her ass held 
very high. With the full length of her son's cock up her 
asshole, that tearing sensation had receded. Her ass felt 
stuffed, very full, and she could feel his cock throbbing so 
hotly. His balls pushed upon her cunt, and Lily closed her 
eyes as this new sensation she loved filled her. 

"Merlin, Harry!” she cried softly. "Oh, Merlin! What are you 
doing to me? OOOHHHH, baby, what are you making me 
turn into?” 

"I'm just having fun. Mom,” Harry gasped as he felt his 
mother's asshole grip his cock. "It sure feels good. Mom! You 
seem so tight and hot this way!” 

"Are you going to fuck me there?” 

"I wanna,” he said, his fingers gripping at her hips. 

"Merlin, do it!” she hissed, swaying her upturned ass. "Do it 
to me that way, baby! Ohhhhh, yes, fuck me there! Fuck me 
in my ass! My ass is so hot, so fucking hot?” 

Lily felt so wanton, so lewd, and taking her son's cock up her 
asshole seemed to be the ultimate surrender to him. He 
made her want to do everything, no matter how wicked. In 
just a few short days, she was becoming insatiable for cock, 
her son's cock. 

"Ohhhh, Merlin, baby fuck me?” she sobbed. "Ram it up 
Mom's ass! Fuck Mom in the ass! Fuck Mom's asshole!” 

"Oh, yeah. Mom!” Harry groaned, then began to fuck his 
cock back and forth, staring at the way her asshole clutched 



it. He pulled until his cock-head almost came out, but Lily 
thrust her ass back quickly, moaning. She shook her naked 
ass wildly as her son pumped into it. 

With her hands above her head, clawing at the sheets, she 
listened to the slapping of his body against her ass, his balls 
beating upon her juicy cunt, his cock driving so deep. The 
way her asshole stretched thrilled her so much. She 
whimpered and cried out with passion, urging her son to 
fuck hard. 

“Ram it to me, Harry! Ohhhh, baby, ram your sweet cock up 
Mom's ass! Fuck that hot asshole, baby! Ohhh, yes, yes, it's 
so fucking wonderful! Come up Mom's ass... fill Mom's 
asshole with sweet, hot come-juice!'' 

Lily was babbling lewdly, exciting herself and her son with 
her words. 

Her tits were being scraped on the sheet, her nipples on fire, 
her cum dripping down the insides of her long thighs. Her 
asshole squeezed hard around her son's cock, and her clit 
was straining again. Things were happening to Lily, things 
she had never dreamed would happen to her. Her son was 
setting her body and mind on fire, making her emotions 
whirl with erotic sensations she didn't know she possessed. 

“Shove it to me! Give Mom your wonderful cock, baby?" she 
cried out. “I love it, Harry! Ohhhh, your sweet, hard, young 
cock! Fuck me, darling! Fuck Mom up the ass... up the hot 
asshole! Ahhhh, this is so good, so fucking good! '' 

“You sure make my balls hot. Mom!" Harry gasped as he 
fucked his cock back and forth. “You make my cock hard and 
my balls hot! I love to fuck you... fuck your cunt, fuck you in 
the mouth, fuck you in the asshole!" 



“Yes, yes!" Lily sobbed. “You're making your mother feel like 
a fucking whore! You're turning me into your whore, darling! 
But, oh Merlin... I love it! Make me your whore, Harry! Make 
Mom your hot cunt, cock-sucking whore!" 

The intensity of her passion was unlimited. Her asshole was 
burning the way her cunt did, and her son's cock was 
ramming so deliciously, the friction on her tight ass-ring 
sending tremors of wicked rapture about her creamy skin. 
Lily spread her knees farther on the bed, arching her crotch 
high, as lewd as she could, feeling his balls bang against her 
cunt as his cock moved deeply into her asshole. 

“Ohhhhh, you're about to make me come again!" Lily 
squealed. “Your cock... up my ass, is about to make my 
cunt... ohhhh, I am coming!" 

As her cunt convulsed in rippling waves of orgasm, she 
slammed her ass tightly onto her son's cock. The 
contractions sent a wild, steamy, squeezing motion to her 
asshole, and Harry felt his cock being sucked powerfully. He 
tried to pull back, but his mother's asshole held it at the 
base much too strongly. 

“Mom, you're gonna make me come!" 

Lily heard her son's grunting words, but she was squealing 
and shaking her naked ass while her cunt came with wet 
orgasms. She felt her son strain into her asshole since he 
couldn't pull back, his fingers digging hard into her hips. 

She heard him moan, and then his cock spurted, sending 
steaming squirts rapidly up her asshole. 

Lily lifted her head from the bed and screamed. 

Every inch of her naked body shuddered, the ecstasy 
intense. 



"Oh, Merlin. Oh, Merlin!" 


Harry slumped across his mother's ass, his hands clutching 
at her tits now, his cock softening, still caught by the 
clamping ring of her asshole... 


Chapter 50 - Herbology or Anatomy 

"Okay, class," prof. Sprout said as the sixth year gryffindor 
and slytherin students gathered in one of the greenhouses 
for the start of the the Herbology class, "today we do a bit of 
clean up around greenhouses three, four and six..." 

There were a few groans and complains during the 
professor's detailing what they had to do and what 
everybody had to do, but it wasn't something unusual. Then 
they've got sent on their merry way to do their assignments. 

Harry's job was to trim some trees in greenhouse six, 
because he liked to climb and wasn't scared of highs. 
Hermione took the trimming closer to the ground of those 
trees. There was enough work to keep them busy for the 
entire two hours of the class and not a bad way to start the 
day, this being the first class of the day. 

"Let's start at the back of the greenhouse, Mione," Harry 
suggested. 

Hermione agreed, not giving it much thought, until she 
realized that Harry had led her as far as possible away from 
the rest of their yearmates. She and Harry were in the back 
in the privacy of the thick trees and shrubs along the glass 
enclosure of the greenhouse. Nobody could possibly see 
them or hear them there, unless they got close enough. 




Harry dropped the pruning tools on the ground and took 
Hermione's tools out of her hands. She realized what was 
coming too late, and she gave a squeal when Harry tackled 
her and pulled her down on the grass. He rolled on top of her 
and pinned her with his heavier weight. 

“Merlin, Harry! Let me up right now! We are during a class, 
for Merlin's sake!" Hermione sputtered. 

“No way, Mione," he leered. “I wanna pick up where we left 
off this morning. Playing with your pussy and licking it was 
really something, but I didn't had enough." 

His hands closed over her tits and started squeezing. To her 
horror, she felt a tingle in her pussy right away as surges of 
hot lust flashed through her loins. Damn that Draco and 
Pansy and Susan! If they hadn't dragged her and Harry out 
of the bed this morning when they were about to get 
themselves off, they wouldn't be so dangerously horny right 
now. As Harry's hard, young body pressed down on her, she 
felt her pussy getting hot and creamy and swollen. 

“Harry, no." she cried desperately, “We are in the open... We 
can't do this..." 

“I know... you keep telling me, Mione," he grinned, “but I'm 
not listening. You might as well save your breath. In fact you 
might as well just relax and enjoy, 'cause I know you want it 
and I'm not gonna give up till you let me." 

He shoved her school shirt up over her braless tits. The little 
top was only held on by flimsy ribbons which he easily 
pulled open and flung her shirt away. Hermione gasped and 
tried to cover her naked tits, but Harry caught her wrists and 
forced her arms down. He dipped his head low and sucked 
his girlfriend's left nipple into his hot steamy mouth. 



“Oh, noooooo!" Hermione moaned. 


Hot juice welled from her cunt, soaking through her panties 
and shorts. Her nipples had always been extremely 
erogenous, and Harry's hot juicy lips felt wonderful as he 
moved back and forth between the two sensitive little buds, 
sucking them into stiffness. Even as Hermione tried to 
wriggle free her pussy was moistening with arousal. But he 
was too strong for her. 

Harry meant what he'd said. He always did. He wasn't going 
to give up making love to her, and that meant he wouldn't 
rest till they'd gone all the way. Hermione wondered what 
she could possibly offer him to change his mind. Achingly 
horny as she was, she still wasn't ready to fuck her boyfriend 
in a place so open... and a hell not during a school class. 

Now Harry lifted his head and surveyed her stiff and 
glistening pink nipples, which he'd sucked into glowing 
erection. Hermione could feel his cock steadily stiffening 
where it lay between them, squashed against her belly, and 
she knew what was on his mind. Finger-play was old hat now. 
They'd already gotten each other off like that this morning. 
He wanted something bigger and better. 

Sure enough, Harry reached for the zipper of her school skirt 
and tugged it open. He grasped the skirt and started pulling 
it down. He was much stronger than Hermione, and no 
matter how she struggled she couldn't stop him for long. He 
whisked off her skirt and tossed them aside, leaving her 
naked except for her skimpy thong panties. 

He reached for the panties. “Oh, Harry, noooo," Hermione 
moaned. “Love, please stop. Just not here!" 

“I can't help it, Mione," Harry said hoarsely, “I just have to 
get off. You can feel my cock. You know how hard it is." 



Hermione knew it all too well. It was practically killing her to 
feel that massive hard-on and know that she couldn't take it 
into her seething, famished cunt. But even though she had 
to deny herself that satisfaction now, she couldn't deny 
Harry. She had to get her boyfriend off, or he wouldn't leave 
her alone. 

“Listen, love, I know you're horny," she said desperately, 
“and I'll help you. How 'bout I give you a blow-job?" 

Harry's eyes lit up. He wanted to fuck his sexy girlfriend 
more than anything in the world, but he realized she was 
right about doing it during the Herbology class. It was just to 
dangerous. The idea of her going down on him was very 
exciting. His cock gave a lusty buck and tried to tear its way 
out of his tight pants at the very thought of his girlfriend's 
hot mouth wrapped around his stiff prick. 

“Okay, Mione," he leered, “I could go for that. Yeah, go 
ahead and suck me off." 

Hermione breathed a sigh of relief. At least she wasn't going 
to have to go all the way with him, and if she got him off 
now, that would satisfy him for a while and give them a 
chance to get in a more private setting. He rolled off her, 
stood up, and quickly skinned out of his school pants and 
shirt. 

Soon, he wasn't wearing anything else. He towered over her, 
stark-naked, his rock-hard prick wagging stiffly and lewdly 
before him. Once again Hermione thought how wonderful 
that long, thick shaft would feel cramming her starved little 
pussy, pistoning inside her and making her come. But she 
just couldn't allow him to fuck her now, during Herbology, 
no matter how much she secretly desired it. 



Harry lay down on the grass beside her, on his back. His 
magnificent giant cock stood straight up, pointed at the 
greenhouse sealing, stiff and throbbing with a life all its 
own. Dazedly Hermione knelt beside him, naked except for 
her panties. She crouched low, bringing her lips within an 
inch of her boyfriend's stiff-standing cock. 

As her hot breath fanned his prick, Harry shivered lustily. His 
girlfriend's stiff nipples were grazing his body, her luscious 
tits swaying gently as she got into position. She reached out 
and wrapped her fingers around the thick hairy base of his 
prick, steadying the bucking shaft. 

"Yeah, Mione, do it," he said hoarsely. "Suck my cock!" 

Hermione blushed hotly at his lewd words. She knew how 
outrageous it was to be going down on her own boyfriend 
during a class. Still, she had to do it, because the alternative 
was even more outrageous. She stuck out her tongue and 
began lashing it all over the engorged, purple head of his 
cock. Harry shivered with delight. 

"Oh, yeahhhhhhh! Merlin, Mione, lick my cock!" he moaned. 

Hermione felt her own excitement begin to overpower the 
embarrassment she was feeling. It was one of the things she 
really loves doing to Harry. As she lapped up the first drops 
of his delicious pre-cum, she drooled eagerly. 

"Mmmmmmmmmmmmmm", she murmured. 

Harry's nostrils flared with excitement when he heard that 
helpless murmur, because it told him that his sexy girlfriend 
loved the taste of his cock juice. She wasn't just licking his 
meat because she had to. Her hot little tongue worked 
swiftly and eagerly, swirling around his swollen cock head 



and lapping up his dribbling pre-cum as fast as she could 
get it. 

She tongued the thin musky-tasting, cock-juice into her 
mouth and rolled it around, savoring it before swallowing. 
That really got Harry excited. She kept tonguing, savoring, 
gulping, till she'd finally cleaned his cock head of all the 
oozing cream. But she was still hungry for more. Using the 
stiff, pointy tip of her tongue, she probed right into his piss 
hole and licked out more of the tasty liquid. 

"Ohhhhh, shit, yeah," Harry groaned, "go for it, Mione, lick it 
all up!" 

Hermione blushed as she sucked and licked at her 
boyfriend's prick. She couldn't control her hunger for his 
cock, and was embarrassed that he knew it. It was obvious 
she was getting off like crazy as she lapped up the salty 
liquid, savoring every drop like a good wine. Well, there was 
nothing she could do about it now. Her lust was beyond 
control. She wanted a whole boiling mouthful of his tasty 
juice, and she knew just how to get it. 

Opening her lips as wide as she could, Hermione plunged 
them down around the hugely swollen head of her 
boyfriend's prick, taking in a couple of inches of his thick, 
throbbing shaft. Then, when it was firmly lodged, she started 
sliding her juicy hot lips down around his cock. Harry just 
about flew right off the grass. 

"Ohhhhh, Merlin, ohhhhh, shit! Unnghhhh..oohhh 
fuuuuuuck!" he moaned, almost incoherent in his wild 
excitement. 

Harry gazed down at his girlfriend with lust-glazed eyes. It 
was a sight he'd only seen on her when her lust and need 
was at her highest. And he sure liked when she was like this 



and his sexy dark brown girlfriend was sliding her hot 
sensuous lips down around his stiff cock and sucking him 
off. 

“Ahhhhh, Mione, yeah, take it all!” he pleaded 

Hermione just wished that they had enough time, because 
she sure wanted to suck and taste every inch of her 
boyfriend's delicious rock-hard cock with no time pressure. 
But now she was in a hurry and was just taking in about half 
of it. She fisted and pumped the rest at a really fast pace, 
knowing that this way he would come a lot faster then usual. 
Drawing in her cheeks in sharply, she sheathed his 
throbbing cock in hot juicy flesh. 

"Suck it, Mione... suck my fuckin' cock!” the horny wizard 
groaned. 

Hermione didn't really need to be urged. She was desperate 
for a big, boiling mouthful of cum, and she sucked greedily 
to get it. The vacuum pressure was hot and strong, drawing 
the hot cream from his piss hole and making him groan with 
excitement. Her dark brown hair flew and her tits jiggled as 
her head bobbed up and down over her boyfriend's 
glistening cock. 

"Uuuuuuuhhhhhh, fuck, Mione, that's fantastic!” he 
groaned. 

He wasn't exaggerating. His own girlfriendgave the best 
head he'd ever had. He'd had his fair share of horny witches. 
But Hermione was an expert, far more experienced and 
skilled then any of the others. So good in fact, that Harry 
knew he wouldn't be able to hold out long. 


Still he fought back his climax, wanting the wonderful 
experience to go on for as long as possible. He lay back. 



closed his eyes, and forgot everything but the delicious 
sensations he was getting from his girlfriend's greedily 
sucking mouth. He dug his nails into the grass and shivered 
with ecstasy. 

Hermione sucked faster and faster on her boyfriend's wildly- 
throbbing cock, driven by the depraved excitement of it as 
much as for the taste of his come. After being interrupted in 
the middle of a hot suck this morning, Hermione was starved 
for it. She knew she didn't have much longer to wait for it 
though. Harry's cock was bucking and throbbing in her 
mouth, and he was moaning steadily. Increasing her efforts, 
Hermione sucked her deliriously-horny boyfriend right to the 
brink of orgasm. 

"Ohhhhhh, shit, Mione, get ready! I'm gonna come!" he 
moaned. 

"Ummmm...hmmmmm," Hermione moaned encouragingly. 

A second later, she felt the first hot sting of his jism against 
the back of her throat. Harry spun out of control, yelling with 
pleasure and fucking his girlfriend's mouth. He hammered 
his boiling load of come into her mouth and throat, and she 
moaned with excitement and gobbled it down hungrily, as 
fast as she could. 

"Take it, Mione!" he howled. "Swallow my fuckin' jizz! 
Uhhhnnnnggghhhhhh! Fuuuuuucccckkkkkk! 

He had his eyes tightly closed, aware of nothing but the 
fantastic pleasure he felt as his cock twitched, bucked and 
splattered his come into his girlfriend's mouth. Hermione 
was blinded with excitement, swallowing every drop his hot 
tasty jism, moaning in her lusty hunger. Neither of them 
noticed that they were being watched. 



“Ahhhhhh, fuck yeahhh, Mione! Suck it all out!” Harry 
groaned. 

"Mmmmmm, uuummmmm!” she cried. 

From about twenty feet away, concealed by the shrubbery, 
Draco watched in utter amazement. What in hell were Mione 
and Harry doing during the Herbology class in this hidden 
place of the greenhouse? He crept closer to get a better 
view. 

Draco crawled commando-style through the bushes till he 
was only about ten feet away from the hot gryff witch and 
his cousin. Now he could see clearly what was going on and 
why Harry was moaning and groaning. 

"Bloody hell!” Draco muttered, staring wide-eyed at the 
incredible scene before him. 

His cousin was lying on the grass, buck-naked, and his 
girlfriend was bending low over him, sucking his cock. Harry 
had in insane grin on his face as he pumped his jism into her 
mouth. Hermione was making muffled moans of excitement 
and swallowing down his cum as fast as she could get it. She 
wasn't wearing anything but a tiny pair of thong panties, her 
big firm tits swinging free. 

Draco shivered with lust which quickly gave way to envy. 

How come Harry was getting a blow-job from his beautiful 
girlfriend right during a class? Why couldn't his own 
girlfriend be like the gryff... so spontanious... so kinky... so 
naughty? He just wished Pansy was more like Hermione 
some times. And now it just about killed him to see his 
cousin getting a blow job in this place... during a Herbology 
class. Shit! How do they have so much courage to do this 
crazy stuff? 



He wanted to rush out of his hiding place and demand a 
blow-job himself. But he knew this wasn't the time and place 
to make his demand and presence known. He'd better watch 
out for them not to be bothered by other class mates... and 
who said that he couldn't watch a good show. Because those 
two sure put on the best porn shows ever... even better then 
a X-rated muggle movie sometimes he watched at home. 

“Ahhhh, yeah, Mione, that was fantastic." Harry sighed. 

His glistening cock slipped from her mouth, and Hermione 
hungrily licked her lips to get every last drop of his cum. Still 
she looked embarrassed, and she quickly grabbed her 
discarded school shirt to cover her naked tits. Harry grabbed 
it away from her and flung it even farther. 

"Uh-uh, Mione, we're not finished yet," he leered. 

"But Harry, I got you off," Hermione said nervously. "We'd 
better get back to work now, before someone wonders where 
we are." 

"That's no problem," Harry assured her. 

"I put some notice me nots on the door of the greenhouse. 
Were pretty safe from prying eyes." 

In his hiding place Draco grinned evilly. His smart-ass gryff 
cousin had made a mistake this time. He came here before 
them... He was paired with Blaise, but he left his house mate 
and cousin on his own to do his task because Blaise liked to 
much this menial tasks from Herbology. And Draco went to 
laze of somewhere until the class was over. But as he was 
preparing to transfigure himself a hammock between two 
trees, he'd heard strange noises, followed them, and found 
Hermione and Harry. 



Now he didn't care about lazing off. He wanted to watch this 
exciting scene. Hermione was blushing and trying to cover 
herself up, but Harry kept drawing her hands away so he 
could ogle her naked tits. They were so big and firm and 
creamy with no sag at all, and as she tried half-heartedly to 
push Harry away, they wobbled on her chest, jiggling 
provocatively. In the bushes, Draco ogled the gryff witch's 
gorgeous tits too, and felt his cock stiffening. 

Even if he had Pansy and Susan on a regualar basis, they not 
even could compare with Hermione when it came to the 
perfect tits. Maybe Susan's were bigger, but the shape and 
fell could never compare to Hermione's. The sexy dark 
brown witch who also he was fucking on a regular basis for 
the past two months had the hottest tits he slytherin has 
ever seen and felt. Draco sure wished he could get his hands 
on them now. But to be caught lazing off and be caught 
fucking during a class sure weren't the same thing. And for 
now he just would make sure those two idiots would not be 
caught. But he couldn't almost groan with frustration as 
Harry reached out and cupped the heavy globes and began 
squeezing them. Hermione blushed even harder, but she 
also gave a lusty little shiver. 

“Relax, Mione," Harry soothed, “we've got time, and I 
haven't gotten you off yet." 

Hermione found it hard to reject that invitation. Her 
boyfriend's hot hands were arousing her strongly as they 
played over her tits. She was wildly horny by now. First she'd 
been interrupted just as she was about to get herself off, and 
then she'd sucked Harry off, which only made her hornier 
since she'd received no attention herself. Her need was at 
the boiling point. 



Harry eased her down on the grass, on her back, and went 
on squeezing his girlfriend's creamy tits. Hermione felt hot 
sticky cream oozing from her cunt and into the crotch of her 
panties. She was almost beside herself with lust as she eyed 
her boyfriend's long, semi-hard cock. Harry teasingly stroked 
her big conical nipples and worked them into long erect 
nubs. 

“You'd love to get off, wouldn't you, Mione?" he asked softly. 

“Yes, love, I would," Hermione confessed helplessly, “but do 
you think we should? Maybe some classmates might come 
looking for us." 

“No chance," Harry grinned. “I put those notice-me-nots on 
the door of the greenhouse and nobody would come in. You 
know how good I am with those. And we have almost two 
hours to pass the time... and do what ever we want..." 

Hermione shivered with desire. It was so tempting just to 
give in to Harry and let him take care of her. She'd feel a 
whole lot better if she could just come. Now he was sliding 
his hand down to cup her crotch, squeezing her fever-hot 
pussy through the thin silk. Hermione shivered again as 
Harry's fingers caressed her, rubbing the damp fabric into 
her drooling cuntslit. He could surely feel how wet she was. 

It would be useless to argue any longer that she wasn't 
turned on by what he was doing. And she knew he was right 
about the chances of them being caught and she sure was in 
some very hot need. Hot pleasure flashed through her 
pelvis, and Hermione creamed helplessly, the molten liquid 
soaking right through her panties and moistening his hand. 
Two hours of hot and sweaty pleasure sure sounded like 
something fun. 



“I felt that. Mione,” he said hoarsely. “I know how horny you 
are. Just relax and let me get you off.” 

"Oh, Merlin help me... I want you to, love!” Hermione 
moaned, closing her eyes. "I need it so bad!” 

Draco studied the situation from just a few feet away. His 
initial idea had been wrong, he could see that now. Mione 
hadn't come on to Harry. It had been the other way around. 
Harry had seduced her and somehow enticed her into a little 
sex-play. 

And she was so horny, too. Draco could see that. So horny 
that she'd given in and was letting Harry rhythmically 
squeeze and rub her pussy through her panties to bring her 
to climax. As Draco watched that, his cock swelled to its full 
dimensions and strained against the tight confinement of 
his school pants. 

At that moment, Draco envied his cousin with all his heart. 
He would have given anything to trade places with Harry 
just then. No witch turned him on like the hot and beautiful 
gryffindor witch, and he wanted to make love to her like his 
cousin was doing. Draco's cock twitched in his pants, 
growing big and taut and throbbing. 

"Is this good, Mione?” Harry asked hoarsely as he squeezed 
her pussy. "You like this?” 

"Yes, love,” Hermione gurgled, "it feels so good.” 

"We both know something that'd feel even better, though,” 
Harry leered. 

Hermione reddened and said, "Forget it, Harry, I'm not going 
to fuck you now. You know how I get then... and we have 
that Potion test this afternoon...” 



“Oh... don't worry..." he grinned. "... you'll take it even if 
you were being fucked by three wizard at once..." 

As he spoke, he slipped his free hand down inside his 
girlfriend's moist panties. Now he cupped her naked pussy, 
squeezing and releasing in a deliciously-satisfying rhythm. 
Hermione's quivering cunt filled her boyfriend's palm with 
thick molten cunt-juice. She simply couldn't resist the 
pleasure. Digging her nails into the grass, she began to 
pump her hips up at him in a helpless fucking motion. 

“Ohh, yeahhhhhh, I figured you'd like that better, Mione!" 
Harry grinned lewdly. 

He took his hand off her panties. Now Draco could see his 
other hand at work inside her panties, squeezing and 
massaging the hot swollen flesh of her pussy. Draco gritted 
his teeth and seethed with envy. He wanted to be playing 
with the gyff's pussy, getting her excited out of her mind. 

He enjoyed hell out of it and intended to go on making out 
till he was ninety or so. Yet no girl his age, no matter how 
pretty or sexy, could turn him on in the special way the gryff 
witch did. And no matter how many times they've done it, 
he still enjoyed her the most. 

“Ohhhhhh, Merlin, yessss!" Hermione moaned. 

Harry was squeezing his girlfriend's hot, juicy cunt faster 
and faster, working her into a frenzy of lust. Her hips were 
pumping and writhing, she was clawing the grass, and her 
pretty features were contorted with lust. She was close to 
forgetting all her hangups, and maybe that was why she 
didn't protest when Harry used his free hand to slip off her 
panties. 



Draco's cock practically battered its way out of his pants as 
he watched Harry strip the gryff witch naked. She had a 
pretty little bush, neat and triangular and dark brown. 
Occasionally he got a tantalizing glimpse of the glistening 
pink flesh of her pussy-slit, but mostly Harry's caressing 
hand was in the way. Harry flung her panties away out of 
reach, his eyes hot and gleeful. 

“Now here's something I know you'll love, Mione," he said. 

He stiffened his middle finger and inserted the tip into the 
little hole at the very center of his girlfriend's pussy. He 
twirled his fingertip around teasingly, and Hermione 
groaned with need. She jerked her hips up at him frantically, 
trying to impale herself on the rigid spike of his finger. 

“Oh, please, love," she whimpered. 

“Yeah, Mione, I'll do whatever you want," Harry replied with 
a leer, “only you gotta tell me. Tell me exactly what you want 
me to do." 

Hermione reddened. It was so hot and exciting for her to be 
telling her own boyfriend, in graphic terms, how to get her 
off. But she now had to cum, or she'd go crazy with lust. Did 
they had time for that now? Nothing mattered except that 
urgently-needed orgasm. She had to have it, no matter what 
the consequences! 

“Stick your finger in me, love." she whimpered, “right in my 
pussy! Give me all of it!" 

“You got it, Mione," Harry grinned. 

Draco found himself tearing up the grass in his frustration. 

He wanted the sexy gryff to be moaning to him, begging him 
to get her off, but instead it was happening to his know-it-all 



cousin. And she did it with him some times before. But... 
they were boyfriend and girlfriend and they were supposed 
to be doing this. It was just killing him. His cock and balls 
felt ready to explode. He watched in furious envy as Harry 
slid his stiff finger completely into his girlfriend's cunt. 

“Unnnnhhhh, yesssss!" Hermione moaned. 

She arched her body to take it, wanting his hard finger as 
deep as she could get it. She soaked it with thick hot cream, 
and the pearly liquid overflowed her cunt and ran down the 
crack of her ass. That stiff hard presence felt so good in her 
fever-hot cunt. She whimpered with bliss as he shoved his 
finger all the way into her. 

“You got it now, Mione," he said hoarsely, “you got it all. Now 
what do you want?" 

He knew perfectly well, Hermione realized, but he wanted to 
hear her say it. She had no choice. She was going out of her 
mind with need. 

“Fuck me with it, love," she sobbed. “Make me come with 
your nice stiff finger." 

“I sure will, Mione," Harry replied with a triumphant grin. 

He started pistoning his thick finger hard and deep in her 
juice-drenched pussy-hole. Hermione clawed the grass and 
wailed her pleasure. This was the sensation she'd been 
craving ever since this morning, a nice stiff, hard object 
pistoning in her cunt, cramming and reaming. She felt 
herself hurtling effortlessly towards orgasm. 

“Ohhhhh, yes, love, that's it," she moaned, “keep doing that, 
don't stop." 



Harry leered down at her as he worked his finger fast and 
deep in his girlfriend's tight, hot little fuck-hole. He wanted 
his cock there, not his finger. As he wished her wailing and 
moaning and writhing in ecstasy from his pounding prick, 
his cock swelled and grew. In seconds it was hugging his 
belly, fully engorged and ready for action. 

Draco noticed his cousin was getting a hard-on. There was 
some envy to see that Harry's cock was a bit bigger than his 
own, but not that much. On the other hand, Harry was a lot 
closer to doing something exciting with his. He was staring 
hungrily at his finger slicing in and out of Hermione's 
clinging pink slit, and it wasn't hard to tell what he was 
thinking. 

'Come on, Harry, do it!' he thought excitedly. “Go on! Fuck 
her! So I could fuck her next!' 

He was envious of Harry, but on the other hand, if Harry 
fucked Mione, she would sure fuck him too. And Draco knew 
he'd never rest till he'd experienced this morning againthe 
ultimate in love-making with this beautiful hot-pants 
gryffindor witch. He watched and waited, almost breathless 
with excitement, wondering what Harry would do. 

Harry was making up his mind that very second. He knew it 
was a big risk to do it during a class, but he just couldn't 
resist any longer. He had to fuck his girlfriend. She was hot 
and ready, his cock was hard as steel, and he was running 
out of patience. As quickly as a flash, he whipped his soaked 
finger out of her cunt and rolled on top of her. 

“H...Harry, w...what...'' Hermione gasped. “Ohhhhh, 
noooooo!" 

By the time she recovered from her surprise, it was too late. 
Harry was on top of her, between her wide-spread thighs. 



and his big stiff cock was sliding up her cunt. Hermione's 
head spun as she realized her own boyfriend was fucking 
her. She also realized that she was taking his real cock for 
the first time in three days, since Nym took his place during 
this weekend. Harry came back late last night and when he 
came back, he went straight to sleep. And it felt so damn 
good having back the real him! Even if Nym could take his 
shape, she just wasn't like the real Harry. She threw back her 
head and moaned in ecstasy. 

“Oooooooooooooh, Merlin," she cried, "unnnngghhhhh, 
love!" 

"Uhhhhh, shit yeah!, Harry growled. "Merlin, you're tight, 
Mione!" 

His face was red, his voice hoarse, as he plowed his stiff cock 
into his girlfriend's snug little pussy-hole. Her cunt was just 
as deliciously tight around his prick as it had been around 
his finger. It was silk-lined, slippery, and hot as a furnace. As 
he sank into her, those satiny walls tugged and sucked at 
his long, thick cockshaft like a hot little mouth. Boyfriend 
and girlfriend groaned in ecstasy as Harry shoved his cock to 
the hilt in Hermione's famished cunt, little realizing they had 
an audience. 

Draco could barely keep still with envy and excitement as he 
watched. He would have given anything to trade places with 
his cousin, to cram his own painfully-swollen prick into the 
hot gryff's eagerly-upthrust pussy. 

One thing was for sure, this wasn't the time to interrupt. 
Harry would kill him if he showed himself right now and 
probably so would Hermione, judging by the look of total 
bliss on her pretty features. So Draco kept still in his hiding 



place, even though his hard-on was killing him and he 
wanted to scream with lust. 

“Ohhhhh, Merlin, yessss! Fuck me!” Hermione wailed. "Fuck 
me with your lovely big cock, Harry!” 

She'd tried to contain her wild excitement as Harry shoved 
his rock-hard cock into her and began fucking her in swift 
hard thrusts, but it was no use. She needed to be fucked so 
badly. 

Hermione gave up and went with her natural horny instincts, 
arching her body up to take her boyfriend's long, pistoning 
prick as deep as she could get it, jerking her hips to his 
rapid fucking rhythm. 

"Oh, yeah, Mione, this is fantastic!” he panted. "Am I fucking 
you too hard?” 

"Ummmm! No, honey... ohhhhhhhhhh, you're doing just 
fine!” she moaned. 

She threw her arms around him and clung to him, slamming 
her hips up against his, keeping her thighs wide open. She 
wanted to be fucked as deep and hard as possible. She 
wanted to be crammed with cock, fucked till she couldn't 
take another stroke. She was totally starved for his cock, so 
starved that she was even prepared to forget her horror of 
getting a T in Potions later today for the time being in order 
to enjoy the fucking she so desperately craved. 

"Fuck me! Fuck me hard! Oooooooohhhhh, Harry, fuck 
meeeeeeee!” she wailed. 

Harry was practically coming, he was so wildly excited. His 
gamble had paid off. Mione was ready for his cock, all right... 
more so than he'd ever dreamed! Her body was writhing and 



jerking in perfect rhythm with his, and she was wailing her 
delight as he hammered his stiff prick into the depths of her 
hot, clasping pussy. 

“Unnnnhhhh, Merlin, love, I need it so bad!” she moaned. 

”1 know, Mione,” Harry moaned back, "and we have two 
hours just for that.” 

Draco almost screamed with envy and frustration. He 
wanted to volunteer for the assignment of keeping the gryff 
witch sexually satisfied, but he hadn't been given the 
chance. Harry was hogging her at the moment. But things 
wouldn't stay that way for long, not if Draco had anything to 
say about it. 

Hermione couldn't reply to Harry's offer. She couldn't even 
think about it. She was conscious only of the hot blasts of 
pleasure coursing through her body as he slammed his stiff 
cock into her again and again. She didn't give a damn about 
anything else. If McGonagall or Sprout would barge in at 
that very moment and tried to expell her for fucking her 
boyfriend, they'd have had to pry her apart from Harry with 
their strongest spells... if they could. 

So intense was her excitement, Hermione had blotted out 
everything but the incredibly delicious feelings of her 
boyfriend's huge prick pistoning in and out of her pussy, 
and was now incapable of concentrating on anything else till 
she got off. She didn't have much longer to wait, either. 
Wantonly, she thrust her cunt up at her boyfriend's 
pounding cock, grinding hips as she mashed her clit against 
the base his monster shaft. The incredible waves of pleasure 
increased in her pussy until she couldn't contain it any 
longer. 



The orgasm began in the very depths of her cunt and 
flashed out to shake and sear her whole body. It was one 
powerful orgasm she'd had, the kind she'd only ever been 
able to get from Harry's deeply-pounding cock. It was the 
kind she'd liked to get and he was the only wizard capable 
of giving to her. It was the real, honest-to-Merlin climax she 
had to have on a regular basis in order to keep her brain 
functioning at it's greatest capacity. 

"Ohhhhh, yeeeeeeesssssssss! Fuck me! I'm coming, ohhhh, 
whaahhhhhh! Ohhhhhh, soooooooo goooooooooodddd!" she 
screamed. 

Harry felt his girlfriend's cunt going tight as a vise around 
his prick. Her contracting pussy-muscles nipped at him like a 
tiny mouth, sucking at his cock as she convulsed in orgasm. 
It was too much for Harry and he yelped with pleasure as his 
own climax exploded. His nine inch cock swelled and jerked 
inside her, pumping his girlfriend's spasming cunt full of 
boiling hot, jism. 

“Take it, Mione, take my load! Uuuuuuunnnnggghhhh!" he 
yelled. 

“Oh, fuck, shit," Draco groaned, tearing up the grass again. 

Bloody hell, Harry sure was cumming in Mione's cunt! Draco 
couldn't control his hot lust a second longer. He couldn't 
stand watching Harry have all the fun. As the two gryffindors 
writhed and howled together in an extended mutual climax, 
Draco stood up and staggered out of the bushes, his stiff 
eight inch cock tenting his jeans obscenely. Harry and 
Hermione just stared at him, too surprised and exhausted to 
do or say anything. 


“Okay, dammit," he cried hoarsely, “I want in on this too." 



“Bloody hell! Can't a wizard have any privacy to fuck his 
witch! Fuck off, Draco," Harry snarled. "Nobody invited you 
to this party!" 

"I'm not leaving till I get everything you got, cousin," Draco 
snarled back. "I figure you two are just gonna have to let me 
in on the fun. There'd be quite a scandal if anybody found 
out about you two fucking here and now." 

"You sneaky snake," Harry cried, "are you threatening to tell 
on us?" 

It sounded serious, but to Hermione's ears it was just 
another quarrel between the two cousins. If she had put 
away a galleon for every time this two fought, she would be 
a very rich and happy witch. This is the way they were since 
their first year and if he remembered correctly... someone 
told her that this was their way since they were little. Bloody 
hell, they fought even now when they were sharing her. 
Pansy and Susan in bed. between them. It didn't bother her 
so much that the that the boys were fighting. That 
happened all the time and was how they said they were best 
buds. What bothered her was Draco's threat to tell what he'd 
seen. 

The hell he will. If he did, he will never get her pussy. And 
she would make sure he never got any other pussy while he 
was in Hogwarts. And hand jobs sure weren't his favorite 
passing time activity since he discovered what pussy was all 
about. He knew him to damn fucking well. 

"Mmmmm... boys... will you shut the hell up?" she said 
sounding angry, with that voice tone she sometimes used to 
make this two knuckleheads shut up when she had enough 
of their 'fighting'. 



“But, Mione, you heard what he said, “ objected Harry. “He 
threatened to tell on us." 

“He won't tell a soul, Harry," Hermione said patiently, “And 
you know that to damn well..." 

Harry thought it over. Draco was acting again like a spoiled 
little jerk, but Harry really couldn't blame him. That's the 
way they were since they knew each other... like the first 
time they were in the same baby crib... and started fighting 
the next moment they saw each other. 

“Yeah, I guess you're right," he admitted grudgingly, “but I 
wanted you just to my self now?" 

“Well... when you barged in on him and Susan when they 
were in that broom closet...you did the same..." Hermione 
said with a sexy smile. 

“You knew about that?" 

“Duh... you dissapeared from right next to me..." 

That made both Harry and Draco grin at each other. They'd 
never been able to share their toys and other possessions all 
the time they knew each other. But since about two months 
ago... they sure learned fast to share their witches... 
because the girls sure knew how to share them and they 
sure didn't fight about it. 

“I guess this is payback?" Harry snapped. 

“That's right, cousin," Draco said with a maddening grin, “so 
why don't you just stand back out of the way and let me get 
it on with Mione? You don't look like you could get it up 
again in a hurry anyway." 



“Mione, he doesn't have to rub it in," Harry complained. 


"Will you two knucklehead just lay off each other," Hermione 
sighed. 

"No... but I like to rub it in..." 

That put a stop to the needling. Harry sat down and lay back 
on the grass, prepared to give Draco his turn with Hermione. 
Draco started stripping off his school clothes and throwing 
them in every direction. It was quite a job peeling his tight 
briefs down over his hugely engorged cock, but he finally 
completed the task. Then he stood before Hermione naked, 
stiff-cocked, and ready. Hermione eyed his magnificent eight 
inch hard-on and her pussy tingled and creamed furiously. 

She was beyond caring about geting caught right about 
now. The damage was already done. She'd already fucked 
her boyfriend. So what difference did it make if she did it 
again or if she got it on with her boyfriend cousin? She sure 
needed a good fucking right after a fantastic one. Besides, if 
there was anybody to blame for the way things had turned 
out, it was her boyfriend. But he didn't complain. 

Being a naturally highly-sexed witch, it was no wonder she 
was going out of her mind with horniness and that she 
couldn't control her lusts. So Hermione decided just to forget 
her guilty feelings and caring about geting caught and just 
have fun. 

"Come here, love," she purred, flashing Draco a provocative 
smile. 

Hermione stretched out on the grass, and Draco hurried to 
join her, his prick so engorged it hardly moved as he walked. 
She watched the pearly pre-cum dripping from the flared tip, 
and she drooled in anticipation. He'd hardly hit the ground 



before she had her hand on his prick, squeezing it and 
pumping it with her fist. 

“Are we gonna fuck, Hermione?” he asked eagerly. 

“Yes, love, but just let me play with your cock a little first," 
Hermione said, her voice husky with arousal. 

Draco couldn't turn down a request like that. He lay on his 
back and let the pretty witch jerk on his stiff prick. She ran 
her hot fist up and down his rigid prick-shaft, then bent so 
low over his engorged hard-on that her hot breath tickled 
the sensitive tip. Then her tongue shot out, pink and 
glistening, and Draco yelped with surprise and delight as 
her wet tongue contacted the swollen head of his cock. 

“Mmmmmmm, mmmmmmmm," Hermione moaned. 

“Ohhhhhhh, yeahhhhhh, Mione... Lick my cock!" Draco cried 
hoarsely. 

He watched the gryff witch's little pointed tongue zipping 
around the fat purple head of his prick. She was lapping up 
all the pre-cum that was spilling from his piss hole, rolling it 
around in her mouth and savoring it, then gulping it down 
like it was nectar. The sight turned him on like crazy. She 
sure knew how to turn her fuck buddies on a hell lot better 
then any other witch. And she sure knew how to give a very 
leisurely sensuous licking like this. He loved it. He folded his 
arms behind his head and lay there grinning like a fool as 
the cock-hungry gryff witch gobbled his cream. This was 
Draco's idea of heaven. 

Unfortunately it was Harry's idea of hell. There he was. 
watching his cousin get all Mione's attention and have all 
the fun, and it was killing him. True, he'd had his turn with 
her, but he still felt ignored and cheated. Not only that, but 



the scene was turning him on in some bizarre way. He felt 
his cock stiffening again. 

He watched his girlfriend's gleaming pink tongue swirling 
around and around the thick head of Draco's cock, and his 
prick got bigger and bigger. Mione was on her hands and 
knees as she bent over Draco, her luscious toned ass 
pointed in Harry's direction. He could see her whole pussy- 
slit, cream-soaked, rosy and fur-fringed. His cock 
mushroomed to its full dimensions as he thought about 
crawling up behind her and cramming his stiff prick into her 
tight clingy fuckhole. 

But, dammit, it was Draco's turn with her. Harry had been 
asked to sit this one out... keep out of the way. But still he 
seethed with lust, and his excitement mounted steadily as 
he stared at his girlfriend's hotly-dripping cuntslit and 
watched her greedily sucking his cousin's cock. Soon he was 
glassy-eyed with horniness and breathing heavily. 

Draco and Hermione were totally oblivious of Harry's 
frustration. They were too absorbed in each other. Draco's 
lust-glazed eyes followed the gryff witch's tongue as it 
reamed deep in his piss-hole for more tasty pre-cum. 
Hermione was intent on eating every single drop of his hot 
salty cock-juice. She worked her tongue around in the cleft 
of his prick, scooping out all the cream she could get. 

Finally she finished cleaning his cockhead, and she raised 
her head and stared at the rigid, glistening column of 
fuckmeat. She wanted to suck him off and get a whole 
mouthful of his delicious young jism, but she also wanted 
the slytherin's rock-hard prick in her cunt. 

She needed to be fucked worse than anything. Fucking 
Harry had proved that to her. She absolutely lost control of 



herself the moment he pushed his cock into her, and she'd 
been lost to the world while he fucked her. She'd really been 
needing a good hard fuck since this morning when she woke 
up and never knew that she was in so much need. And she'd 
gotten it, all right, but she also knew that once wasn't 
enough. No, that delicious fuck with Harry had just made her 
eager for more strong, hard fucking. As she studied Draco's 
stiff, throbbing cockshaft, all she could think of was how she 
wanted him to ram it deep into her cunt and fuck her with it, 
hard... fuck her till she squealed in orgasm. She could suck 
him off some other time. First things first. 

She whirled around, presenting Draco with her raised ass 
and juicy, fur-lined cunt-slit. Draco ogled the gryff witch's 
glistening pussy, one very hot and sexxy cunt he liked to 
fuck. His cock gave a lusty jump as he studied her cream- 
filled, cunthole. 

“Hey, cous," Harry said dryly, “you just gonna look at it, or 
you gonna do something with it? 'Cause if you're not. I'm 
ready." 

Draco glanced over at his cousin and saw that Harry had a 
belly-hugging hard-on. 

“Just keep out of this," he snarled. “You had your turn and 
left your girlfriend still horny! Besides, I'm not in any big 
rush." 

Actually he was, but he wanted to seem cool. Slowly, almost 
lazily, he went to his knees behind Hermione and rubbed the 
swollen head of his cock up and down through the scorching 
wet flesh of her pussy-slit. She shivered with excitement, 
and thick pearly cream leaked from her intensely aroused 
cunt. 



Draco was just as excited as she was, but he didn't want to 
act like an over-eager kid in front of his wise-ass cousin. He 
sank an inch of his cock into the dark pink little hole at the 
very center of the gryff witch's pussy, plugging her juicy 
cuntal opening. When he didn't go any farther, Hermione 
whimpered and clawed at the grass in frustration. 

"Come on, Draco," she panted, "stick it in and fuck me! I 
want your long, hard cock fucking my pussy, baby!" 

That was too much for Draco. He lost his cool. Snorting with 
lust, he crammed his thick cock deep and hard into 
Hermione's juice-slick snatch. He was amazed at how tight 
she was. Her pussy was the hottest, juiciest and snuggest 
cunt he'd ever slid his cock into. 

"Awwwwww, fuck, yeahhh!" he groaned. 

"Unnnnhhhhh, yessssss!" Hermione squealed. 

"Aw, shit," Harry sighed. 

It really was more than he could take. His cock was so 
swollen it felt ready to burst, and he had to just sit there 
while his cousin enjoying his girlfriend's and the only 
available cunt around. He watched with envy as Draco 
grunted and groaned, shoving his long, stiff cock to the hilt 
in Hermione's deliciously tight and juicy pussy. 

It got worse. Grasping Hermione's slender hips, Draco 
howled with ecstasy as he began hammering his cock into 
her sucking cunt. Harry knew just how great that felt, and he 
was seething with envy and desire. He focused lustily on his 
cousin's hard-driving cock as it pistoned deeply in and out 
between her widely-stretched cunt-lips, and he could have 
screamed with frustration. 



“Ohhhhhh, yes baby, yesssss!” Hermione was squealing. 
“Fuck it to me, Draco, fuck my pussy good and hard!" 

Draco was grinning stupidly as he watched his rigid, blue- 
veined prick plowing in and out between her clasping cunt- 
lips. The long, thick shaft glistened wetly with her fuck- 
juices and made obscene sucking, slurping sounds as it 
pounded in and out of her juicy, wet twat. 

He looked so damned smug, Harry wanted to punch him. But 
even more than that, he just wanted to shove the slytherin 
out of the way and plunge his own engorged prick into his 
girlfriend's hungry pussy-hole. He knew he wouldn't be able 
to stay passive much longer. 

“Unnnnnnnhhhhh, shit, that feel's good!'' Draco groaned. 

'Aw, shut up!' Harry thought. Draco was really rubbing it in. 
He was grinning, moaning, and remarking on how great it 
felt to be fucking Hermione. Harry tried to ignore him. He 
concentrated instead on Hermione as she took the repeated 
deep thrusts of his cousin's rock-hard prick. 

“Oooooooh, yesss, yesssss! Fuck me! Fuck meeee!'' she 
moaned. 

Her pretty face was contorted with lust, her big firm tits 
swinging provocatively, her stiff nipples just grazed the 
grass. She was getting more and more flushed all over her 
body as her arousal mounted. Harry knew it had been a 
mistake to switch his attention to his sexy girlfriend. It was 
just making him more insanely horny than before. 

“Fuck that cock in there, baby, fuck it! Fuck my cunt!,'' she 
panted. “Fuck me as hard as you want, Draco, I can take it!" 



Draco didn't hesitate a second to accept the gryff witch's 
lewd invitation. A lusty grin almost splitting his face, he 
began hammering his cock into her with lightening speed, 
making her slender body shudder with the impact. His flat, 
muscular belly slapped loudly against her ass. The noise 
made Harry even more wildly aroused than before. 

“Oooooh. yeah, honey, that's it!" Hermione wailed. "Fuck my 
brains out, baby, fuck hard!" 

Harry groaned and caught himself reaching for his cock. He 
was horny enough to sit there and jerk off as he watched 
them. But he drew his hand back, jacking off was kid-stuff. 
He wanted to come with his cock squirting deep up inside 
Hermione's hot, tight little cunthole. He wanted to hammer 
his jizz into her womb. He wanted to come real hard. But it 
seemed like it was going to take forever before he got his 
turn with her again, the way his cousin was going. 

Draco was fucking away like some damned machine, 
tirelessly and rhythmically. Hermione was digging her 
fingers into the grass to keep from being knocked forward by 
his relentless fucking. Of course, she wasn't complaining. 

She had her eyes closed in ecstasy as she enjoyed every one 
of his steady deep thrust. Her increasingly-shrill whimpers 
told Harry that she was almost ready to come. 

"Ohhhhhh, honey, I love it," she wailed. "Keep fucking me 
real hard, Draco, don't stop! I'm close now, baby!" 

"Awwwww, shit, ahhhhhhh, fuck!" Draco suddenly bawled, 
shooting his load into her. 

Harry grinned evilly. His smart-ass cousin had surprised 
himself, coming before he intended to. There was a brief 
expression of bewilderment on Draco's face before he was 
carried away with the tide of orgasmic bliss that washed 



over his shuddering body. With urgent, jerky strokes he 
hammered his load into Hermione's hotly-clasping cunthole, 
while she moaned with frustration. Unfortunately, Draco 
hadn't lasted quite long enough to get her off. 

"Okay, cous, get out of the way," Harry snarled as he 
crawled over beside Draco. "I'll finish the job for you." 

"The fuck you will," Draco panted. "I can finish it myself. I 
just gotta catch my breath." 

"You're crazy," Harry snapped, "you just got off!" 

"Boys, don't fight," Hermione said automatically. 

Then her eyes widened in wonder as Draco started moving 
his cock in her again, giving himself another quick and 
massive hard-on. He hadn't been kidding... he really was 
going to finish the job himself. Hermione gurgled with 
delight and pushed back at his pistoning prick. At the same 
time, she heard a disappointed groan from Harry. 

"Fuck! I can't believe this!" he cursed. 

"Well, believe it, cousin," Draco snapped, "and get out of the 
way so I can give Hermione the fucking she deserves!." 

Reluctantly Harry backed off. He couldn't believe his cousin 
had gotten another hard-on so fast, but the evidence was 
right before his eyes. Draco was fucking away as eagerly and 
stiffly as before. It looked like he'd never finish enjoying 
Hermione's hot juicy cunt. Harry groaned in frustration. He 
felt like he'd go out of his mind if he didn't get off soon. 

Then it finally dawned on him that there was more than one 
way to get off with Mione. He crawled around in front of her. 
She had her eyes closed in ecstasy as she took the repeated 



hard thrusts of Draco's cock, and she wasn't aware of Harry 
getting into position, kneeling right in front of her. But she 
noticed it when he trailed the drooling head of his cock over 
her lips. 

"Mmmmmmm?" she muttered. "Mmmmmmmmmm." 

She stuck out her tongue, tasted his cock, and then her eyes 
popped open. She looked up at her leering boyfriend, then 
down at his rigid cock which was poking stiffly against her 
lips, seeking entrance to her hot steamy mouth. Hermione 
reddened. She sure loved taking on two lovers at the same 
time, let alone two that were cousins! And the more she 
thought about it, the more she got excited. 

“Come on, Mione, suck it," Harry urged hoarsely. 

With a lusty little gurgle, Hermione opened her mouth and 
let him glide the head of his cock over her slippery tongue. 
She firmed her lips around his throbbing shaft, caved in her 
cheeks, and started to suck. Harry groaned happily. 

“Uuuuhhhhhhh, yeah, Mione, suck my cock," he cried. 

Hermione moaned. This was one of the most fantastic sexual 
experiences of her life, taking one hard, pounding cock in 
her cunt while she sucked another. This was an experience 
she sure loved. Bloody hell... everything that was bringing 
her pleasure she loved. And now she sucked ravenously on 
her boyfriend's pulsating prick while her slytherin lover 
hammered his rock-hard cock faster and faster in her 
seething tight pussy. In no time at all, she was hurtling 
toward an explosive orgasm. 

“Mmmmmmm, uuummmmmmmm!'' she moaned. 

“Oh, Merlin, this is fuckin' wild!" Harry panted. 



“It sure the hell is." Draco agreed hoarsely. 


Hermione noticed, and this was not the first time she noticed 
it, but the two were sharing something they both wanted 
without fighting. At least when both of them were fucking a 
witch... they didn't fight. And why should they fight after all 
because there really wasn't anything to fight over. Each one 
had a hot steamy place to piston his cock. She sucked faster, 
harder on Harry's swollen cock and steadily tightened her 
cunt around Draco's deep-driving prick. 

Both wizards fucked her vigorously, their huge cocks being 
stimulated intensely, not only by the tight, slippery friction 
of her mouth and cunt but also by the very thought that 
they were double-fucking the hot gryffindor nympho. It was 
soon too much for them. 

“Shit, I'm gonna come!" Harry groaned. 

“You and me both, cous!" Draco groaned. 

A second later, Hermione gave a muffled groan of ecstasy 
and her body went into violent orgasmic convulsions. That 
really set them off! Suddenly she was taking thick loads of 
come at both ends. Her cunt filled and overflowed with 
Draco's steaming sperm, and her cheeks bulged with Harry's 
equally hot and creamy load. 

“Swallow it, love! Aaaagggghhhhh!" Harry yelled. “Take my 
fuckin' load, Mione.. Uuuunnnngghhhhhh! Shit! Yeahhhh!" 

Draco howled out his own orgasm, gripping Hermione by the 
waist and pummelling her cunt as hard and as fast as he 
could, fucking her powerfully as he creamed in her belly. 

They were all making so much noise that nobody noticed 
that they soon had another visitor. They were so noisy, in 



fact, that Draco's and Harry's other cousin, Blaise was easily 
able to trace them to their hidden spot at the back of 
greenhouse. Curious as to where the bloody hell Draco had 
gone to, Blaise followed the strange sounds and peered out 
through the bushes at the most incredible sight he'd ever 
seen in his life. 

Blaise's eyes almost popped out of his head as he surveyed 
the scene from his hiding place in the bushes. Hermione and 
his two other cousins were stark naked, and they were 
having sex! 

Hermione was on her hands and knees, sucking hard on 
Harry's stiff cock. Harry's face was red, his eyes clamped 
tightly shut, and he was pistoning his prick in and out 
between her full red lips. Behind her, Draco was fucking her 
really hard, his face all red and contorted, just like Harry's. 

“Suck it, Mione, aaaaaggggghhhhh!" Harry yelled. 

“Here it comes, Hermione! Right up your hot fuckin' cunt! 
Unnggghhhh!'', Draco howled. 

Blaise began to catch their excitement when he realized 
that they were all climaxing. His cousins were shooting their 
loads in Hermione's mouth and cunt, and her luscious, 
naked body was shaking with ecstasy. Blaise just had to get 
a closer look at these incredible events. 

As quietly as he could, he wriggled closer, as close as he 
dared to the naked threesome. They were just rolling apart 
and panting to catch their breath. Mione licked her lips to 
get the very last drops of Harry's hot come. Her gaping cunt 
was leaking Draco's thick, creamy jism. 

Blaise wondered what had brought all this on. He was 
anxious to find out. He was getting extremely horny 



watching them, but he was also seething with envy and 
resentment. How come he was the only one left out of this 
fuck-party? Why didn't they told him they were having some 
fun during Herbology? Unless this was something 
spontaneous between Harry and Hermione... because 
something like that was not something new between them. 
And since when Draco was fucking Hermione? He didn't 
knew that the dark brown witch liked some more variety 
other then himself and Harry. But then his mind remembered 
that those three and Pansy and for some weeks now, Susan, 
were living in the prefects tower... on their own floor. 
Mmmmm... more pussy... he thought grinning. 

But that was for later. Now, after what he was seeing, he 
desperately wanted to get in on the fun. But what he would 
tell them... hi guys... can I join? Why not... or maybe just 
wait and watch the show for a while. This sure was getting 
him very horny... very fast... 

Suppressing a sigh of longing, he got more comfortable in 
the shrubbery and waited to see what happened next. He 
felt his cock start to stiffen as he studied Hermione's 
superbabe body. She had the most gorgeous body from all 
the witches he had ever fucked. Athletic and slim, with 
fantastic big tits, firm, full, round, with no gravitation effect 
on them. And a heart shape ass that he could kill for. She 
sure was an excellent excuse for a hard-on. 

And he sure wanted her right about now... the most perfect 
and most beautifull witch in Hogwarts. The lovely dark 
brown gryffindor in his sixth year. And now was taking on his 
two cousin's at the same time. He couldn't imagine anything 
more sexy and exciting than fucking her. He didn't had her 
for some time now and just watching her right now he 
wanted her more then ever. He ogled her luscious naked 



body and felt his cock crowding the crotch of his tight school 
pants. 

Meanwhile however, for the trio in the clearing of the 
greenhouse, rest time was over. His insatiable cousins were 
getting horny again. They were both leering at Hermione as 
she lay stretched out on the grass. Pretty soon they were 
inching closer and closer to her. Hermione noticed and 
smiled. She was so sexy when she smiled like that, Blaise 
thought as he reached down to rub the big hard lump in his 
pants. 

“And just what are you two up to now? “ Hermione grinned. 

“We've still got about an hour for some more fun, Mione," 
Harry grinned back. 

“I don't know about that," she frowned. “Wasn't Draco 
paired up with Blaise earlier by prof. Sprout? And if Draco 
was in this greenhouse... wasn't Blaise here too?" 

“He was..." Draco laughed, not knowing that Blaise was also 
one of the two gryffindors old fucking buddies, “You know 
how he is with Herbology... it's his favorite subject and I left 
him in the other part of the greenhouse." 

That's what you think, dummy, Blaise thought with a wicked 
grin, shivering with lust as Harry fondled Hermione's right tit 
and Draco her left. 

“Mmmmmmmm, you guys are talking me into it," she 
murmured, her voice husky with arousal. 

“What can we do to really turn you on, Hermione?" Draco 
asked eagerly. 



Hermione grinned. “I'd love it if one of you went down on 
me." 

Draco grinned and said, “I was thinking at something more 
like chicky chicky bang bang again, Hermione." 

"Afraind of giving some tongue, cous?" Harry said with a 
leer, "so move out of the way and let me show you how it's 
done." 

Hermione sure was sexier than any of the models in the 
collection of girlie magazines from the muggle world. Her 
creamy thighs framed a dark brown, pouty-lipped cunt that 
excited every one of the wizards more then ever. They all 
ogled the glistening pink flesh between the witch's thighs, a 
moist narrow slit fringed with delicate golden curls. 

Then Harry got in position. He crawled in between his 
girlfriend's legs and lowered his flushed face to within an 
inch of her gaping pussy. Lying lay flat on his belly, Harry 
folded back the dark fur that fringed her gleaming slit, stuck 
out his tongue, and started licking her juicy, pink pussy- 
flesh. Hermione gasped, gave a convulsive shudder, and dug 
her nails into the grass. 

"Ohhhhhh, love, yesssss!" she moaned. 

Harry sure knew what he was doing to his girlfriend. He 
raked his gleaming wet tongue up and down over 
Hermione's fuck-slit, making her go crazy with pleasure. She 
writhed and moaned and clawed the grass, and hot cunt 
cream dribbled freely from her tight cunt mouth. The faster 
Harry licked her, the more excited she got. 

"Ooooooh, Harry lovey, that feels so goooooooood," she 
gurgled. "Don't stop, I love it." 



“I won't stop, Mione," he muttered hoarsely. “At least not 
until I get you off with my tongue." 

Hermione moaned in ecstasy. One of the things she loved 
most about his love-making was his expert pussy-eating. 
Harry was always able to drive her to bliss with his tongue 
and lips. She'd missed those delicious sensations this past 
weekend so much, she was ready to die with longing. But 
now he was back to her, doing what she liked best! 

And it was obvious that he learned more while he was gone. 
That Lily Potter sure was something. And now Harry was 
lashing her pussy-slit with his big hot tongue and giving her 
stab after stab of hot pleasure. Hermione couldn't have 
resisted now even if she'd tried. She wanted to gorge herself 
on those delicious sensations. She could have taken hours of 
his delicious tonguing and still be hungry for more. 

Then it got even better. After licking every inch of her juicy 
wet pussy-slit with his hot tongue, Harry zeroed in on the 
most sensitive spot of all, his girlfriend's swollen clit. He 
used his lips to encircle the erect little bud, then flicked at it 
with the tip of his tongue as he sucked on it gently. 

Hermione moaned in ecstasy and creamed helplessly all 
over his face. 

“Oh, yes, yessss, suck my clit... uhhhhh yeahhhh, right 
there, that's it! Unnnnngggghhhhh, don't stop!" she cried. 

Draco crawled up close to see what his cousin was doing 
that got Hermione so excited. She was moaning loudly and 
grinding her cunt up at Harry's mouth as she clawed the 
grass with her fingers, and Draco just had to know the 
technique he was using. He saw his cousin whipping his 
tongue around and around the witch's clit. It was very 
simple and very effective. 



Hermione's face was flushed and contorted with pleasure. 
She was obviously absorbed in the hot sensations her 
boyfriend's mouth on her cunt was giving her, not caring 
about anything else. Thick pearly cream was pouring from 
her cunthole. Harry lapped some of it up and swallowed it, 
and the rest trickled down her ass-crack. 

“Unnnnnhhhhh, love, keep doing that," she moaned 
hoarsely. "I love it, Harry. Merlin, how I love it!" 

"Hey Harry, let me try it now." Draco begged. 

Harry snorted with impatience. "Not now," he snapped, "I'm 
just about to get her off. Wait till I'm finished." 

Draco tried to contain his impatience. He watched to see just 
how Harry would bring his girlfriend to climax. Harry 
suddenly jammed his lips onto her clit and started sucking 
the rosy little button hard. Hermione screamed and almost 
shot off the grass. She screwed her eyes shut and arched her 
back, shuddering in total ecstasy. 

"Unnnhhhhh, yesssss, suck meeeeeeee!" she howled. 

Hermione bucked her hips up, shoving her swollen clit 
against her boyfriend's sucking lips. She felt herself 
rocketing toward orgasm, and she silently thanked whatever 
witch had taught Harry how to eat pussy. He was the best of 
all her lovers... witches and wizards! Hot blasts of pleasure 
ripped through Hermione's loins. 

"Oh, Merlin, yes," she panted, "Suck hard! Don't stop!" 

Harry's head bobbed furiously up and down between her 
thighs, while Draco was practically bending over them to 
watch his cousin's technique. Meanwhile, about ten feet 
away, Blaise was seething in the bushes. He knew Harry was 



doing something that was exciting the hell out of Hermione, 
but he couldn't see what it was. 

All he knew was that Mione kept yelling for Harry to go on 
sucking. He was sucking some very sensitive spot in her 
pussy. She kept her legs wide open, her body arched, as if 
practically trying to shove her pussy down his throat. Then 
all of a sudden, she stiffened for a second, gave a low hoarse 
moan, and then began to convulse in orgasm. 

“Ohhhhhh, Meeeeerrrrrrrillllliiiiiiiinnnnnnn, I'm coming! " she 
screamed. "Ohhhhhhh, shit am I coming!" 

Hermione writhed so hard that Harry couldn't keep his lips 
on her pussy. He rose to his knees and pumped two fingers 
into her sopping cunt as he watched her coming, a 
triumphant leer on his handsome young face. Blaise had to 
admit that Harry had done a terrific job with his girlfriend. 

No wonder they were a couple now... even if they fuck 
around with others. And he knew her so well. With his 
fingers pumping her slit, Hermione climaxed for almost a full 
minute. 

"Oh, Merlin, love, that was fantastic!" she sighed. 

"Let me do it to you now. Hermione," Draco said. 

Of course, Hermione couldn't resist. There was nothing she 
loved more than a good long cunt-sucking. She lay back and 
opened her thighs wide for Draco, peeling her glistening 
pussy-lips open with her fingers. 

"Alright, baby, come and have a of taste my hot cunt," she 
grinned. 


"Okaaaaaay! Out of the way, Harry" Draco ordered. 




“Yes, sir," Harry said sarcastically. His prick was achingly 
stiff, and all he wanted to do was ram it into his girlfriend's 
hot juicy cunt, but unfortunately Draco was right... it was his 
turn with Hermione. Her words sure were ringing true right 
about now. Share and share alike. Harry rolled out of the 
way, and Draco took his place, going belly-down between 
Hermione's eagerly parted thighs and bringing his face right 
up to her steaming pussy. He stared at the glistening pink 
slit and licked his lips, not really knowing where to start. 

“Come on Draco," complained Harry impatiently. “Are you 
gonna look at it or lick it?... Stick your tongue right up her 
hole. That gets her warmed up." 

Hermione found that pretty funny. She was beyond “warmed 
up", she was on fire. She felt like she could never get her fill 
of pussy-eating. Now, as Draco began lashing his hot wet 
tongue over the swollen folds of her pussy, her lust boiled 
back in full force. She wailed with delight and clawed the 
ground. 

“Unnnnnhhhhh, Draco, yesssss!" she moaned. 

Draco quickly got in the swing of things, dragging his 
tongue back and forth through the gryff witch's juicy slit, 
flicking herclit-bud then probing his pointed tongue deep 
into her hot fuckhole. He sure had talent for it... his own 
thing that sure got the gryffindor witch really going. His hot 
tongue slid and stroked all over Hermione's supersensitive 
pussy folds, causing delicious sensations of pleasure to wash 
through her loins. Draco was sucking and licking her tasty 
cunt like a pro, eagerly swallowing the hot tangy cream 
which ran freely from her cunt. Harry watched and nodded 
his approval. 



“Not bad, cousin, not bad” he said. “But now let's see you 
get her off like I did!" 

Draco resented his cousin's smug, patronizing tone. I'll show 
him, he thought. I'll get his girlfriend off real good! He 
opened his mouth as wide as he could and plastered it over 
Hermione's gaping slit, probing his long stiff tongue as deep 
up into her tight little cunthole as it would go Then, wiggling 
his tongue inside her pussy like crazy, he began to suck. 

“Uuuuuhhh, yesssss, oooohhhhhhh! Merlin, baby what are 
you do..ooooooh," squealed Hermione. 

Draco's stiff tongue was cramming her cunt, his nose was 
rubbing against her clit and his lips were vacuuming her 
juices into his mouth. It was the most exquisite sensation 
she'd ever felt. She loved being tongue-fucked, but this was 
incredible. She sobbed with delight and kicked her heels as 
Draco's talented mouth and tongue sent hot waves of 
pleasure rippling through her cunt. The juice ran from 
Hermione's twat in torrents, most of which Draco sucked up 
greedily, the rest leaked out and covered his cheeks and 
chin with a hot glistening film. 

“Uhhhhhhhhnnggghhhh! Yesssssssss!" hissed Hermione 
through tightly clenched teeth. “Suck my cunt just like that! 
Harder! Uhhhh, harder! 

Draco's head bobbed briskly up and down between her 
splayed thighs, and Hermione wailed her pleasure. Her eyes 
were screwed shut, her voice was hoarse. From his hiding 
place, Blaise could hear an obscene sucking noise, which he 
knew was Draco's mouth and tongue sucking and reaming 
the molten cream from Mione's tight pussy. 

Blaise was beside himself with frustration. It was sheer 
torture for him to lie there and watch all this with a massive 



hard-on, and not be able to do anything about it. He wanted 
to get off with the sexy witch the way his cousins were 
doing, but he still just wanted to watch this show that was 
better then any porn he had seen. He couldn't even jack off 
because he might make too much noise and get caught. 

His balls felt ready to burst with their boiling load, and his 
cock was straining hard against the prison of his pants. Still 
he couldn't bear to miss a second of the incredibly exciting 
scene enfolding before him. As he watched, Hermione 
stiffened again, gasped, and then began to shudder and 
buck as Draco's deeply-plowing tongue and hot, sucking 
mouth brought her off. Watching her squirming and 
squealing in ecstasy, almost had Blaise cumming in his 
pants. 

"Ohhhhh, baby. I'm coming!" she howled. 
"UUHHHNNGGGGHHHH! FUUUUUUCK!" 

Draco's head bobbed with lightening speed as he tongue- 
fucked Hermione through her wild climax. Harry, crouching 
close and watching, had a hard-on that you could bend a 
steel bar on. It wasn't difficult to guess what was on his 
mind. But as Draco finally finished sucking out the last of 
Hermione's creamy cum and rose to his knees, Blaise saw 
that Draco had an equally rock-hard erection. 

Blaise grinned wickedly. This was going to be interesting. 
Both his cousins had throbbing hard-ons, and both were 
eyeing the juice-filled mouth of Hermione's cunt. Obviously 
they both wanted to fuck her right away, so a fight was 
inevitable. Hermione finally finished coming, opened her 
eyes, and sized up the situation straight away. 

Quickly, she rolled over and lifted herself onto her hands 
and knees in front of Draco. She crawled right up close. 



grabbed his glistening cock, and stuck it in her mouth. 

Blaise barely suppressed a snicker. He thought ol' Draco was 
going to rocket into space as Hermione sucked his cock into 
her hot steamy mouth. 

“Oh, shit, yeah! Suck it, Hermione!" Draco yelped. 

Harry hurried around to kneel behind his girlfriend. He 
grasped his stiff prick and plugged his swollen cockhead 
into the juicy little mouth of her cunt. As he shoved it into 
her, Hermione shivered and moaned with pleasure. A fresh 
stream of hot cunt-cream bubbled out around his deep¬ 
driving cock and gushed down her thighs. 

“Mmmmmmm, mmmmmmm," she moaned. 

“Oh, shit, your cunt's hot, Mione," Harry cried. 

Grasping her slim hips, he began fucking her hard. He was 
just too wildly aroused to do it slowly or gently. But it 
seemed to be just what she wanted, because she creamed 
all over his cock and jerked her hips to his rhythm. The 
faster he fucked her, the more excited she got and the 
harder she sucked on Draco's cock. 

Blaise watched them all in an agony of need and lust. The 
trio was having a fantastic time together getting each other 
off, except for him. No way was he going to be left out of this 
party. 

“Unnnnhhhh, fuck, get ready to eat my load, Mione," Draco 
groaned, starting to really fuck her mouth. 

“Unnnnhhhh, shit. I'm gonna come too!" Harry panted. 

A violent shudder rippled through Hermione's body as she 
began to climax as well. Her hungry, horny cunt went into 



spasms around Harry's cock, squeezing it and nipping at it. 
She sucked like crazy on Draco's prick feeling it swell and 
jerk in her mouth. Then almost simultaneously her two 
lovers yelped and began to jet their hot, creamy loads into 
her mouth and pussy. 

“Take it, Hermione, take it all, unnnnggggghhhhh! '' Draco 
yelled. 

“Ahhhhhhhh, fuck, shit, uhhhhhhh! I'm 
cummmmmmmmmming!'', screamed Harry slamming his 
squirting prick into his girlfriend's spasming cunt. 

That did it for Blaise. His cousins had each had several turns 
with the horny witch while he watched in frustration... now it 
was his turn. His lust was driving him and he stood up. 
Striding from his hiding place, he walked right up to the 
tangle of writhing bodies. Nobody noticed him for a few 
seconds, not till they started coming down from their 
mutual, three-way orgasm. Then they all stared at him. 

Blaise seemed to tower over them, even though he was 
about the same hight of the three wizards. He stood there 
with his hands on his hips, trying to look as cool and calm as 
he could. 

“Okay, you guys," he snarled at his cousins, “out of the way. 
It's my turn to fuck Hermione!" 

Harry just burst into laughter. “That's what I get for fucking 
my girlfriend in a public space during a class!" 

“Nobody said you shouldn't do it, cous!" Blaise grinned. 

“Just make sure you DON'T get caught! Or you must share!" 

“Yeah, yeah... I got that when this clown showed up 
earlier..." Harry said, pointing at Draco. 



“Hey... who are you calling a clown?" said clown felt him 
self, but the other two wizard didn't pay atention to him. 

"So... this is what is happening in the prefects tower?" Blaise 
said. "That's why you moved there?" 

"Well... yeah... want to move in too?" 

"Nah... but I will sure pay you a visit..." 

"Ehhh... Harry... what is Blaise talking about?" said Draco 
not really understanding what was going on. 

"Cous... didn't Harry told you about the others?" Blaise 
grinned, looking at Draco. 

"What he talking about, Harry?" Draco said looking at Harry. 

"I was Daphne's boyfriend for a time, cous... what else? 

Don't you get it? Then Hermione got in on the action... and 
that's about the time we started spending some really fun 
times together..." 

"Bloody hell... I should have known..." 

But in the meantime, Hermione was getting impacient and a 
hell lot of horny with three hot wizard around her. When 
Blaise showed up, Hermione was inclined to turn him down. 
But hearing them talking, sure got her horny again and in 
need of another fuck. Seeing that Harry and Draco were out 
of the action for a while, she decided to have some privat 
time with Blaise. They hadn't done it for some time now... 
since he started going out with Cho Chang. That witch sure 
was a posesive one. 

"Okay, you two clowns," she grinned to Harry and Draco, 
"You've had your fun for the morning, so go take care of the 



task Sprout told us to do... because I don't want to get a T in 
Herbology." 


“Aw, Hermione, we don't wanta quit, now." Draco 
complained. 

“How come we have to go... and Blaise can stay? I'm your 
boyfriend after all..." Harry whined. 

“Because Blaise DID his tasks... and you two DIDN'T..." 
Hermione replied sternly. “Now go on, go finish you tasks..." 

“Bloody hell, Harry... your girlfriend sure can be a nag when 
she wants to... even if she is the hottest nag ever..." Draco 
grinned. 

“Shut up and do it you clown... or we wont get pussy for a 
week if we make her mad..." 

“Could she do it?" 

“You weren't in the know when she convinced all the girls I 
was fucking to not give me pussy for a week... and belive 
me... that was a long fucking week..." 

“All of them..." 

“I said NOW!" Hermione ordered, but she was very smug 
about it. 

“Yes, ma'am," Harry and Draco both chorused sniggering. 

One thing Hermione could say for her lovers, they sure were 
obedient when she wanted them to be. The treat of no pussy 
for a week was more then enough. Once they saw that she 
was serious, they didn't argue. Harry and Draco quickly put 
on their clothes and left. 



And when she turned to speak to Blaise, he was taking off 
his school clothes. He'd kicked off his sneakers and removed 
his shirt and was just unzipping his pants. Before Hermione 
could say anything, Blaise unzipped his pants and dropped 
them. He wasn't wearing shorts. His cock was stiff as a board 
and bobbed stiffly before him, the head dripping with pre- 
cum. It sure was a good looking eight and a half monster 
dick. Hermione stared at it, licking her lips. 

"See anything you like, Mione?" Blaise grinned. 

Hermione swallowed hard. "I can, Blaise," she said hoarsely. 

No wonder he demanded to fuck her. He sure was turned-on. 
He'd spied on her and his cousins. He'd watched them fuck 
her and suck their cocks. He'd watched them lick her pussy. 

It probably did seem out of place to him that Harry and 
Draco were having that kind of fun and he wasn't. 

Blaise didn't said a thing. He just stepped out of his pants 
and lay down next to her, stark-naked. He pulled her into a 
hot eager embrace and kissed her, shoving his hot tongue 
into her mouth. As he pulled her against him. Hermione felt 
his rock-hard cock pressing her belly, throbbing, and leaving 
sticky trails of pre-cum. 

It was that hard cock that did it. In spite of all the hot love- 
making she'd just gotten from her other two lovers, 

Hermione was still as horny as ever. She wanted to fondle his 
cock, lick it, taste it, take it in her cunt. His magnificent 
monster cock throbbed insistently against her belly and she 
just couldn't resist. 

Hermione let Blaise roll her onto her back as he kissed her. 

He scrambled on top of her and cupped her firm, creamy tits, 
eagerly molding and squeezing them. Her tits responded, 
swelling in his hands, the nipples going long and erect 



against his palms. Blaise groaned and started jerking his 
hips in a helpless fucking motion. 


“Ohhh, Mione,” he groaned as he broke off their steamy kiss, 
“I want top fuck you so much. I'm so damned tired of just 
Cho's pussy." 

"Why are you going out with her then..." she murmured. 

"Hottest piece of ass I've ever had, Mione," he said hoarsely, 
"Don't get me wrong... your hot... but she is more to my 
liking then you and the Daph and Trace... and I could go on 
with out them... but can't go on with out Cho... and I sure 
wouldn't like to go on with out her pussy..." 

As he spoke Blaise wriggled his way down between her 
thighs, and began to probe his steel-hard prick against the 
hot, slippery flesh of her pussy. It was driving Hermione wild. 
She ached to feel every inch of his stiff cock in her cunt, yet 
she wondered if it was right for him to make it with her when 
she knew very well how possesive and jelous Cho Chang can 
be. And adding her way with a wound... that witch was more 
scary then her when she wanted to be. 

Not really caring about Blaise's reasons at the moment, she 
just moaned her appreciation. After all, this was just sex, 
nothing more, nothing less. Love you make with the one you 
love, sex... with everybody else that could take care of your 
itch. "I can understand that..." she murmured, more horny 
then ever. 

Blaise's cock sure remembered his away towards her pussy. 
He hit the target soon, the fat head of his prick slamming 
into the juicy opening of her cunt. Hermione gasped and 
pushed at his shoulders again, but too late. With a lusty 
growl, Blaise shoved his rock-hard cock all the way into her 
tight, clasping hole. 



“Awwwwww, yeah,” he shouted. 

"Unnnnnnhhhhhh,” Hermione moaned. 

She never could resist a big hard cock in her cunt. She let 
her hands fall from his shoulders and went limp and 
submissive. He'd sheathed his prick clear to the balls in her 
juice-slick cunt so he was back in the tight pussy he liked to 
fuck so much in the past years, before he started going out 
with Cho. 

Following his natural horny instincts, Blaise began to fuck 
her in quick greedy jabs. His belly slapped against hers, and 
his prick penetrated deep and hard in her hot, clinging cunt. 
It was just the kind of rough, raunchy fucking that Hermione 
loved best. She lay back and gurgled with delight, keeping 
her legs wide-open for the lusty slytherin's deep, powerful 
thrusts. 

"Uuuuuhhhhh, shit, Mione, it feels so good,” he panted. 

"How 'bout for you?” 

She couldn't deny it? "Yes, baby, it feels great to me. too,” 
she moaned, snaking her arms around him. 

Hermione arched her body up against his so that his 
pistoning prick rubbed her clit, increasing the intensity of 
her pleasure. She kept her body raised so she could take his 
cock as deep as possible. She forgot all about the 
surrounding world as Blaise hammered his hard, virile cock 
into her insatiable little fuck-hole. 

Gryffindor and slytherin were totally absorbed in fucking 
each other, so they didn't notice when Draco and Harry 
peered out from the bushes, grinning lewdly. The two 
watched for a moment, then nodded to each other and left. 



They'd satisfied their curiosity. They'd just had to watch this 
for some time. 


“Funny," Harry said, “I didn't think Blaise would be whipped 
about Cho..." 

“He was whipped since they started dating!" Draco said 
knowingly. “Was he fucking Hermione and Daphne even 
then?" 

“Yeah... big time... but then he never did IT since he started 
going out with Cho..." Harry said with a laugh. “I was 
wondering why... he never told me... but now I know... and I 
know who will be on the menu very soon." 

“Oh... I'm so in what ever plan you have... and maybe you'll 
help me with Daphne..." 

“Will do... but first I want to do it with Cho... and I think I 
have the perfect idea..." 

In the meantime, Hermione just clung to Blaise, moaning 
and squealing, as he hammered his nice long, hard cock in 
her greedy little cunt and brought her steadily and 
helplessly towards orgasm. 

“Ohhhhh, yeah, honey, fuck it to me," she panted, “fuck me 
good and hard, Blaise, I'm gonna come!" 

“Oh, shit, so am I!" he groaned. 

Blaise was refinding fucking a lot more fun than he'd ever 
remembered. Hermione's cunt was as tight, hot and juicy 
around his cock as he remembered, the perfect place to stick 
his prick. He never wanted to stop fucking her. 



He didn't have much choice, though, because he was about 
to shoot his load like crazy. His lust carried him away, and he 
fucked into the moaning, squirming gryff witch with 
lightening speed, their bellies smacking loudly together. He 
was groaning steadily and hoarsely, spinning out of control. 
Then he felt Hermione's cunt going vise-tight around his 
deeply-plowing cock. 

“Unnnnhhh, baby, you're doing it to me. I'm coming!" she 
wailed. "Ohhhhhh, shit, unnhhhhhh!" 

"Ahhhhhhhh, fuck, shit, oooooowwwwwwhhhhhhhh" Blaise 
screamed. 

He came a split-second after she did, boiling a huge load 
into her spasming cunt. He felt like he shot about ten 
gallons of the stuff. It was definitely the best come he'd ever 
had. In fact it was so good that he wanted another one right 
away. He hugged her tight, not letting her wriggle out from 
under him. 

"Blaise, honey," Hermione laughed finally, "we better go 
because the class is starting to end." 

"In a minute, Mione," he said with a blissful sigh. "Let's fuck 
one more time, please." 

Hermione shivered lustily as she felt his prick growing hard 
again inside her. He sure was like her Harry sometimes and 
that's why he loved fucking him before. He was just tireless 
and constantly horny, which made him a very good 
replacement for her Harry when ever he went out to fuck 
some other witch. At least that was before Blaise started 
going out with Cho. But since then, she quite missed him. 
And now sure was a very good time to catch up with a 
marathon fucking to satisfy her. She creamed all over his 
rapidly-hardening cock. 



“Okay, honey, one more time," she agreed shamelessly. 


“Let's do it a different way this time," he said eagerly, “like 
you were doing it with Harry and Draco." 

Without waiting for an answer, he rolled off her. Hermione 
got onto all fours. What the hell, why not give him the sex 
he had been missing out? If she was going to fuck him, she 
might as well give him a few thing to remembered her by 
and come back more often. She settled on her elbows and 
knees, poking her cute hot ass up in the air. 

“Oh, yeah, that's it, Mione! Merlin, you look so sexy like 
that" Blaise cried eagerly. 

Hermione shivered in anticipation as she felt him grasping 
her hips and positioning the rock-hard head of his cock into 
her juicy tight cuntal opening. He paused, and she knew he 
was taking in the view. It had to be terribly exciting for him 
to watch his cock gliding into her cunt. 

“Ohhhhh, yeah, fantastic! You're so much tighter this way, 
Mione!" he breathed. 

Then he was pushing into her, doing it very slowly, still 
absorbed in watching his cock being swallowed by her juicy, 
glistening cuntlips. 

Hermione grabbed fistfuls of grass, anchoring herself, 
because she knew that he'd soon be fucking her hard. She 
whimpered with pleasure as his long throbbing cock 
gradually stretched and filled her cunt, soaking his stiff shaft 
with her hot juices. Finally Blaise's balls came to rest against 
Hermione's cunt-slit. 

“Ooooooh, Merlin, yeahhhh!" he breathed. 



Blaise looked down at the fantastic sight, his cock shoved to 
the hilt in a hot, juicy wet cunt. It was something he hadn't 
expected to see, not for years anyhow. Cho sure had got her 
raven claws in his sexlife. He'd started to think he was never 
going to be able to fuck another pussy then hers. 

But Hermione sure knew the perfect way to take care of that 
problem. It was her cunt that steamed and sucked around 
his deeply-buried cock. Blaise sighed blissfully and started 
pistoning his monster prick in and out of her hot, juicy 
tightness. Hermione moaned and began to hump her hips 
back at him cock with eager little thrusts. 

"You like it, Mione?" he asked hoarsely, "am I fucking you 
okay?" 

"Mmmmmm, yes, it's fantastic, honey," Hermione panted. 
"You could do it a little harder and faster, though. I can take 
it, and I like it that way." 

"Great!" he said eagerly. 

He couldn't have gone on fucking her slowly much longer 
anyhow. His instincts were carrying him away, urging him to 
pound his prick into her tight juicy cunt. Renewing his grip 
on her hips, Blaise started fucking into her harder, faster, 
and Hermione responded with wails of delight. He felt her 
clasping cunt soaking his pistoning prick with spurts of 
pussy-juice. 

"Unnnnhhhh, yes. baby, fuck hard," she moaned, "fuck the 
shit out of me, Blaise." 

Blaise snorted with excitement and fucked her even harder. 
This was like his best during Cho chang relation fantasy. He 
sometimes even imagined that he was driving Hermione 
crazy with pleasure as he hammered his cock into Cho, and 



now it was really happening again. Not only that, but the hot 
sexxy dark brown witch was one fine piece of ass. Now he 
just couldn't imagine why he did gave up such a fine 
available pussy. Not to mension Daphne's and Tracey's. Well, 
he didn't gave up all the available pussy. There was one 
more that had a special place in his world. But that's another 
story. 

"Ooooooh, Merlin, oooooh!" she squealed. 

Hermione's eyes rolled, then closed tightly, as she felt 
herself rocketing toward another intense orgasm. She didn't 
know how many times she'd come during this Herbology 
class, but this sure was one of the best days ever for a long 
time. She wanted to go on fucking all day. Unlucky for her, 
the class was finishing very soon... if it didn't already ended. 
But her kinky brain sure could pinpoint with accuracy the 
next time and how she would get her brains fucked out. Like 
making sure all this three potent wizards will do her all at 
once just after her Potions test this afternoon. 

No sooner would one lusty wizard finish fucking her than 
another would be ready. She could enjoy one stiff cock after 
another. She could sure get her kinky brains fucked out of 
her skull. Moaning with pleasure, Hermione arched her back 
and enjoyed the long, deep thrusts of Blaise's hard monster 
cock till she was teetering on the very brink of ecstasy. 

"Mmmmm, baby, just a little more," she whimpered, "I'm 
almost there." 

"I'll fuck you as much as you want, Mione," Blaise answered 
adoringly. "I don't ever want to stop fucking you." 

The feeling was mutual. Hermione wanted to go on feeling 
the slytherin's steel-hard cock pounding in her cunt for ever 
and ever. But she felt a gigantic climax starting in the 



quivering depths of her pussy and it radiated out to shake 
her whole body. Her pulsating cunt nipped and sucked at 
Blaise's pounding cock, soaking it with hotly gushing pussy- 
cream. She was so highly aroused, it bubbled out of her 
tightly-crammed pussy and ran down her legs. 

“Ooooooh, Blaise, I'm coming, baby! Oooooooh, I'm 
cummmmmiiinnngggg! " she squealed. 

Blaise stared down at her in awe as he felt her tight cunt 
convulse around his pistoning cock. Her curvy seventeen 
years old body bucked and shuddered as the hot orgasmic 
spasms ripped through her. Her cream bubbled up around 
his prick and her cunt went into contractions, squeezing him 
hard. He didn't come with her, though. His staying power 
had improved after the other fuck, and he wasn't ready to 
quit yet. This was too good! 

As Hermione came down from her delicious climax, she was 
overjoyed to feel his cock as hard as ever in her cunt. Her 
hot tight pussy still wasn't satisfied. She was greedy for 
more, and Blaise was all ready to give it to her. But in 
exchange she wanted to give him a nice surprise. She 
wriggled off the impalement of his stiff prick. 

“Let's fuck another way now, honey," she said shamelessly. 

“Great," he said, “how?" 

“With me on top," she grinned. “Lie on your back." 

Blaise obeyed at once, eager to try anything the sexy witch 
suggested. He wanted to redo everything there was to do 
about fucking, so he lay on his back, his engorged prick 
standing straight up. Hermione straddled him, her knees 
hugging his hips, her dripping tight cunt mouth poised right 
over the fat, purple head of his cock. 



Panting with eagerness, she began to slide down his cock. 
Blaise practically came just from watching her. As more and 
more of his rock-hard cock entered her cunt, Hermione 
moaned, squirming her ass down and rolled her eyes, 
overcome with excitement. Her cunt was steaming hot and 
exceptionally tight around his cock. She slid downward till 
only his balls were showing, then fell forward, whimpering 
with pleasure. 

“Fuck me, Blaise," she begged hoarsely, “Fuck my hot cunt!" 

“Shit, yeahhhhhhhhh," he yelped. 

The horny wizard grabbed her by the hips and started 
hammering his cock up into her so hard that her body 
shuddered with the impact. But Hermione wasn't 
complaining. She loved his hot, energetic fucking. She 
wanted him to slam his cock into her cunt as hard as he 
could and fuck her like a wild animal. With a moan of 
pleasure, Hermione let her head loll back, and closed her 
eyes in ecstasy. 

“Ohhhhh, yeah, love, that's it!" she howled, “Fuck me hard! 
Don't stop!" 

Blaise couldn't have stopped even if he'd wanted to. His 
brain had turned off and his prick was in command. He was 
fucking away as if his life depended on it, hammering his 
incredibly-stiff cock into her cunt with lightning speed. 
Hermione loved it. She couldn't get enough of this wonderful 
cock. Grinding her pussy down hard, she clenched her 
pussy-muscles around his deeply-penetrating prick and 
squeezed him rhythmically, moaning happily the whole 
time. Blaise gasped and panted beneath her, pumping his 
slim hips up like crazy as he fucked himself and her toward 
an explosive climax. 



That was how Harry and Draco found them when they 
returned to see what was keeping them so long. The two 
cousins looked at each other in amazement. It seemed like 
Blaise just couldn't quit fucking. They'd left him fifteen 
minutes ago fucking his ass off, and he was still at it. Of 
course, Hermione wasn't complaining. 

“Unnnhhhhh, Blaise, honey. I'm almost there," she moaned. 
"Fuck me as hard as you can, baby, make me come!" 

"I... I think I'm making myself come," the slytherin groaned. 

Sure enough, as he pistoned his cock into her with all the 
speed and force at his command, Blaise began to shoot his 
load. But she was coming right along with him, howling in 
ecstasy as the delicious spasms wracked her body, causing 
her big firm tits to sway back and forth. Her tight clinging 
cunt seemed to be sucking the jism right out of his balls. 

"Uuuhhhhhh, fuck, Anhhhggghhhhh!" Blaise yelled. 

"Ooooooh, honey, yessssssss!" Hermione hissed. "Fuck it! 
Fuck me deep! Cum in my cunt! 

She felt his vigorous spurts deep in her cunt, bathing her 
womb in hot, creamy, ijuicy sperm. Blaise kept on fucking 
her even after he'd come. But after two orgasms in less than 
half an hour, even he couldn't stop his poor over-used cock 
from finally deflating inside her cum-filled cunt. As they 
wound down from their climax, Draco and Harry stepped out 
of the bushes, grinning. 

"Hey, you guys," Harry said, "The class is done. It's been 
done for five minutes." 


"Nice one, Blaise," Draco added admiringly. 



“Thanks,” Blaise said grinning. “I really needed that!” 


“I could see...” Harry said, then continued grinning. “So... 
does this mean Cho is up for grabs?” 

“I should have known this will be next!” Blaise grinned. 
“Ok... if you can... convince her...” 

“No...” said Hetmione, geting to her feet and starting to get 
dress and to scourgify herself from all the boys cream. “Next 
we go to fill our bellies with food... then Potions... then 
somewhere so that you three clowns will fuck me until I'll 
pass out from the pleasure you give me... then you can do 
what ever you want... UNDERSTOOD?” 

“YES MA'AM!” all three wizards said, starting to laugh. 

Hermione Granger sure loved the power she had on them... 


Chapter 51 - After the Potions class 

“I'm feeling horny, boys,” Hermione grinned as she entered 
hers and Harry's bedroom that same afternoon after the 
Potions class. She ased the test and she was feeling in a 
really big need for someone to scratch an itch she couldn't 
get too. “So let's have a little more fun. Last one undressed 
and in bed is a griff dung.” 

Clothes started flying in every direction as the three cousins 
competed to see who could get to the gorgeous, naked 
gryffindor witch first. She watched with undisguised lust as 
they uncovered their trim bodies. Their monster cocks were 
starting to stiffen already, and Hermione wriggled her horny 
ass on the bed in lusty anticipation. This sure WAS her lucky 
day. 




Not many seventeen years old witches were lucky enough to 
have three handsome, virile teen wizards to take care of 
their horniness. Hermione's pussy grew hot and wet as the 
wizards finished stripping and raced for the four poster bed. 
They dived onto it and almost broke the springs, all of them 
hitting the bed at the same time. 

“Hmmmmm, I guess it was a tie,” Hermione grinned. 

"Oh, no, it wasn't,” Blaise cried, making a dive for her. 

Before his other cousins could even get near her, Blaise was 
snuggled up to the pretty hot gryff witch and fondling her 
hot, naked tits. She felt this stiff cock stabbing against her 
thigh and leaving sticky spots of juice. Draco and Harry 
scowled at him, then voiced their disapproval. 

"Blaise, you snake... that's my girlfriend!” Harry exclaimed. 

"That's not fair,” Draco snapped. 

"Aw, you guys are just jealous 'cause I got to Mione first,” 
Blaise said smugly. "Tough shit. You'll just have to wait your 
turn.” 

Hermione could see that Blaise was enjoying the hell out of 
his triumph over his cousins. She decided to add to his 
enjoyment. She pulled him into a tight, passionate embrace 
and kissed him, wantonly rubbing her swollen cunt-mound 
against his cock. Blaise gave a muffled groan of lust and 
thrust his tongue into her mouth, returning her kiss hotly. 

Hermione broke the kiss and muttered lustily, 
"Mmmmmmmm, Blaise, you're making me so horny. Your 
cock is so big and hard and... uhhhhhh, honey, I want you to 
fuck me with it... right now!” 



Blaise beamed with pride. Hermione was making him look 
really good in front of Draco and Harry. 

“Alriiiiight! You got it, Mione!” he grinned enthusiastically. 
“How about with you on top?" 

“Sure, honey," Hermione said, staring hungrily at his cock. 

Blaise stretched out on his back, and his tireless prick stood 
straight up, stiff and steely, drooling pre-cum. It was all 
ready for action... and so was Hermione. The sight of a nice 
hard cock always had that effect on her. She threw a leg 
over him and straddled his lean hips. 

Blaise gazed up at her, practically cross-eyed with lust. The 
gryff witch had such a fantastic body, slim and curvy, yet 
with those big, firm tits which were wobbling enticingly as 
she got into position over him. She started rubbing the hot, 
wet flesh of her cunt-slit over the engorged head of his cock 

“Go ahead, love," she purred, “stick it in me." 

“Oooooh, shit yeahhhh," Blaise sighed blissfully. 

Lifting his ass off the bed, he positioned the swollen head of 
his cock into her soaked cuntal opening and then slid his 
prick up into her with deliberate slowness. He wanted to 
savor that first thrust, but he also wanted to drive his 
cousins wild. He succeeded. Harry and Draco watched the 
slow progress of their cousin's long, thick cock into 
Hermione's tight, slippery cunt and groaned. 

“Uhhh, shit," Harry cried enviously. 

“Oooh, fuck," sighed Draco. 




Both wizards wished it was their own stiff cocks gliding up 
into the tight, juicy heat of Hermione's clinging tight cunt. 
They shivered with longing and envy as Blaise slowly and 
deliciously buried his hard prick in Hermione's pussy. He 
prolonged the thrust as long as he could. 

“Ohhhhhhhh, fuck yeah, that feels fantastic!" he cried. 

"Awww, shut up, Blaise and get on with it!" Draco snapped. 

"Yeah, hurry up and fuck my girlfriend, cous," Harry growled 
selfishly. "We want our turn, too!" 

"Well, you'll just have to be patient, guys," Blaise said with a 
maddening grin, " 'cause I'm gonna take my time and fuck 
Mione real slow. I wanna enjoy this." 

His cousins looked ready to murder him, but they didn't say 
anything more. They knew he was just egging them on. They 
lounged on the bed and watched, stroking their fierce, belly- 
hugging hard-ons. At last Blaise sank his cock so deep into 
Hermione's cunt that only his balls were showing. 

"You got it all now, Mione," he said hoarsely. 

"Yes, love, I feel it," Hermione moaned. "It feels so good. 

Fuck me now, baby. My pussy needs it real bad." 

She wasn't kidding. Blaise's slow, deep penetration had 
driven her wild with excitement, and she was creaming all 
over his deeply-lodged prick. She ached for some hard 
action, wanting to feel his thick hard-on reaming and 
pounding her itching tight cunt. She didn't have long to 
wait. Blaise gave a snort of lust and started fucking her in 
the quick eager strokes she loved. 



“Unnnnhhhh, yesssss,” she gurgled, “really give it to me, 
love, fuck me hard." 


Blaise didn't need much prompting, of course. He was 
grunting and panting and moaning as he hammered his 
swollen cock in the tight, silky tunnel of her hot cunt. He 
fucked her faster and harder as his arousal mounted, and 
her body quivered with the impact, her big ripe tits jiggling 
and swaying erotically. 

Hermione let her head loll back, and she whimpered and 
squealed with delight. She sure liked this day SO FUCKING 
MUCH! She had three stiff monster cocks at her service. The 
best thing a hot witch like herself needed right now... three 
virile and insatiable wizards. 

“Uhhhh, baby! Fuck it to me, fuck it to meeee!" she wailed. 

Blaise had a huge smile on his face as he hunched his hips 
up the moaning witch, burying his cock balls-deep in her 
drooling cunt with every powerful stroke. He fucked her for 
several minutes like that, increasing the speed and rhythm 
of his strokes until he had Hermione almost on the brink of 
orgasm. Then he'd slow down and fuck her long and deep, 
lifting her up by the hips until his cock-tip was just between 
the clasping lips of her cunt, then slamming her back down 
over his prick until their wet pubes mashed and meshed 
together. 

“Merlin!'' Harry muttered, “It looks like he's gonna take all 
fuckin' afternoon." 

“Tell me about it," Draco sighed. 

Actually Hermione and Blaise had only been at it for about 
ten minutes, but to the horny wizards it seemed like a 
century. They focused on his pistoning cock, watching it 



slice in and out between Hermione's tightly-stretched 
cuntlips. They watched it cram her belly full then suck it's 
way along the glistening shaft as he pulled out. They could 
hear it, too. Blaise's thick prick made an obscene sucking 
noise as it pumped in and out of Hermione's bulging pussy- 
slit, whipping her cunt-juice into a creamy white froth. 

As if that wasn't maddening enough for the two horny 
cousins, Hermione was squealing and moaning with pleasure 
the whole time Blaise fucked her. Her head lolled back, and 
her pretty face was twisted into a lusty grimace as she took 
the deep, hard thrusts of his cock. Both Draco and Harry 
were recalling how deliciously tight and hot her cunt was, 
and they ached to fuck her. 

"Unnnnhhhhh, Blaise, honey, fuck me as hard as you can," 
she moaned. "I'm gonna come." 

"I just hope he comes, too," Harry muttered. 

Draco grunted his agreement, and they watched eagerly as 
Blaise obeyed Hermione's request and fucked her with all 
the speed and force he could manage. His handsome face 
was red, and he was groaning, which were good signs. Then 
his eyes started rolling crazily, and finally they closed tightly 
as he fucked himself and her to the very edge of climax. 

"Ohhhh, shit, unnnhhhhh!" he groaned. 

"Go for it, you little bastard, get off!" Draco hissed. 

"Yeah, hurry up and cum! Fuck her hard! Cum in her cunt!", 
growled Harry, fisting his throbbing cock. 

Blaise didn't hear them. He wasn't conscious of anything but 
the overwhelming excitement he felt as Hermione's cunt 
squeezed and sucked at his pounding, hammering prick. 



Then he felt the molten surge of her come-juices all around 
his cock-shaft, and she threw back her head and began to 
scream in orgasm. 

“Ohhhhh, Blaise, fuck meeeee! Fuck me hard! I'm 
cummmmmmmiiiiiing!" she cried. 

"Awwwww, fuck, shit, awwwwww!" Blaise bawled, flooding 
her spasming, quivering cunthole with his hot sperm. 

“Thank Merlin!" Harry sighed. 

“Yeah," Draco leered, “now we can have our turn." 

Then they stared at each other. One little detail hadn't been 
decided yet... which one of them would go next with the hot 
gryffindor witch. They could fight it out, Harry thought, or 
they could save time. He slipped off the bed, got his pants, 
and fished a galleon out of the pocket. 

“Heads," Draco said. 

Harry cursed as the coin came up heads. Draco, on the other 
hand, was grinning fiendishly when Hermione finally rolled 
off Blaise's dripping cock and onto her back. The next thing 
she knew, Draco was kneeling between her legs and 
thrusting his hugely swollen cock into the soaked mouth of 
her pussy hole. She'd hardly caught her breath yet, but as 
Draco's lust-swollen prickhead lodged itself between her 
glistening cuntlips she felt her lust boiling back as strong as 
ever. 

“Mmmmmm, yessss" she moaned, “fuck that big fat prick 
into me, love! Give me every inch of your long, hard cock." 

And to make sure she really got every inch of it, Hermione 
threw her legs up over his shoulders, completely opening 




herself to him. His cousins crowded closer to watch because 
the view was fantastic. They watched Draco's thick, blue- 
veined cock gliding fully into the gryff's dark-fringed pussy. 

“Unnnhhhhh, yesssss!" she wailed. 

“Oh, shit, so tight... so fuckin' hot!" Draco sighed. 

He was too outrageously horny to be slow or gentle. He 
couldn't take his time and show off the way Blaise had. All 
Draco could think about was getting his rocks off. He started 
fucking the groaning witch with quick hard strokes. Luckily 
that was the way Hermione loved it best. She responded 
with howls of delight, and soaked his hammering prick with 
molten spurts of cream. 

“Unngghhhh, yesssss, Draco! Fuck it to me hard, love" she 
hissed, “fuck the living shit out of me!" 

That just got him more excited, and he fucked into her like a 
pile driver, grunting and panting with lust. Each deep hard 
thrust was ecstasy to the horny witch, and she creamed 
heavily and helplessly. The molten juice was forced out by 
his plowing prick, and it soaked her pussy and gushed down 
the crack of her ass. 

“Ohhhhh, harder! Harder! Merlin, yessss, I love it," she 
wailed. 

Again she wondered how could a kinky bookworm like 
herself be so lucky. Well... Harry sure got her hooked on IT 
and she loved sharing him with other witches. And she sure 
love geting fucked... as often as possible. And three lovers 
sure meant a lot of fucking... but also was geting her a lot 
faster closer to that finish line... that unconsciousness broth 
by a very good and satisfying fuck and sending her in dream 



land. Good thing she was in her bed... because after this 
morning and this she would sleep for twenty hours straight. 

Hermione looked up at Draco's lust-contorted face and 
realized that he was about to shoot his load in her. Not 
wanting to be left behind, she deliberately tightened her 
cunt around his pistoning cock, creating delicious hot 
friction that took her right to the edge of orgasm. She felt 
the hot explosion deep in her cunt, then it flashed out to 
engulf her whole body. 

“Unnnnhhhhh, Draco, yeahhh! Oooohh, baby! I'm coming!" 
she howled. 

Draco felt her cunt spasm tightly around his fucking cock, 
almost sucking the jism right out of his balls. 

"Here it cums, Mione! I'm cumming! Merlin! I'm cumming up 
your hot fuckin' pussy! Take it! Unnnnngggghhhhhhhh!" he 
yelled, flooding her gooey cunt with yet another load of 
boiling-hot sperm. 

A few seconds later Draco flopped back exhausted, his 
sticky, glistening cock slipping from her come-filled cunt. 
Hermione saw Harry heading for her on his hands and knees, 
and she quickly went into the doggy position eager for yet 
another stiff cock. She squealed with delight as her 
boyfriend grabbed her hips roughly and just rammed his 
rock-hard prick up her sperm-slick cunthole until his hairy 
balls slapped into her clit. 

"Unnnnnhhhh, yes, Harry! Fuck me hard!" gasped Hermione, 
shamelessly grinding her ass back at her panting boyfriend. 

Harry was even more insanely horny than Draco had been, if 
that was possible. He fucked his girlfriend savagely, 
pounding his cock into her cunt like there was no tomorrow. 



His belly slapped loudly against her ass, and the impact of 
his urgent fucking rocked her whole body. Hermione clawed 
the bedspread and held on tightly, gasping and moaning 
with pleasure. 

“Ooooooh, love, yesssss,” she cried, “I love it, don't stop... 
fuck me like that. Yeahhhh, real hard! Pound my cunt, 
baby... fuck it in there! Uhhhhhhh, I want to fuck like this 
forever!" 

Draco and Blaise exchanged excited glances. They knew the 
hot dark brown witch was serious when she said things like 
that. She really did want to go on fucking them forever. They 
welcomed the assignment. 

As far as the they were concerned, the hot witch was the 
greatest fuck they've ever had and the way she was now 
was perfect. She sure was in a real need and they were 
happy to help with her needs. Hermione's lust was ample 
now, enough to provide all three of the horny wizards a lot of 
fun! She needed them, and they needed her. Right now she 
was proving just how badly she needed them, fucking them 
one after the other. 

Hermione's pretty face was twisted into a grimace of lust as 
Harry fucked her to the brink of climax for the third time. 

She stiffened for a second or so, groaned, and then her body 
shook hard as violent orgasmic spasms ripped through her. 
Her cunt contracted rhythmically around Harry's prick, and 
he yelled, unable to prevent himself shooting his load into 
her sucking, squeezing twat. 

"Unnnnhhhh, Merlin, whaahhhhhh!" Hermione wailed. 
"Ohhhhhhhh, shit, yeah, arrrrggghhhhhhhh!" Harry roared. 



Then it was again Blaise's turn. When she saw his monster 
cock again ready for action... after her intense orgasm... and 
after somehow she got her breathing back to normal... 
Hermione crawled over to him, bent low, and started lashing 
his prick with her hot wet tongue. Blaise gasped with 
delight, and in no time at all his prick was swelling and 
stiffening in her mouth. His excited moans got his cousins' 
attention. 

Draco and Harry watched with rapidly mounting lust as the 
sexy witch's tongue-whipped their other cousin's dick. 
Blaise's eyes looked about to pop out of his head as he 
watched her, and he was getting all red in the face and 
starting to breathe hard. His cousins couldn't blame him one 
bit. They just wished Hermione was going down on them, 
too, but they'd have to wait their turn. 

"Wow, Mione," Harry sighed. "I just wish there was some way 
you could lick three cocks at once." 

Hermione's eyes glinted mischievously. "Well, love, maybe 
there is," she said. "Why don't you two come over here and 
kneel beside Blaise." 

It was a crazy idea, but she just had to try it. She got the 
boys to kneel side by side, and then she crouched in front of 
them, on her bands and knees, bending low. She stuck out 
her tongue and started whipping it swiftly back and forth, 
lashing all three cocks. It was a little awkward, but it was 
going to work. 

"Wild!" Harry laughed. 

"Shit, yeahhhhh!" Draco chuckled. 

"Ohhhh, yeah, Mione, lick our cocks!" Blaise moaned. 



For the moment Blaise was the only one taking things 
seriously but before long Draco and Harry were red-faced 
with excitement, too. Hermione's tongue was hot, juicy, and 
incredibly exciting on their cocks. Their pricks quickly 
swelled up as stiff as Blaise's. Soon, three engorged monster 
cocks stuck out straight and rigid, driving Hermione wild. 

“Mmmmmm, mmmmm," she moaned. 

She lashed her tongue back and forth as fast as she could, 
hotly aroused by having three gorgeous pricks to lick. Soon 
it got even better, as hot juice began to leak from the boys' 
cocks. She stabbed for the tasty cream with the tip of her 
tongue, swallowing it as fast as she could get it. 

In a wicked way, she wished Cho Chang to be around so she 
could see them and then join them. That sure would be a 
show to get the ravenclaw in the mood to fuck this horny 
pricks. She wished she could see what a girl who didn't fuck 
around could do when she was really turn on. And she 
wanted Cho to know that this three virile wizard could take 
care of all her needs better then only one wizard. It would be 
quite a sight for Cho if she happened to walk into this 
bedroom just now. Hermione stark naked on her hands and 
knees, tonguing the best fucker in the hole school... all their 
monster stiff cocks at once. 

But of course, Cho Chang wasn't like her. But maybe, if Harry 
got his claws into her... or monster dick... the ravenclaw 
would sure sing a different toon. She was sure of that. In the 
meantime, though, Hermione intended to enjoy them to the 
fullest now. 

She opened her lips and sank them greedily down around 
Harry's rigid erection, sucking lustily on his cock, as he 
groaned with delight. She grasped Draco and Blaise's stiff 



pricks in her fists and started pumping them. Soon, all three 
wizards were moaning loudly and hunching their raging 
hard-ons at the horny witch. 

“Ohhhhhh, yeah, Mione, suck it!” Harry howled. 

"Suck mine too, Mione!” Draco added hoarsely. 

That was just what Hermione had in mind. She sucked loudly 
and ravenously on Harry's throbbing prick, bringing him 
quickly to the verge of climax. She drooled as she 
anticipated all the delicious cock cream she would soon be 
swallowing as she sucked her lovers' cocks one after the 
other. 

"Unnnnhhhh, don't stop, Mione, I'm gonna come,” Harry 
groaned. 

Hermione sucked even harder on his prick as he approached 
his peak, letting her boyfriend know how hungry she was for 
his load. His handsome face twisted into a lusty grimace, 
and his hips began to move of their own accord, fucking his 
glistening cock deep into his girlfriend's mouth. His 
throbbing shaft slid across her slippery tongue and into her 
throat and Hermione managed to take everything he was 
giving her, moaning with pleasure as she pumped her hot 
fists furiously on the other two cocks. 

"Oh, shit, yeahhhhhh! Cum in her mouth, Harry!” Draco 
cried. 

Harry couldn't say a thing, he was so close to coming. Blaise 
wasn't talking, either. He was too horny to do anything but 
groan as he watched the gryff witch's tightly-stretched lips 
sliding up and down the thick blue-veined shaft of Harry's 
glistening cock. Then all of a sudden, Harry let out a yelp, 
and Hermione's cheeks swelled hugely. 



“Eat it, Mione, unnnhhhhhh, fuck yeassssssss!" Harry hissed. 


He kept hammering his cock between his girlfriend's lips as 
jet after jet of hot creamy sperm exploded into her mouth. 
Hermione's cheeks kept swelling as Harry's huge load filled 
her mouth to overflowing. Blaise and Draco watched in awe 
as their cousin emptied his balls into his girlfriend's mouth. 
She hadn't even started swallowing yet! Suddenly, hot 
cream began to dribble from the corners of her lips as 
Hermione tried desperately to hold the whole load in her 
mouth. But it was no good, there was just too much, she had 
to gulp it all down now or loose it. Hermione gave a hoarse 
moan of satisfaction as she swallowed the whole salty 
mouthful. 

“Oooh, Merlin, that was good!'' Harry sighed, flopping back 
onto the bed to catch his breath. 

“One down and two to go!'', grinned Hermione, licking her 
spermy lips. 

She didn't even pause to catch her breath. She just moved 
right on to the next cock, which was happened to be 
Blaise's. She slid her hot lips down around it and caved in 
her cheeks and started sucking like crazy. Blaise screamed 
with delight. 

“Uuuuuhhhh, yeah Mione, suck me off too," he cried. 

Hermione was careful to go on pumping Draco's throbbing 
erection while she blew his cousin. She didn't want any of 
the boys to feel left out or neglected. She suctioned the 
tasty cream out of Blaise's cock-hole and swallowed it, 
drooling as she anticipated getting a second load of hot 
cream in a few moments. Like Harry, Blaise soon found it 
impossible to control his hip movements and started fucking 
her mouth. 



“Unnnnhhhhh, shit, yeah, unnnhhhh, fuck!” he moaned. 


His face was beet-red with excitement, his teeth flashing in a 
lusty snarl as he hammered his swollen prick over her hot 
slippery tongue. Hermione sucked faster and faster on 
Blaise's wildly throbbing cock, bringing his arousal to fever 
pitch. At the same time she felt Draco's prick bucking and 
pulsating in her fist. 

"Ohhhh, shit, Mione, I'm coming!” Blaise suddenly howled. 

Hermione groaned with delight as Blaise filled her mouth 
with his steaming jism. She let her cheeks swell out, just as 
she'd done with Harry, wanting to hold and savor the hot 
cream as long as she possibly could. Only when her cheeks 
threatened to burst did she finally gulp down the boiling 
load. 

"Mmmmm, uuuummmmmm,” she moaned 

"Bloody hell,” Blaise sighed, his knees trembling. 

He collapsed back onto the bed beside Harry, his cum- 
coated cock slipping from Hermione's lips. Again she didn't 
hesitate a moment before moving on to the next cock. Draco 
was ready for her. As she opened her glistening red lips, he 
shoved his rigid prick between them, cramming his cock into 
the tight, juicy sheath of her hot mouth. 

"Ahhhhhh, yeahhh! Suck me off!” groaned Draco. "Eat my 
meat, Mione!” 

"Mmmmm... hmmmmmm,” Hermione moaned, sucking hotly 
and eagerly on his prick. 

Draco had had to wait the longest, so he was the horniest by 
far of the three wizards. He started fucking her mouth right 



away, slamming his prick back and forth over her tongue 
and moaning steadily. His face was flushed and contorted 
with excitement, his cock throbbing so hard that Hermione 
expected it to explode in her mouth at any second. 

Of course, that was exactly what she wanted. She could 
hardly wait to taste yet another hot load of creamy wizard 
cum. She knew she was having a very rare experience, one 
that few witch would ever know. She was sucking off one 
hard, throbbing cock after another and swallowing every 
drop. The fact that the cocks she was sucking so wantonly 
just happened to belong to her own boyfriend and his horny 
cousins, made it all the more exciting. 

“Unnnnhhh, shit, yeah,” Draco groaned, "suck real hard, 
Mione, I'm gonna come so good.” 

Hungry for his jizz, Hermione sucked as hard and fast as she 
could on his pistoning prick, making him whimper with 
delight. She knew it would be just a matter of seconds 
before Draco squirted his jism into her throat, and she 
drooled shamelessly at the very thought of it. If today's 
experience didn't satisfy her hunger for sucking cock, 
nothing would. 

"Ohhhhh, fuck, here it comes, Mione! Aaaaagggghhhhhh!” 
Draco roared. 

"Mmmmm, unnnnhhhhhhl”, moaned Hermione jacking her 
fist up and down the length of the slytherin's cock between 
her sucking lips and the base. 

For the third time in just a few minutes, her mouth was filled 
almost to bursting with delicious, hot -come. She gulped 
down blast after blast of the stuff, while Draco whimpered 
helplessly and hammered his squirting cock deeper into her 
mouth. Then he fell back on the bed to join his cousins, and 



Hermione licked her lips to get the very last drops of his 
tasty young jizz. 


“Wow, that was incredible,” Harry grinned. ”1 think you 
deserve a little reward, Mione. Why don't you just stretch 
out and let me suck your pussy for a while?” 

"Mmmmmm, love. I'd love that,” Hermione gurgled. 

Rolling onto her back, she bent and spread her legs wide, 
shamelessly offering her glistening pink pussy-slit to her 
boyfriend. Harry crawled between them. She loved the way 
he was always so eager to suck her cunt. She suspected he 
had a real hunger for her pussy-cream. She moaned with 
delight as his hot breath tickled the juicy flesh of her gaping 
cunt. 

"Uuuhhhh, yes, love... Mmmmmmm, lick my pussy, baby,” 
she panted. 

"Wow, I gotta see this,” Blaise announced. 

He crawled up close on one side, and Draco moved in on the 
other. They were almost crowding Harry as he went to work, 
they were so eager to watch his successful techniques. They 
watched his tongue flash out, red and wet, and they saw him 
whip it up and down over the witch's cream-beaded cuntlips. 

"Oooooh, yes, love,” she squealed, "1 just love you so much.” 

The thick hot cream flowing from her cunt proved that she 
wasn't lying. Under Harry's lashing tongue, her pussy 
swelled and got all rosy-red, and soaked with her cunt-juice. 
Hermione kept her legs wide-open for him, shamelessly 
offering her boyfriend her whole steaming snatch. Harry 
snorted with excitement as he sucked up his girlfriend's 



tasty pussy-cream, probing his tongue up into her hot tight 
cunt-hole for more. 

“Unnnnhhhhhh, Harry, that's wonderful," Hermione sobbed. 
"You do that so good, love, so damned good." 

Blaise was very impressed. He just had to learn everything 
Harry was doing so he could try it on Cho when he saw her 
again. He edged even closer, panting on Hermione's heaving 
belly as he watched the lashing action of Harry's expert 
tongue. 

"Let me try it, Harry," he said. 

"Later! I just got started," Harry mumbled impatiently. 

"Harry, you just remember that Blaise didn't do that to me 
for some time..." Hermione said seductively. "And I really 
would like him to do it now... you have me all the time..." 

"You know that this is cheating," he grinned, moving out of 
the way. 

"Yeah... but so is what you did this weekend..." she grinned 
back. 

Draco and Blaise just looked at them, but didn't understand 
at what they were refering. But who the fuck cared. They 
were to horny now. 

"Great!" Blaise cried, scrambling eagerly between 
Hermione's legs. 

He stuck out his tongue and started whipping it up and 
down the gleaming slit of her cunt, licking up all the cream 
just as he'd seen Harry do. To his delight, Hermione loved it. 
She whimpered with pleasure and creamed all over his 



tongue. Eating her delicious pussy sure was a fun thing to 
do. 

“Like her taste better then Cho's?" Harry grinned. 

“Sure do..." Blaise answered between licks. “Your girlfriend 
has the greatest pussy ever." 

“Move over, cous," Draco laughed. “I want to taste her too... 
she has the tastiest pussy ever!" He sure liked it. Harry sure 
was a lucky bastard to have such a kinky and tasty witch 
available to him at his every whim. And now he was eager to 
try it again. 

He crawled between Hermione's splayed thighs and 
crammed his long stiff tongue into her cunt. She almost flew 
off the bed, the pleasure was so sudden and powerful. She 
moaned hoarsely and creamed all over his face. 

“Ohhhh, yes, honey, yessss!" she cried, clawing at the 
bedspread. 

“This never gets old," Harry said seeing his girlfriend being 
eaten by another wizard. After all the times she had let him 
fuck other witches, he sure understood what all the 
excitement was all about. And watching his sexxy girlfriend 
being eaten, sure got him more excited then ever. 

“Sure doesn't..." Blaise panted. 

Draco's stiff tongue was stabbing in and out of Mione's cunt 
just like a cock, and she was wailing with pleasure. She was 
responding just as if she was being fucked. It was such a 
great and exciting sigh for Blaise. He watched as Draco 
flicked his long rigid tongue in and out tHermione's juicy 
little fuckhole, bringing her quickly and easily to the verge 



of orgasm. She closed her eyes tightly, whimpering with 
ecstasy. 

“Ohhhhhhhh, shit, love, that's the best damned feeling," 
Hermione moaned. "Mmmmmm, Merlin, am I ever gonna 
come!" 

It happened just a few moments later. Draco thrust his thick 
tongue deep into her gooey pussy-hole, and rolled her clit 
with his thumb, setting off a violent orgasm that rattled her 
bones. She climaxed so hard that she rolled right off the 
impalement of his tongue and writhed around on the bed, 
moaning and convulsing. 

"Oooooh, Merlin, yesssss, ooooooooh!" she howled. 

Hermione didn't know how long the delicious climax went 
on. But when she finally opened her eyes again, a 
deliciously erotic sight awaited her. Her handsome lovers 
sons all had raging hard-ons. They knelt there, fisting their 
cocks as they stared hungrily at her gaping cunt, each of 
them eager to fuck her. Hermione just wished there was 
some way she could take on all three of them at the same 
time. 

It was such a hassle when they argued over her. Now they 
were glaring at each other, prepared to fight about who'd 
get the first turn. If she could just take care of all of them at 
once, she could end the arguing for good. She thought 
about it for a moment, and then her eyes lit up. 

"Boys," she purred, "I've got an idea." 

"I hope it involves fucking," Harry said hoarsely, his cock 
hugging his belly in a fierce hard-on. 


"Oh, yes," grinned Hermione. "It sure does!" 



“I can't wait, Mione," Draco moaned, “take me first." 

“That's bullshit, Draco," Blaise snapped. “I'm a lot hornier 
than you are. Let me fuck you first, Mione!" 

“What a load of crap." Harry cried. “I'm hornier than both of 
you." 

They would have gone on and on if Hermione hadn't crawled 
right over to Harry and pushed him onto his back. He stared 
up at her in surprise, then started to grin with triumph as 
Hermione straddled him and rubbed her creamy cunt-slit 
over the fat, purple head of his cock. Then, grabbing the 
rigid shaft by the base, she lowered her hips and stuffed it 
into her juice-slick cunt. 

“Yeahhhhh, Mione, let's fuck," Harry cried as his cock slid up 
into his girlfriend's tight, slippery cunt to the balls. 

“Why him?" Draco groaned. 

“Yeah, no fair," Blaise whined. 

“Now, boys. I'm going to take care of you, too!" Hermione 
said as she ground her pussy down over the thick 
impalement of her boyfriend's stiff cock. “There's no need to 
quarrel, because nobody's going to be neglected. Blaise, 
come and stand in front of me." 

Blaise quickly obeyed and found his drooling prick lined up 
with her moist, pink lips. He shivered with excitement. 

“Draco," said Hermione, grinning lewdly at Blaise, “get 
behind me and use your imagination." 

“Huh?" 



“I said, use your imagination... there's another hole back 
there isn't there?" 

"You mean..." 

"Yes, baby, fuck my asshole!" 

"Holy Shit! You're serious!", gasped Draco. 

"No, she wants you to fuck her left nostril, fool! You're lame 
sometimes, Draco!", snapped Harry impatiently. "Hurry up, 
so we can get this show on the road. 

Draco gave his cousin the finger and crawled around behind 
Hermione, running his hands over her naked ass. He could 
see Harry's thick cock already fucking deeply in her cunt 
and her tiny pink asshole winking enticingly at him just 
above it. Straddling, Harry's legs, Draco bellied up to her ass 
and prodded the tip of his cock against her pouting anus. 

As she felt Draco's cock nudge her anal ring, Hermione gave 
a moan of joy and sucked Blaise's throbbing cock into to her 
hot mouth. Caving in her cheeks, she sucked loudly and 
hungrily on his prick while riding Harry's pistoning cock. She 
felt Draco pressing the fat head of his prick into the little 
puckered mouth of her asshole, and she moaned in 
anticipation. The delicious depravity of actually taking all 
three cocks inside her at once was an incredible turn-on. 

"Unnnnhhhhh, mmmmmm!" she moaned. 

Draco had his hands on her hips and was easing his stiff 
cock into her ultra-tight back passage. Once he got the 
flared head past her anal ring, his prick slid into her buttery 
chute easily. Draco threw back his head and moaned loudly 
as the hot witch's tight asshole swallowed his prick. He just 
let her satiny anal walls grip the length of his shaft for a 



moment, then he began to move his cock in and out, side by 
side with Harry's rock-hard prick, which was vigorously 
reaming her cunt. Hermione couldn't believe the excitement 
of being impaled by three long, hard cocks at the same time. 

"Oh, wow, this is wild!" Draco cried. 

"It sure the hell is," Harry agreed hoarsely. 

Blaise just moaned. 

Hermione couldn't say anything either, with her mouth full 
of cock, but her muffled moans of pleasure and the lusty 
writhing of her body told them how aroused she was. She 
sucked hungrily on Blaise's cock, grinding her cunt down on 
Harry's prick. Her muscular little ass-ring sucked and 
squeezed Draco's twitching shaft as he fucked her tight 
clinging asshole. 

Before long Hermione started to come, and she?" couldn't 
seem to stop. She had a whole string of orgasms, one after 
the other, as she took the double stimulation of a cock in her 
cunt and in her asshole. Then Blaise yelped and started 
shooting his load down her gulping throat. He was quickly 
joined by his cousins, as Harry and Draco filled her cunt and 
asshole with thick, hot jizz. 

"Uhhhhhh, Mione, aaaggghhhh!" Blaise yelled. 

"Gumming up your hot cunt, Mione, unnnggghhhh!" Harry 
howled. 

"Ohhhhh, yeahhhhhhh...whhhaahhhhh!" Draco roared. 

Hermione moaned in absolute ecstasy, taking as much 
sperm into her body at one time as a witch possibly could. 
She didn't feel horny any more, thanks to her three virile 



lovers. She just floated towards the land of dreaming with 
the biggest smile a witch could have on her beautiful face... 

After all three got their dicks out of the freshly, really 
satisfied, beautifull, unconscious witch, they watched her for 
a long time, just panting and getting their breaths back to 
normal. Until they heard some voices coming from the 
corridor. 

“So... what other hot witches are around here?" asked 
Blaise, looking at his two cousins. 

“Pansy and Susan!" grinned Harry. 

“Are they like Hermione?" 

“Big time..." 

“Good... can you make make me an introduction?" 

“Are you two up for another round?" 

“Not me... I just want to crawl with this hot witch and go to 
sleep... but you two go ahead..." 

“Does Draco want a stamina potion?" 

“Get out of here you clowns..." 

Harry and Blaise just started laughing and getting off the 
bed, leaving Draco to crawl behind Hermione and spoon with 
her from behind... 


Chapter 52 - Pansy's bird's-eye view 

When I saw Harry and Blaise getting out of Harry's and 
Hermione's room, with some very big bulges in their shorts, I 




didn't know what hit me... and it wasn't only Monday. When 
Harry told me what they've been doing this all day, I 
creamed my panties off. And I had only those on me and... of 
course a bath robe I threw over my body after I took a long 
shower after a very long and hard school day. Really... it was 
a very hard school day... and nothing else was hard. When 
Harry told me what he and Blaise wanted to do with me, I 
just about gone to my knees in front of them and started to 
suck them off. But then Harry told me the rest of his plan. It 
wasn't much of a plan. At first he just wanted to catch me 
and Susan at it because sometimes... before... he did... and 
those turned up to be some very fun times. But since I 
already knew, he just wanted to surprise Susan that was still 
in the bathroom, taking a very long shower after a very long 
and hard day, like I had... 

So, here I am, going after Susan towards her bedroom, 
feeling my own hooters tugging at my chest as I watched 
Susan's big boobs hobbling and quivering down inside her 
little, red brassiere. 

Crawling up on the bed, I rolled over onto my back as Susan 
crawled up beside me. Then as our lips met, I felt Susan's 
hand crawl down over my belly and cup my pussy. Copying 
her, I cupped her smooth, bald cunt in the palm of my hand 
as our tongues twisted and warred like a pair of dancing 
snakes. Probing the soft wetness between Susan's legs I 
found the fleshy folds encircling the moist core of her 
womanhood. Fingering the sticky, juice-covered lips apart, I 
gently slipped two fingers down inside the moist warmth of 
Susan's hot, clutching cunt. As I did, I heard a barely 
perceptible gasp escape from Susan's lips into my mouth as 
the distance between Susan's long, shapely legs grew wider. 
Pushing my fingers deeper into the liquid heat of Susan's 
pussy, I let my fingers explore the goo-filled chasm. 



“Does that feel good? Do you like my fingers in your hot 
cunt?" I growled, backing my lips off hers as I worked my 
fingers back and forth across her G-spot down inside the hot 
muck of her snatch. 

“Yeah, does this?" I heard Susan ask as I felt her shove two 
fingers down into my own cunt. 

“Yeah," I muttered. 

Susan was moaning softly and I soon had three fingers in her 
warm, mushy pussy, slowly working them in and out as they 
made wet, squishy sounds. 

Then, keeping my fingers working in and out of Susan's 
pussy, I ran my other hand around behind her, over Susan's 
big round ass. Slowly running a fingertip down the crack of 
Susan's ass, I tickled it over the puckered pout of her 
asshole. Then I brought my hand back around in front and 
down to Susan's pussy where I eased a finger in to join the 
other three fingers that were leisurely sliding in and out of 
her sopping pussy. Several quick thrusts of the finger and I 
had it liberally coated with Susan's hot, slippery juices. 
Dropping my mouth down off Susan's throat, I attacked her 
tit as Susan cradled my head, pressing my face against her 
tit. Then I moved my juice-slickened finger back around to 
Susan's tight, little asshole. 

Fitting the tip of my juice-covered finger on the fragile 
opening, I slowly pushed it inside as Susan moaned out. Now 
Susan was working her hips back and forth impaling herself 
on my probing fingers. As she did, I moved my finger in and 
out of Susan's clinging asshole, moving deeper with each 
thrust. 

Ripping my mouth away from Susan's breast, I attacked her 
mouth again. Thrusting, driving, I raped Susan's mouth with 



my tongue for a while and then returned to torment the big, 
hard nipple jutting out from her breast. But enough fun and 
games I told myself. I wanted Susan to eat me. I wanted to 
feel her magic lips and tongue on my clit. 

Jerking my fingers out of her, I rolled over onto my back, 
grabbed Susan by the shoulders and shoved her down. 
Shoved her down to the liquid treasure that lay bubbling out 
its readiness between my outstretched legs. 

Spreading my legs apart as wide as they would go, I 
revealed the thick, swollen lips of my achingly empty cunt. 
The two flaps of flesh were now a deep, ruddy purple, hiding 
the pink core between them. Reaching down, I gently spread 
the engorged lips, revealing the glistening, juice-coated 
vestibule between them. 

Then I watched Susan's head dip down between my legs and 
felt her hot lips touch my sex. I could feel Susan's fingers on 
my inner thighs as she spread my cunt lips with her thumbs 
and ran her tongue over the slick flesh inside. Then 1 felt 
Susan began to softly kiss me, licking her way up and down 
the juicy slit. 

"Started without me, did you," 1 heard Harry snicker. 

With my eyes closed, 1 had been so engrossed in what Susan 
was doing 1 hadn't seen Harry when he came strolling in the 
bedroom and stepped up to the bed. 

"Yeah," 1 grinned watching him drop his towel on the floor 
beside the bed. "Just getting it warmed up for you." 

Harry had apparently been giving his big nine-incher some 
encouragement as it was already jutting out in front of him, 
hard and stiff. 



Then I saw Susan lift her juice-smeared face up from 
between my legs, look over at Harry and smile at Harry. 

Then, keeping her head and shoulders shoved down 
between my legs she thrust her beautiful ass up into the air. 

“See anything back down there that might interest you?" I 
heard her giggle as she wiggled her shapely ass at him. 

“Yeah . . .“ Harry grinned. 

Harry paused, taking in the beautiful sight of the puff's ass 
as it waved in the air. Staring down at Susan's upthrust ass, 
he saw her shapely thighs lead up and disappear into the 
cheeks of her heart shape ass . . . her silky, smooth, creamy 
white ass. And down below her ass, framed by the curve of 
her thighs was her oozing pussy. Her pussy with its thick, 
meaty lips hanging down, bordering the delicate cleft that 
waited for him between them. 

Then I felt the bed shudder as I watched Harry climb up on it 
and crawl up behind Susan. It was crazy, I told myself 
feeling Susan's hot tongue all over my pussy and clit while I 
watched one of my lovers preparing to mount my girlfriend 
from behind and right in front of me. But in a few minutes, it 
would get even crazier, I sickly thought, when Blaise arrived 
on the scene. 

Hidden by Susan's ass, I couldn't see Harry's cock, but I 
could picture it easing down into the creamy warmth of 
Susan's cunt as Harry then curled his hands around Susan's 
waist and lunged forward. 

I heard the wet, vulgar smack of Harry's belly slapping up 
against Susan's upthrust ass as he slammed into her all the 
way up to the hilt. 



“Um mm mm mm . . Susan murmured out into my pussy as 
Harry began to attack her pussy with a vengeance while she 
continued to lap and lick my pussy. 

The bed was shaking and shuddering, the springs making 
loud creaking sounds as Harry pounded away at Susan's 
cunt. 

Then I saw Blaise standing in the doorway! 

His eyes were bugging out at least a foot and his chin was 
dragging on the floor as he stood staring at us very funny. 
Harry saw me looking over at the door and turned his head 
toward it, too. 

“Hi Blaise..." he grinned, his hips stopping in mid-stroke 
very deap in Susan's pussy. 

Then Susan's head lifted and jerked toward the doorway. 

“Blaise..." she squealed, lunging away from Harry and 
jerking her pussy off Harry's stiff, juice-slathered cock. 

It was so quiet, you could have heard a fly fart as everyone 
stared at each other in stunned silence. Smiling to myself, I 
saw that just as I had told him to do, Blaise was wearing the 
cock ring I had given him. And it obviously working as his 
cock was hard and stiff, jutting out straight at us as it 
bobbed and twitched up and down in rhythm with his 
heartbeat. 

“Hi guys..." Blaise was finally able to choke out as he stood 
gawking at us. 

Scooting backward, I swung around and dropped my legs 
over the edge of the bed. Then I pushed up onto my high 



heels and slowly clacked over to where Blaise stood in a 
gawking trance. 

Grabbing hold of his jutting cock, I leaned against him. 

“Do you like what you see?" I whispered into his ear as I 
gave it a soft nibble. 

“Oh... yeah..." was all he was able to mumble as he 
continued gawking at Susan big beautiful tits. They sure 
were the biggest in school. 

Turning back around, I saw that Harry and Susan were now 
sitting on the edge of the bed with their feet resting on the 
floor beside it. Susan had one arm draped across her big 
boobs and the other demurely thrust down between her legs 
to cover her bald pussy. Harry was just standing there, 
grinning and enjoying the show. 

“So you decided to join?" Harry choked out as he sat there. 

“Why is Blaise here? And, and why, why is he like, like that?" 
Susan mumbled her eyes locked down on Blaise's stiff, 
oversized cock. 

“Oh...he was just making a visit to Hermione... then he 
decided to make us one..." I grinned, seeing the shocked 
look on Susan face. “If that's all right with you, Susan." 

“Huh? Hermione and Blaise?" I heard Susan murmur. “Since 
when..." 

“Before he and Cho got together?" I smiled back, letting go 
of Blaise's cock and taking hold of his hand. 

“That I could belive," Susan said as I led Blaise over to the 
bed. I couldn't help but notice that Susan's eyes never 



moved from Blaise's hard, swollen cock. 


“So... ready to try something new?" I grinned. 

“Mmmmm... maybe..." I heard Susan gasp, but the blush 
spreading out across her cheeks told a different story as I 
saw that she was still staring down at Blaise's oversized 
organ. 

“So... is that a maybe yes... or maybe no?" I smiled as I 
slowly ran my fingernails down the barrel of Blaise's big, 
jutting cock making it twitch and jump. 

I could see that Harry was grinning from ear to ear, but he 
didn't say a word as he sat watching us. 

Then I wrapped my hand around Blaise's cock and gently, 
but forcefully tugged it over right in front of Susan's face. 

“Will you decide after you give it a little kiss?" I murmured, 
curling my hand around the back of her head and pulling 
her lips a little closer to the big, goo-covered head of 
Blaise's cock. 

Susan was in a quiet pickle. If she moved her hands to block 
me, she would uncover either her breasts or her pussy, so 
she did neither. 

“Pans... is a definite maybe..." I heard Susan say, but to my 
surprise, I felt Blaise's hips inch forward and the big, mauve 
head of his cock nudged up against Susan's soft, full lips. 

“Yes..." I heard Susan continue, as she pursed her lips to 
speak, Blaise inched forward again and almost half of his 
cock-head slipped in between Susan's lips. Then as she 
opened her mouth wider to speak again, Blaise's hips 
lurched and his cock-head disappeared inside Susan's 



mouth. No one moved as Blaise stood in front of Susan with 
the head of his cock inside her mouth while she stared up at 
him in wide-eyed disbelief. 

With my hand still curled around behind Susan's head, I 
began to pull again and watched on with perverse 
excitement as Susan's full, red lips slowly crawled down the 
thick, vein-encrusted shaft of Blaise's cock. 

"Susan...Susan...oh. Merlin, Susan...can't stop..." Blaise 
gasped as I saw his cock lurch and then begin to twitch and 
jerk. 

"Mmmphhffff..." I heard Susan gurgle out around Blaise's 
spurting, spewing peter. He was coming in her mouth, I 
giddily told myself as I saw a dribble of cum leak out around 
Blaise's cock and trickle down her chin to drip down onto 
her heaving breasts. It was just about the most twisted, 
bizarre thing I'd ever seen. Then I saw Susan's throat bobble 
as she swallowed down Blaise's creamy offering. 

"Susan...Susan...I'm sorry...I'm sorry..." Blaise wept, but did 
nothing to retrieve his cock back out from her mouth as the 
twitches and jerks began to weaken. Then, finally, Blaise 
staggered back and eased his spit-covered cock out from 
between Susan's cum-smeared lips. 

Susan didn't say a thing for the longest time while she 
swallowed a couple more times and wiped the back of her 
hand across her lips and chin forgetting that she had just 
bared her breasts to Blaise as she stared up at him with an 
undecipherable look on her face. 

Then she finally turned and looked over at Harry who sat 
looking at her with a big grinn on his face. 



“Were you in on this?" Susan asked him, defiantly staring 
into his bright, green eyes. 

“I just wanted to surprise you girls, but Pansy was getting 
out of the shower and saw us getting out of my room... so I 
convinced her to play along and surprise you..." Harry said 
with a big smile on his face. 

Then she turned and glared at me. 

“Pansy, you're a bitch..." she spat out at me. “Couldn't you 
just tell me... now he already came in my mouth..." 

“I'm sorry, Susan, but, it, it was just too..." Blaise mumbled, 
his voice trailing off into silence before he could finish the 
sentence. 

As Blaise stood beside me, I could see that his cock had 
wilted slightly but the cock ring had kept it from going 
completely soft as it jutted out in front of him, its big, 
swollen head bowed but not defeated. 

“Would you like to fuck Susan, Blaise?" I smiled, reaching 
down and slowly running my hand up and down his cock. 

“Pansy, could you give me a minute to process this?" I heard 
Susan fuss as she stared down at my fisted hand slowly 
sliding up and down Blaise's cock. 

“Uh, I, uh, I . . ." Blaise stammered as he stared down at 
Susan. 

“Would you like to fuck her ass?" I asked him, squeezing 
harder and feeling his penis twitch inside my fisted hand. 

“Would you like to fuck her hot, juicy cunt with your big, old 
cock or her hot asshole," I grinned feeling his cock twitch 



again. 

“Oh... that's a bloody fucking yes..." he said. “If she want's 
to, that is!" 

“Pans, will you please give me a minute to process this..." 
Susan fumed. 

“It has already passed... now what you say? Yes... or no?" I 
mocked. 

“Pansy, you're, you're such a bitch sometimes... why do you 
have to hurry me?" Susan snarled, unable to come up with 
any other word to describe me. 

“Because I'm so horny that I can stand it... and I want to see 
you take it... '' I egged him on. 

“Then why don't you fuck him first?" Susan said. 

“Because me and him were an item for a few months back 
then... and I know what he is like in bed... you two are the 
only ones in this room that didn't do it... so up to it..." 

“I'm sorry, Susan... but if you don't want to... I'm not 
insisting..." Blaise apologized, seeing the look on Susan's 
face. 

Then it was as if something snapped inside Susan's head as 
she dropped her eyes back down to Blaise's cock and stared 
at it. 

Nothing moved for several long seconds except my hand 
sliding up and down Blaise's rapidly re-hardening penis as 
everyone watched 



Then, without any warning, Susan pushed up onto her high 
heels and stood up. Spinning on her heels, she turned 
around and climbed back up onto the bed. Then as everyone 
watched on, she dropped her head and shoulders down onto 
the bed and thrust her toned ass up in the air. Reaching 
back, she dug her fingers down into the soft, giving cheeks 
of her ass and slowly spread them apart to expose the 
darkened pucker of her round, little asshole. 

“So... are we doing this or what, Blaise?" she defiantly asked 
as she clenched the muscles around her asshole to make it 
open and close. 

“Yes..." Blaise hissed. 

“Let me get you wet," I told Blaise as I dropped to my knees 
in front of him. Then out of the corner of my eye, I saw Harry 
lean down over Susan's creamy white ass and flick out his 
long, pink tongue. As I sucked Blaise's cock into my mouth, 
Harry was holding the cheeks of Susan's ass spread apart 
with his thumbs as he circled his tongue around her 
puckered asshole, smearing it with a thick coat of bubbly 
spit. 

Blaise had my head grasped between his hands, holding it 
and slowly working his cock in and out of my mouth while 
his cousin readied Susan's asshole for his cousin's big, hard 
cock. Finally both the probe and receptacle were adequately 
lubricated with spit. 

“There ..." I said pulling my mouth off Blaise's saliva- 
slathered penis and pushing up onto my heels as long, 
stringy strands of spit dripped down off it to land on the 
floor between my shoes. 

“I'll help," I grinned as I watched Blaise crawl up on the bed 
behind Susan's upthrust ass. Climbing up beside them, I 



grabbed hold of his cock again and pushed it down until the 
rounded tip of its head was resting on the puckered 
entrance of Susan's ass. 

The room suddenly became deathly silent as we all 
expectantly watched on. 

I could see that Blaise's ass was tightly clenched as his hips 
slowly moved forward and the barbed head of his cock 
began to spread the tight sphincter open. Slowly, the great 
mauve head stretched the opening as more and more of it 
eased inside Susan's tight, little asshole. 

"So fucking big..." Susan groaned out as finally the head of 
Blaise's cock popped into her ass. "Yesssssssss..." Susan 
hissed out as she let out a soft grunt and began to push 
back against the invading monster to take more and more of 
it down inside her hot, tight rectum. 

Continuing to hold and guide his cock, I saw Blaise's hands 
curl around Susan's hips as he pulled her back and impaled 
her ass on his cock. 

I watched on with perverted fascination as the thick shaft of 
Blaise's cock began to disappear down inside Susan's ass. I 
could see that Blaise's thighs were softly trembling and I 
could almost hear his pounding heart as I watched as bit by 
bit his eight-inch penis began to disappear down inside 
Susan's ass. 

I could almost feel it myself as Blaise's fat shaft stretched 
Susan's anus and slipped ever deeper. Glancing over at 
Harry, I saw him grin and shake his head. Then I felt my 
hand nudge up against Susan's ass and I pulled it out from 
between them. 



I heard a soft grunt escape from Susan's lips when she 
hunched her hips back at Blaise and take the last of his cock 
as his big, dangling balls nudged up against her empty 
pussy. She had taken all of him. Every last bit of the eight- 
inch monster. 

“You did it..." I murmured as I looked down and saw there 
wasn't a fraction of Blaise's penis visible. 

“Yeah," Susan groaned as she pushed her ass back against 
Blaise's belly. 

Then Blaise slowly backed his cock down the tight, clinging 
channel of Susan's rectum, continuing on until only the big, 
purple head remained inside her. With a soft grunt, Blaise 
jerked his ass forward and sent his cock plunging back 
inside Susan's ass. 

I had been watching so intently, I didn't notice that Harry 
had gotten up and wandered over to where I sat watching 
Blaise fuck Susan's hot ass. Then I felt Harry's hands on my 
shoulders as he gently pushed me down on my back. Before 
I could move, he grabbed me by the waist and rudely flipped 
me over onto my belly. Before I knew what was happening, 
he grabbed hold of my hips and jerked my ass up into the air 
beside Susan's quivering, rippling buttocks. Then I felt his 
thumbs dig down into the flesh of my ass as he roughly 
spread the cheeks of my ass to expose the tiny pucker 
between them. 

“Fuck me...Fuck my ass...Fuck my ass" I heard Susan groan 
as I felt Harry's hot tongue tickle across my asshole leaving 
behind a big gob of spit. As Blaise pumped into Susan's ass 
with wild abandon, I felt the bed shudder as the round tip of 
Harry's monster cock nudged up against my slippery, 
cringing asshole. 



I felt a little sting as the head of Harry's cock spread me 
open and slipped inside my ass. Then, as he pushed into me, 
I saw Susan reach back around her hips and curl her hands 
around Blaise's thighs. With her ass pressed back against 
Blaise, Susan pulled him into her even deeper. 

Blaise had moved slowly at first, almost if he was afraid that 
he was going to hurt Susan. However, gradually, when he 
realized that she was actually enjoying it, he moved faster 
as the sphincter stretched and opened for him. Soon, he was 
pounding into her, his hips a pink blur. 

Harry showed no such consideration for my poor, little 
asshole as he stood crouched over it and within moments he 
was hammering away at it like there was no tomorrow. 

"Yes, yes, yes..." I heard Susan hiss as she pushed up onto 
her hands and rocked back and forth taking Blaise's cock up 
to its hairy hilt on every deep driving stroke. Blaise powerful 
strokes had knocked her bra askew and now her big, 
dangling tits were hanging down underneath her, wildly 
jiggling up and down in rhythm with the sick cadence of 
Blaise's banging blows. 

"Oh, Merlin, Merlin, cominggggg ..." I heard Susan groan 
out as her ass began to jerk and twitch while she clawed at 
the sheets and her whole body shook and writhed. It must 
have been too much for Blaise as his ass flew forward and 
his belly crashed into Susan ass for one last, deep, thrusting 
stroke. 

"Fuck...Fuck...Fuck..." he cursed out as he pulled Susan 
back against him while his clenched ass began to clutch and 
relax and he continued to thrust into Susan's ass. 

As they came and came and came, I could feel an orgasm 
gathering down in my own loins as Harry continued to hump 



my ass. Adding to the sheer degeneracy of it all, I could feel 
Harry's big, hairy balls slapping against my throbbing clit 
every time he rammed into my ass. Then I felt fingers 
pinching, plucking at my tingling nipples. Looking over I saw 
that the fingers were Susan's as she lay on her belly smiling 
over at me. 

Suddenly I felt it as my whole pelvic girdle erupt in a fiery 
upsurge of pleasure. Electric pulses of pleasure rippled up 
and down my spine as I felt my asshole contract and clench 
down Harry's embedded cock so tightly, I thought it might 
cut it in two. 

"Bloody hell..." Harry cursed as he lunged forward and drove 
deep inside my spasming, convulsing ass. Then I felt his 
cock kick and my bowels were immediately filled with the 
soothing warmth of his creamy cum as he pumped it out 
deep inside my ass. I don't know how long it all lasted, but 
as I came wafting back down from my orgasmic high, I felt 
Harry ease his rapidly-softening penis back out through my 
dilated asshole. As he did, I felt a trickle of warmth dribble 
down my my thigh. 

Flopping down onto my belly, I looked over and saw that 
Blaise and Susan were intertwined in a passionate, clutching 
lover's kiss. Blaise had his arms around her pulling her 
against him, crushing her big tits against his chest. He had 
his leg draped across her legs and his limp, lifeless dick was 
trapped between them. I could even hear the wet slurps as 
their open mouths hungrily kissed. 

So the initial reluctance seemed to have been a sham, I 
laughed to myself as I watched the two of them groveling, 
clinching like two wrestlers grappling in a match. 



Finally, breathing hard, they broke the kiss and parted to roll 
over onto their backs. As they did, I saw that Blaise's virility 
was on display once again as his big cock had already 
regained most of its previous firmness. I could feel Harry's 
strong hand clutching and massaging one of my breasts as it 
lay resting on the bed while I watched Susan's hand steal 
down over Blaise's belly to the reposing giant laying there. 

Curling her hand around the thick shaft of Blaise's cock, she 
began to shuck her fist up and down it as it continued to 
lengthen and swell. Looking over the swell of Susan's big, 
jiggling breasts I could see that Blaise was looking back at 
me with a big, happy smile on his lips. 

“Thanks, Pans..." I heard him tell me. 

“Why are you thanking her?" Susan complained digging her 
long fingernails down into the shaft of Blaise's cock. “It was 
my ass that got you off!" 

“Ouch," Blaise smarted, reaching down and pulling Susan's 
clawed fingers out from around his cock. “Yeah, I know, but 
she made every thing with you much easier." 

“You got that right..." Susan said, clutching hold of his cock 
again and slowly twisting her fisted hand up and down it. 
Then Susan turned toward me and winked. “Thanks, Pansy . . 
. but I'm still not apologizing for calling you a bitch," she 
softly laughed. 

“No need to," I laughed. “I know what I can be when I want 
to ... so why don't you finish what you started before Harry 
so rudely interrupted us," I grinned, running my hand down 
to the gooey, oozing hole between my legs. 


Then I watched as Susan let go of Blaise's now fully-erect 
penis and slowly push up to her hands and knees. Digging 



my elbows down into the mattress, I pushed myself back to 
make room for her between my legs. With her big tits 
dangling down under her bumping and banging against one 
another like to big, loose cannon balls, she crawled over and 
up between my outstretched legs. 

Then, with her knees resting on the edge of the bed and her 
big ass thrust up in the air, Susan leaned down and slowly 
ran her hands up along the inside of my thighs. Her hands 
were so soft and warm as her fingertips tickled up my thighs 
and brought out goose bumps. 

I could feel my wet, gooey juice leaking out of my cunt, 
running down into the crack of my ass and dripping down 
onto the bed below. I knew that there was so much of the 
gummy stuff, it had to be making a big, wet stain on the 
sheets below my ass. My pussy lips were swollen and 
sensitive as I felt Susan's fingers tickle across them. I could 
even smell my excitement as the air around us reeked of my 
sex. Harry continued to paw and grope my breast as I ran my 
hand down between us and found his hardening penis. 

Then I felt Susan's soft, full lips slowly begin to kiss their 
way up my thigh. I breathlessly awaited that first touch of 
those same lips on the wet softness between my legs. 

As Susan's soft, warm lips crawled up my thigh at a snail's 
pace, I could feel the energy flowing back into Harry's nine 
incher. 

Susan's long, red hair was brushing against the insides of 
my thigh tickling me as she moved higher and higher. My 
heart was pounding, my breath coming in gasps as I felt her 
warm breath brush across my cunt. Then all of a sudden, I 
felt the bed shudder and I found myself looking up at Blaise 
as he stood on the floor behind Susan. Susan paused as 1 



watched Blaise wrap his hand around Susan's hip. Then he 
reached down behind her ass and looked down. His cock was 
hidden from view by Susan's ass, so I couldn't tell which 
opening he was aiming for, but I could guess. 

Then Blaise's other hand curled around her other hip as he 
leaned forward. 

“Oh, Merlin ..." I heard Susan gasp out into my pussy as 
Blaise began to ease his cock down into her. Blaise's 
movements were slow and paced at first, but after a few 
seconds, he moved with more animation when he thrust into 
her all the way up to the hilt as I heard his belly slap up 
against Susan's ass. 

Then as Blaise began to slowly pump into Susan, I felt 
Susan's fingers spreading open the lips of my cunt. I could 
feel more and more of my sticky, hot juice oozing out of my 
open, exposed pussy. As Susan spread me open, I felt her 
blow a breath of air across my pulsing clit. Then I felt 
Susan's hot, rough tongue tickle across my sensitive, juice- 
smeared lips. 

Suddenly Susan's tongue and lips were crawling all over my 
pussy adding a coating of spit to go with the juice. I don't 
know what it was, but being eaten out by a witch just added 
to the wickedness of the whole thing. And add that witch 
was being humped by her new lover at the same time, it was 
total and complete depravity. 

I guess that it was a woman thing, I giddily thought, but 
Susan knew all of the right places to touch. I couldn't keep 
my hips from moving any more as they pattered around on 
the bed. Then Susan wrapped her arms around my thighs to 
hold me still as she attacked my throbbing clit with wild 
abandon. 



Then all of a sudden, I felt Susan grab hold of the back of my 
legs just below my knees and push. When my ass tilted up, 
Susan thrust her nose down in the crack of my ass as I felt 
her hot, probing tongue searching for my anus. Then, when 
her tongue found it, I nearly lost it. When her tongue 
touched my anus I went crazy. 

“Oh, Merlin, Susan, my clit, my clit..." I begged, tottering 
on the brink of a cataclysmic orgasm. 

Letting my calves drop down on her back, Susan began to 
attack my clit with renewed fervor as I felt a finger dig into 
my cringing asshole. 

I couldn't stop the scream that burst forth from my lips as I 
felt my loins erupt in flames. My calves were slapping 
against Susan's back as my butt bounced up and down on 
the bed. I was so out of control, I forgot that I had my hand 
wrapped around Harry's cock as I squeezed it so hard I could 
have squeezed it to death. 

“Ouch..." Harry exclaimed and I felt him grab hold of my 
wrist and jerk my hand away from his cock. 

Reds, violets, and oranges flashed through my reeling brain 
as I felt my cunt begin to contract and spasm, squirting out 
thick gushes of pussy juice onto Susan's chin and throat. It 
went on and on as I found myself falling deeper and deeper 
into the ecstasy that surrounded me. Nothing else mattered 
now. I was the center of the universe and no one else 
existed. It was just me at this one fleeting moment of 
rapture as 1 groveled and splashed in the waves of pleasure 
washing over me. 

It seemed to go on forever but finally, 1 was done as 1 
groggily spread out my legs and let them slide down off 
Susan's shoulders and drop to the bed beside her arms. 



Slowly opening my eyes, I looked down and saw Susan's 
juice-slathered face smiling up at me while Blaise was still 
standing behind her jerking back and forth as he tirelessly 
pumped into her. 

Turning around on my butt, I scooted and pivoted around 
until my face was under Susan and I was looking up at her 
big, undulating breasts. Reaching up, I grabbed hold of one 
of the swaying giants and quickly sucked its big, rubbery 
nipple down into my mouth. Gently nipping the swollen nub, 
I teased and tormented it as I felt the bed lurch again. This 
time I felt Harry's legs brush against my sides as he stood on 
his knees straddling me. I couldn't see his cock, but from 
where he was standing, I had a pretty good idea where it 
was. Then my suspicions were confirmed as I heard a loud, 
wet slurp from that direction. 

Susan was getting it in both ends I woozily thought. Blaise 
was pumping into her from behind while Harry had 
apparently his cock in her mouth. 

Give her all three at the same time, I told myself letting the 
swollen, spit-covered nipple slip out of my mouth. Digging 
my elbows down in the mattress, I pushed myself down 
under Susan until I was staring up at her oozing, empty 
pussy. As I did, I could see Blaise's big, thick cock sliding in 
and out of Susan's asshole once again. Apparently Blaise 
had enjoyed his first encounter with Susan's tight, little 
asshole so much, he had returned to the scene of the earlier 
crime. Watching it slide in and out of her, I saw that every 
time he pushed into her, his peter pulled the widely- 
stretched ring of darkened flesh encircling his cock inside 
her ass only to have it reappear as he pulled back. 

Looking back up at Susan's goo-covered pussy, I watch a 
long, stringy strand of pussy juice ooze out from between 



her gorged lips and drip down onto my lips. Reaching over, I 
pulled a pillow under my head. Reaching out to Susan's legs 
I pushed, spreading her legs wider apart and lowering her 
pussy down onto my lips. As I did, I could feel Blaise's big 
balls rubbing up and down on my forehead as I searched for 
Susan's clit with my mouth and tongue. Then I found it and 
raked my tongue across it. I heard a muffled whimper come 
floating down to my ears as I slashed my tongue back and 
forth across the hard marble. 

The bed was lurching about wildly as Blaise and Harry jerked 
and drove into Susan making the bedsprings creak and 
groan. Then all of a sudden, Blaise gave out a loud snort as 
he lunged forward and drove into Susan's ass as deep as he 
could. 

“Fuck-Fuck-Fuck..." I heard him groan out as his fingers 
clawed at her hips pulling her back against him as he thrust 
into her. 

"Unnnnhhhhhh..." Susan gurgled out around Harry's cock as 
I could see the muscles in her legs tighten to push back at 
Blaise and take him even deeper inside her while he 
unleashed another massive load of jism into her bowels. 

Blaise kept his spewing, spurting giant inside Susan's ass for 
the longest time before finally, with a soft whimper, he 
began to back out of her. I watched the bulky column of 
cum-covered meat slowly reemerge out from the widely- 
stretched orifice until at last the big, purple head popped 
back out into the open. As it did, a big gob of his thick, hot 
cum came gushing out of her asshole and landed on my 
forehead with a soft, wet splat. 


The bed lurched again as I saw Blaise climb up on it and lay 
down beside Susan. Susan's hips were rocking back and 



forth as she rubbed her clit against my licking, lapping 
tongue. I could sense that she was getting closer and closer 
to release as her movements were growing more and more 
frantic. I could hear Harry softly huffing as he lurched back 
and forth above my legs. Then all of a sudden, I heard Susan 
gag as I heard Harry begin to rant and rave. 

“Fuck-oh, fuck, oh, fuck, cominnnnggg . . .” he groaned out 
as Susan continued to make choking, gurgling sounds. Then 
the bed shook and the choking, gurgling sounds stopped. 
Continuing to hump herself against my slurping tongue, she 
attacked my clit with a vengeance. Susan's hot, swirling 
tongue was all over my pussy and clit twirling round and 
round touching me in ways I'd never been touched before. 

Then I felt fingers on my tingling nipples as my udders hung 
down over my sides. Whoever it was, they were pulling on 
them twisting them between their fingers and making them 
send more reinforcing excitement down to my already 
primed clit. As she feasted on my cunt, I could feel Susan's 
breathing becoming more and more erratic as her hips 
moved up and down faster and faster. 

All of a sudden her tongue stopped moving and I heard her 
gasp out into my pussy as her hips began to jerk and twitch. 
Then thick, hot gushes of creamy cunt-juice came spewing 
out onto my chin and throat while Susan continued to groan 
and moan. I was covered with Susan's warm sticky essence 
as more and more of the pungent nectar poured out of her 
spasming pussy. 

Tottering on the edge of my own climax, I let Susan ride out 
her orgasm as I continued to lick and lap her clit. Then a pair 
of soft, warm lips closed back down around my clit and I felt 
teeth gently nibbling and nipping at it. Letting go, I floated 
along on the river of pleasure as I drifted closer and closer to 



my own release. Once again, I was the center of the 
universe. No one and nothing else mattered but that rush of 
pleasure. It was like an addiction. And I had to have a fix as I 
strained to reach my climax. 

Then I dashed across the finish line and broke the tape as a 
rush of adrenaline and pleasure burst up from my clit. I felt 
my legs stiffen as I strained up against Susan's lashing, 
licking, lapping tongue. My whole being was centered on the 
tiny kernel of nerves jutting up out of its fleshy sheath down 
between my legs. My whole body was tingling, absorbing 
the pleasure welling up from my loins. Then I found myself 
basking in the warm, happy afterglow of my orgasm... 


Chapter 53 - Enters The Phantom 

The painting door slid open and effortlessly she folded and 
unfolded her long, shapely legs and sensuously slithered 
inside through the hole. Smiling to herself, she order the 
door shut. Then, the smile still lingering on her full, red lips, 
she turned on her four-inch stiletto heels and started up the 
ten feet tunnel that led to the common room of the head boy 
and girl dormitory. Well, it was only the head girl's, meaning 
her, Cho Chang, because the head boy lived with his 
girlfriend on the seventh floor of the prefects tower. Good for 
her... she could use the dormitory how ever she liked. 
Unconsciously, she ran her fingers through her long, dark as 
the night hair, still disheveled from the wind that started to 
blow around Hogwarts. Moving with the grace of a cheetah 
on the prowl, she slithered up the tunel, her high heels 
pinging sexily off the stone floor. Her svelte hips moved, 
rolling like well-oiled machines as her shapely hips swished 
from side to side. 




Too bad Blaise is not around to watch me, she narcissistically 
thought. Or any other wizard. I'd sure put on a better show 
for him...especially if it was a good looking one...a well- 
hung, good-looking guy... just like Blaise. Little did she 
know... 

Crap! Here I am, hotter than a firecracker on this fine 
Tuesday evening and no Blaise around to light my fuse! 
Where the fuck is he? Just the thought of his big, hard cock 
in her pussy made her juices begin to flow, oozing out and 
wetting the crotch of her sheer, pink panties. Leaning down 
a little, she felt her heavy tits shift in her flimsy bra as she 
opened her bedroom door. Pushing the door open, she felt a 
rush of cool air brush over her face. 

But stepping inside, she immediately realized that 
something was wrong. The air was filled with new and 
unfamiliar aromas as her eyes frantically darted around the 
bedroom. 

But she was too late! 

She felt an arm wrap around her chest, pressing against her 
large, jutting breasts. At the same time, she felt a wand near 
her throat. That was the last thing she remembered for the 
longest time... 

At last, she felt herself drifting toward consciousness. Her 
thoughts reforming and she found she could think a little 
more clearly again. But when she opened her eyes, she 
found herself still fully immersed in darkness. What was 
wrong, she frantically asked herself? Was she blind? Then 
she realized that she was blindfolded. 

'Are you okay?" she heard a deep, masculine voice ask her. 



Okay? Oh, yeah, she angrily thought. I'm just fine except I 
can't see! Then she felt the restraints around her arms and 
legs holding her tightly confined to what she guessed was 
the chair from the study desk in her bedroom. 

"Oh, yeah...I feel great. Blindfolded and tied up...what witch 
wouldn't feel just comfy-cozy in my place?" 

"Don't fight it! I'm not going to hurt you," she heard the 
deep, husky voice say, and then continue after a long pause. 
"If you cooperate." 

Cooperate? What was he going to do to her? Oh, yeah, she 
smarted back to herself. He's here to play Wizard's Chess... 
or maybe Exploding Snap... What in the hell do you think 
he's here for? 

Suddenly, she realized that she was naked. Naked, bound, 
and blindfolded. Other than that...she was fine! 

"You are so beautiful," the Voice said and she felt a soft, 
gentle touch on her breast. "Your breasts are works of art. 
They should be hanging, pardon my pun, in the Louvre." 

"Who are you?" she asked in a tremulous voice. 

"Oh, come now," the Voice said, his speech obviously 
deepened, maybe an older student. Or a professor? "Do you 
think I would kidnap you and then tell you who I am? 
Anyway, I think you know who I am!" 

Even though the voice was deep, it seemed more like a 
voice altered by a spell. That must be it. But that was a very 
advanced spell. Much more advanced then the Hogwarts 
curriculum. And she knew about it because she read it in an 
advanced transfiguration book. You practically need to 
transfigure your own vocal cords. But who did she knew that 



could do something like that? Cho felt as if she had heard 
the Voice before. It was strangely familiar, while at the same 
time vaguely unfamiliar. But the strangest part of it all was 
the fact she didn't feel scared. 

Who was he, she asked herself as she felt a fingertip trace a 
circle around the tip of her breast? 

“Such beautiful breasts," she heard the Voice murmur. “I've 
wondered what they would look like for the longest time. 
Now I know and I could never have imagined such 
grandeur...such perfection...such beauty!" 

She knew she should feel frightened, but she didn't. Quite 
the opposite! She felt her first blush of arousal, heightened 
by his adoration. Was he the guy...the good looking guy... 
the well-hung, good-looking guy she had thought of earlier? 
Was he Blaise? No... Blaise had another feel to her senses. 
But somehow he was in many ways similar with the wizard 
she loved. 

“How do I know you?" she asked, feeling his hand delicately 
cup her breast. 

“What is there to know?" the Voice asked her, gently lifting 
her breast. 

Then she felt his lips on her breast as his tongue gently 
toyed with the hardening bud jutting out of its center. She 
could feel her nipple growing hard, swelling under his 
worshipful attention. She couldn't get the bizarre thought 
out of her mind that he was more of a lover than a threat. 
She knew him, but she just couldn't place him... 

His lips pursed around her tingling nipple, his tongue 
touching, exploring, tickling the sensitive bud. This wasn't 
harassment, it was closer to homage, she told herself. 



With the tension of the initial fear flowing out of her body, 
she felt his lips lift off her nipple. 

“No...Please...” she whispered, wanting him to go on. 

"Later...” the Voice murmured. 

Then she felt the constricting tightness of the restraints 
binding her ankles loosen. What? What was he going to do 
now? 

Waiting...wondering what he was up to, she felt his hands on 
the delicate skin of her inner knees. Then, she felt gentle 
pressure as he tenderly forced her legs apart. Was he? Was 
he, she feverishly asked herself? How could this be rape, she 
asked herself as she found herself instinctively opening to 
him, spreading her legs apart wider, waiting for the fiery 
touch of his mouth on her fevered womanhood. 

This was her dream...her darkest secret...and now it was 
happening. And her lover...what could she say...it was as if 
he were inside her head...poring through her most secret 
thoughts...picking through them and selecting the ones she 
most cherished. Like he was using Legilimency on her. Did 
she knew such wizards? No... no one popped up in her 
fevered mind. And now he was going to inflict every erotic 
need she secretly craved upon her... 

Surrendering herself to him totally, she suddenly felt the 
bonds fall away from her wrists. 

Then, she felt herself being lifted into the air by his powerful 
arms. Reaching up, she started to push away the blindfold 
that prevented her from knowing her attacker...her lover? At 
the moment, she couldn't distinguish between the two 
choices... 



“No...Please...Don't!” she heard the Voice say. 


It was more of a request, than a demand. And she felt she 
could go on and remove it, but somehow, that would ruin 
everything between them. Down deep inside, she knew that 
she didn't have anything to fear from him. He would do 
nothing to harm her...he could only give her pleasure... 

Pulling her hand back down, she wrapped her arms around 
his neck and began to nibble on his neck. Then she came to 
startling conclusion as her bare skin rubbed against his bare 
skin! He was naked, too. Of course, you dolt, why else was 
he in your bedroom? 

Running her hand down, she found his manhood, hard, long, 
thick and stiffly jutting up out of his hairy groin. 

Now, knowing that they were alone in her bedoom...both 
naked...both obviously aroused and enamoured with each 
other, she felt a sense of heightened arousal. 

"Do I have to tie you up?” he asked her in his deep, gruff 
voice. 

"Do you want to tie me up?” she asked back as he gently 
lowered her down onto her bed. 

"Do you want me to?” came back his gravely retort. 

"It...it would be more exciting...” she whispered. 

She didn't know why she had told him to tie her up again, 
she told herself. Yes, you do, she heard her conscience 
argue. You've always wanted to try something like that...and 
what better time than now? 



Within moments, she found herself spread-eagled on the 
bed, her wrists and ankles bound in velvet rope. 

“Is that hurting you?" he asked her, teasingly running a 
fingertip around one of her bulging nipples. 

“No...no...it doesn't hurt..." she murmured. 

Then the finger was joined by others as they slowly teased 
their way down over her smooth abdomen toward her pussy. 
She could feel the muscles in her abdomen tightening, 
growing tauter as the fingers drew closer and closer to their 
target. Then all the fingers but one lifted away from her skin. 
The remaining finger began to slowly tickle around her 
obviously swollen clit, drawing closer and then moving 
away, then closer... 

“So soft...without hair...so smooth," the gritty Voice 
murmured. 

Destiny? Fate? She dizzily asked herself. This very morning, 
feeling especially sensual, she had shaved herself. And now 
this. It was as if this whole lascivious affair had been pre¬ 
ordained. 

“Touch it...please...touch it..." she gurgled, thrusting herself 
up, trying to find the probing finger with her tingling clit. 

“Patience, my Dear, patience," the Voice whispered as she 
felt the tip of the finger slither down between the thick, 
fleshy lips of her pussy. “It's a virtue, you know..." 

“Ohhhhhhhhhh," she gasped out as the finger gently, 
teasingly slithered down into the tight, juice-smeared 
opening of her vagina. 



Feeling the big, thick finger lazily sliding in and out of her, 
Cho clutched and nipped at it with her pussy. But she 
wanted more. She wanted him to touch her clit. Touch it and 
rub it and make her come. She slowly became aware of his 
other hand as it dug its way down under the soft, giving 
cheeks of her ass. What now, she feverishly asked herself? 
But she found out quickly as fingers spread her ass-cheeks 
apart and another exploring finger found the pout of her 
anus. She felt the tip of his finger tickle over and around the 
sensitive, wrinkled furrow at the same time he eased his 
sopping finger out of her pussy. As he tickled and teased her 
asshole with his finger, the other juice-slickened finger 
moved upward, up over her urethra, up toward the jutting 
knob of slippery flesh that was begging for his attention. 

She was at a fever pitch and he hadn't even touched her 
clit. Bracing herself, she waited for the touch. But she felt 
his finger stop just short of her clit. 

"Pleasssssse" she pleaded, begging him to touch her. 

Suddenly, she felt his soft, warm lips purse down around her 
tingling clit, his tongue roughly rasping across it as an 
explosion of raw pleasure tore through it. 

“Ohhhhhhhhhh," she screamed out as her whole body 
convulsed into a single, roaring conflagration of euphoric 
elation. 

Shivering and shaking, she fought against the restraints, her 
hands futilely clawing at the air as the muscles in her 
quivering legs stretched into bands of steel. It had never 
been like this...never been this good! It was almost as if 
someone had shoved a live wire up her pussy as the arcing 
jolts of electricity sparked and flashed down inside the 
empty chamber. She could feel her hot cunt pumping out 



gush after gush of her thick juice as it tried to put out the 
raging inferno. 

At last, years later, it seemed, her wearied body collapsed 
back down onto the bed. She felt like she had just run a 
marathon. Her muscles were achy and sore from the stress 
she had just put them through. 

She couldn't believe it. He had only touched her. Touched 
her with his mouth and brought her this far. What would 
happen if he actually made love to her? Would she turn into 
a bubbling mass of over-stimulated flesh and melt away 
down into the bed? Would her head explode from the 
unchecked passion flowing through it? 

What now, she asked herself, becoming aware of the rain 
starting to fall outside her bedroom. Then a thunder 
bumming very close to the window broke into her 
consciousness. Outside, the world went on, uncaring of her 
as she lay waiting for the next scene to unfold... 

She felt the shudder as he climbed onto it. Then he was over 
her, touching her with his body, here, there, here again. It 
was almost as if he were hovering above her, caressing her 
with his body as she basked in the warm glow of her release. 
His big penis brushed across her belly, leaving a trail of 
coolness as a trail of pre-cum painted her skin. Then it was 
touching her breasts, finding her nipples with its rounded 
head. The bed moved again and the head of his cock 
brushed over her painted lips. 

Opening her mouth, she waited for him to push himself into 
her mouth, but there was nothing. Turning her head from 
side to side, she futilely sought him with her mouth. She 
heard a soft, taunting laugh bubble out from somewhere 
above her, but she couldn't find his cock. She wanted it. She 



wanted it between her lips so badly. She wanted to taste 
him...see what he tasted like...taste his essence and drink it 
down. Take his gift and consume it totally. 

What was he doing, she groggily wondered? Why wouldn't 
he let her have his cock? Just as before, she felt her 
excitement rise as he teased her...taunting her with his 
cock. Then she felt it touch her again, leaving another trail 
of coolness across her cheek. 

“Please...please, let me have it...l want to suck on it... 
please," she begged as it flittered across her forehead and 
his big balls raked across her nose. 

She could smell his many scents as she took in a deep 
breath through her nose. Sweat, pre-fuck, man-smell, each 
contributing to his unique aroma. Man on the hunt! But why 
was he teasing her so? She wanted him so badly. If he would 
just put his cock somewhere. In my mouth...in my pussy... 
between my tits...up my ass...I don't care, just put the 
bloody damned thing somewhere for merlin's sake, she 
silently screamed at him... 

“Where would you like it, my Dear?" she heard the Voice 
whisper. “Would you like it in your mouth...in your pussy... 
between your beautiful tits...or maybe even up your sweet, 
delectable ass? Where shall I put it, my Sweet?" 

“ANYWHERE! SOMEWHERE! just put it inside me... 
Pleassssssse!" she wailed. 

She felt the bed lurch slightly as she guessed he was moving 
back down her body. 

“Oh...Yessssssss," she hissed as she felt the round, hard 
head of his monster cock brush against the soft, pliant lips of 
her pussy. 



“Put it in here?" she heard the gravelly Voice ask as he 
rubbed his cock head up and down the juice filled trench 
between her gorged pussy lips. 

“Yesssss," she hissed, her hands clawing at the air once 
again. “Put the damned thing in my pussy!" 

“You are so impatient," she heard him laugh. “So impatient." 

“Pleassssseeee," she begged, feeling the rounded tip of his 
cock find the juice-slickened opening of her hungry vagina. 

“You mean like this?" he murmured as she felt his big, thick 
cock go slithering down into her tight, hot pussy. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!" she cried out, thrusting herself up 
against him as he buried all of his cock down into her 
salivating hole. 

“Your lovely pussy! So hot! So tight! So wet..." she heard 
him sigh as he held his peter shoved down inside her pussy. 

“Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me with it...pleaseeeeee," she 
beseeched him. 

“In time, my Dear, in time," she heard him whisper. 

She could almost picture an amused smile on his faceless 
image. 

With her looks and smarts, Cho had always been the initiator 
of sex, but now...now she found herself feeling like a 
teenage virgin in the presence of a wizard so confident of 
himself, he could make her do anything he wanted. Take her 
anyway he wanted and make her love it. 



But then, much to her surprise, he began to slowly, lazily 
work his giant cock in and out of her tight, clinging pussy. 

“Yes...yes...yes... I ike that," she panted, savoring the feel of 
the big dick slithering in and out of her pussy. 

But as she spoke, he stopped. His hips gliding to a stop and 
he quickly withdrew his penis from her juice-filled vagina. 

“No...no, don't take it out," she whined. 

He moved out from between her legs and slowly crawled up 
her body. Then, she smelled it. She smelled her own estrous. 
Inhaling the pungent fragrance of her own overheated pussy 
on his cock, she felt something brush across her lips. Reeling 
in the sheer eroticism of what he was doing, she felt his 
hand curl around the back of her head and lift it. As he did, 
she opened her mouth and felt the hard, round head of his 
cock slither between her parted lips. Feeling him push 
himself deeper inside her mouth, she tasted herself. Tasted 
the sweet nectar of her own pussy-juice on his cock. Then he 
began to slowly fuck her mouth, his hips fluidly working 
back and forth, dragging his big, dangling balls up and 
down between her quivering breasts. 

“Unnn-huh...unnn-huh," she choked out around his cock as 
it slipped in and out from between her clutching lips. 

As he did, she felt the head of his cock nudge up against her 
tonsils and the opening of her throat. Choking back a gag, 
she started to push forward and take his giant down into her 
throat, but he pulled back. 

“Sorry..." she heard the Voice grunt out as he shortened his 
stroke, but continued to slowly fuck her face. 



Would he come in her mouth, she wondered, roughly 
sucking and licking at the invading giant. She would rather 
have him come in her pussy, but if he came in her mouth, 
she would take it and swallow it down. Swallow down his 
rich, frothy load of man-semen. She would show him how 
much she wanted him. Wanted him in any way he wanted 
her... 

But this, too, stopped as suddenly as it had begun. She felt 
him slowly pull his spit-covered cock out of her mouth and 
gently lower her head back down to the bed. Backing away 
from her, he stopped with his big balls touching her just 
below her big, quivering breasts. Then she felt him lower his 
slippery cock down between her breasts at the same time he 
clutched them and squeezed them down around his cock. 

Tit-fucking, she dizzily thought. He was doing it all. My 
pussy...my mouth...my tits! Did that portend something 
else? This left only one thing on his list of things to do to 
her? 

Holding her tits squeezed down around his cock, he began 
to work his cock in and out between the giant mountains of 
tit-flesh. Tit-fucking wasn't high on her list, and he seemed 
to sense it as he stopped after only a few strokes. 

"Not your cup of tea, huh, my Love," she heard him mutter, 
letting go of her tits and moving down the bed. 

"Pussy...in my pussy...better, in my pussy," she groaned. 

"This better?" he asked as she felt his cock go slithering 
down into her pussy again. 

"Yes...yes...much better," she murmured, as he roughly 
began to pound his cock in and out of her drooling puss. 



She was at such a high state of excitement, it only took ten 
or fifteen strokes before she found herself falling again. 
Screaming, she fell, arms flailing as she felt tendrils of 
pleasure wrap around her convulsing body, clutching, 
clawing at her, giving her the relief she so desperately 
needed. But as before, the moment she acquiesced to the 
demands of her body, he stopped and eased his juice- 
drenched prick out of her. 

“NO! Don't take it out. Come...come in me...please, come in 
me," she cried out, her fingers clawing at the air.“I will...I 
will, my Love! But first I want to take the last jewel," he said 
softly. 

“The...the last jewel?" she asked, knowing what he meant, 
but wanting to hear it come from his lips. 

“Yes...this, my Dear," he said, running his finger down 
between the cheeks of her ass until it brushed over the 
wrinkled prune of her asshole. “This!" 

“Yes...Yes! Take it! Take me there! Take me in the ass! Take 
me there and fill it with your sweet, hot sap..." 

Then, within moments, she found herself face down on the 
bed. 

“Stretch your arms," she heard the Voice tell her, the 
restraints on her wrist still loose from when he had turned 
her. 

Moving her arms around, she felt pins and needles as blood 
rushed into them. 


“Thank you," she murmured, opening and closing her fists 
for a few moments. 



“You're welcome/' he said. “This is supposed to be a 
pleasant experience...for both of us." 

“It is," she said, stretching her arms back out away from her 
body. 

“I hope so," he told her, reattaching the bonds to her wrists. 

With the restraints around her ankles off, she kicked her feet 
up into the air, she felt the same pins and needles feeling as 
she worked her legs up and down. Then all at once, she felt 
his hand grasp her ankle and tighten around it. Suddenly, 
not expecting it, she felt his tongue tickle down the sole of 
her foot. 

“Oh, tickles," she tittered, almost giggling. 

She felt his tongue lift up and felt his lips purse down 
around the littlest of her dainty, pink-tipped toes. She had 
never felt such eroticism as he gently sucked on her little 
toe, tickling it with the tip of his tongue. 

“Ohhhh...myyyyy," she gasped out as his mouth moved to 
the next toe, giving it the same loving treatment before 
moving on to the next and the next and finally to her big 
toe. 

She couldn't explain the feeling of having someone take 
your toe in their mouth and treat it with such adoring 
attention. But then, when he did the same thing to her other 
foot, she felt a little overwhelmed by it all. 

At last, he eased her foot down to the bed as she lay 
groveling in the respectful reverence he was lavishing on 
her. 



What next, she giddily asked herself? The answer was quick 
in coming as she felt him gently curl his hands around her 
rounded hips and lift them into the air. As he did, she found 
her head and shoulder pressed down against the bed. Her 
big, pillowy breasts now gently rested down on the cool 
sheet as she felt the bed shudder one more time. He had 
crawled off the bed. Where was he going, she wondered. 
Gone only seconds, she felt him crawl back on the bed and 
up beside her. Not knowing what to expect next, she was 
surprised when he eased a soft, velvet cushion under her 
breasts. It was a nice feeling, she thought as the velvet 
caressed her skin. 

“Which do you like the best?" the Voice asked, as she lay 
waiting, wondering what he meant. “One? 

Startling her, the cushion began to buzz and vibrate, 
tickling up against her swollen nipples. 

“Two?" he asked her, the buzzing and vibrating growing 
stronger. 

It was obvious that he was upping the power of the vibrating 
cushion, making it work harder against her tingling nipples. 

“Or three?" he wanted to know, the vibrations lifting to 
another, higher level. 

Now the tickling was too intense, she thought as she felt the 
vibrations drop back down the scale to the lowest level. 

“One...two...or three?" he asked her taking the vibrator back 
up the scale once again. 

“Two...two," she murmured, feeling the vibrator return to the 
mid level. 



“Fine,” he laughed softly as she felt more velvet brush across 
her upthrust buttocks. 

Now what, she asked herself as he reached around under 
her. When he did, she felt soft rubber brush against her clit, 
pressing against it as two straps brushed over her hips. 
Gently, he lightly tightened them around her waist. A 
butterfly vibrator, she told herself, feeling another strap 
being tightened around her thigh. A second velvet strap 
snaked around her other thigh before he tightened it, too. 

Reaching to the vibrator, he flicked it on. 

“How's that?” he asked, drawing the straps tighter as the 
buzzing insect attacked her sensitive clit. 

“Bloody hell,” she muttered, feeling the tickling vibration on 
her clit. 

She felt like her whole body was on fire. Her nipples, now 
feeling as big as golf balls were sending out waves of 
electric static down to her clit where it was amplified by the 
other vibrator and then dispersed out over her body. 

This was going to be something to remember, she feverishly 
told herself. If she lived through it! 

Waiting to see what other diabolical tricks he had up his 
sleeve, she felt the cheeks of her ass being pried open. Then 
she felt the tip of his hot tongue find her pouting anus. That 
was just too much, she frantically thought as her body 
began to shake and shudder its way through yet another 
orgasm. As it did, the two vibrators continued to tickle away 
at her clit and nipples, while they became more and more 
sensitive... 



Suddenly, the fragrance of vanilla and cinnamon filled the 
air around her. Oh, Merlin, now what? 

Still laying face down, shoulders and tits resting on the bed, 
she felt his fingers brush aside her long, dark hair, baring 
the back of her neck. 

Not knowing what to expect, she was bewildered when she 
felt a hot drop of something strike her neck. He was dripping 
wax on her, she dizzily thought. Another of her favorite 
things. How could he know? It was as if her mind were an 
open book and he was leafing thought it, picking and 
choosing what he knew she would like. Definitely 
legitimacy... 

Another hot sensation, then another as he began to work his 
way down her arched spine. But that was all it took and she 
found herself blasting off into another gut-wrenching 
orgasm. Gasping for breath, she futilely fought against the 
restraints as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. 
Shamed that she was unable to control her body's own 
reaction to the relentless attack, she groveled in the passion 
of the moment. 

The drops continued down her spine, evoking two more 
orgasms before the final drop dripped down into the parted 
crack of her ass just above her clenching anus. With the 
control of a bombardier, he had unleashed the last drop at 
such a point that as it trickled down the crack of her ass, it 
stopped! Stopped just above the wrinkled opening of her 
asshole. 

“No...please...no...not there...too hot," she gasped out into 
the sheet. 

“No...my Sweet...not there," she heard the Voice whisper 
followed by him blowing out a puff of air. “I would never do 



anything like that to one as sweet as yours...” 

The two vibrators continued to buzz and tickle at her as she 
waited to see what was next on his fiendish list. 

She felt something soft and round slip between the lips of 
her pussy. Was he going to fuck her in the pussy again, she 
feverishly wondered? But as the cock began to slide into her 
pussy, she realized that it was a dildo. A big, rubber dildo 
that spread her open wider and wider as it slithered into the 
clutching tightness of her pussy. He pushed deeper and 
deeper until her cunt was filled to the limit with the giant, 
fake dick. Then, she felt two more velvet straps wrap around 
her thighs. They held the cock inside her, freeing his hands 
for some other sinister task, she giddily thought, grinding 
herself back against the upthrust dildo. 

Then, just when she thought she had felt it all, the cock in 
her pussy began to vibrate. 

”Ohhhh...Merlinnnnnnn!” she gasped as her whole pelvic 
girdle was filled with an intense tickling, tingling sensation. 

Her nipples...her clit...and now her pussy were all being 
simultaneously assailed by the trio of buzzing, vibrating 
implements attached to her body. Then, she felt his hot 
tongue find her anus again. Licking, probing, tonguing the 
puckered, little hole, he gently reamed it. 

Another flash of exquisite pleasure exploded down inside 
her stuffed, throbbing cunt, making her whole body begin to 
strain and tremble. 


'Too much...too much,” she blathered out, her weary 
muscles quivering and shaking spasmodically. 



Finally, as the last throes of her orgasm sparked through her 
pussy, she felt him drizzle a warm stream of something 
down the crack of her ass, coating it with its slippery 
warmth. Then, seconds later, she felt the rounded tip of his 
penis touch her anus. 

“Finally...” she groaned out, thrusting back against it as he 
leaned forward. 

The slippery gel did its job as she felt the head of his dick 
spread her anus open and easily slip down inside the 
clenching tightness of her rectum. 

”Ohhh...so hot...so tight...so wonderful...” she heard the 
Voice whisper. 

Then with deliberate slowness, he began to fuck her ass. 
What had begun with loving gentleness soon became a 
ravaging, uncontrolled attack on her battered ass. He was 
now a madman, throwing all caution to the wind, he 
hammered his giant cock into her ass with wild abandon. 

The savage assault elicited another muscle-wrenching 
orgasm from her before, at last, she heard him choke out a 
long, shuddering groan as his giant prick ballooned and 
jerked down inside her rectum. 

"Ohhhhhhhhhhh!” he screamed out, thrusting himself down 
into her as deep as he could possibly go as she felt a gush of 
fiery cum spew out of it, coating and splattering onto the 
delicate lining of her anal canal. 

Unable to stop herself, she felt her body lock down a final 
time. Quaking and shivering, the last thing she remembered 
was his cock jerking and spurting down inside her inflamed 
ass... 



She awoke slowly. As if drifting up from the bottom of a deep 
pond. The darkness gradually grew lighter and lighter until 
at last, she could see again. And now there was no blindfold 
covering her eyes as she groggily stared up at the ceiling. 
The room, her bedroom was bathed in the warm, soft light of 
blue fire lamps. 

Then the fragrance of roses filled her nostrils. Roses? Turning 
her head, she saw a huge bouquet of raven black roses 
sitting on the nightstand by her bed. 

Then she saw the Parchment. 

Would she now know? Know who her lover had been? 

Quickly reaching out to it, she plucked it out from the flood 
of roses and lifted up in front of her eyes. 

Thanks for such a lovely time...I hope you enjoyed it as 
much as I... 

Your faithful lover. 

Phantom... 


Chapter 54 - Phantom strikes again 

She didn't know how long she had stayed under the hot 
shower after she woke up and read that note, but even after 
she got out from the bathroom she felt tingly all over her 
body. Her mind was still a jumble of thoughts. She tried to 
systematically search her brains for the identity of the 
Phantom, but she still could not place him. He seemed to be 
someone she knew, but WHO the bloody hell? She thought 
that it could be some wizard in her year... but that vocal 
cords transfiguration spell was NOT something very easy 
done. 




Maybe someone from the sixth year. There were a few there. 
That year sure had some very capable witches and wizards, 
but not on the same level as that transfiguration spell 
required. One name popped in her mind... but it was a witch 
from gryffindor who she knew quite well. Hmmmm... maybe 
that witch's boyfriend... who sure was good with a wand? 
Maybe that witch, because she was an encyclopedia of 
spells, has done it to her boyfriend and he was Phantom? 
Nah... no way. She knew them quite well through her own 
boyfriend and they sure as hell wouldn't be behind this. 
They didn't seem the type... not by a long shot...they were 
to inloved... 

Thinking that maybe Phantom was one of the students that 
were studying for their mastery... but no wizard's name 
came up. Well, there was a veela, Fleur Delacour, that was 
studying transfiguration... she maybe knew about the spell 
and could do it. But she was a witch, not a wizard. 

Finally she gave up and got out of the shower. After she 
toweled herself dry, she got inside her bedroom, her mind 
still on that mystery wizard that gave her the best fuck of 
her young life. She was sexually active for about two and a 
half years, since sixteen... she had some lovers and 
boyfriend over time, but none had done such things to her 
body... not even Blaise... and she was practically in love 
with him. Hmmm... in love with him? Or she just loved him 
because he was the best lay she had? 

Still naked after her shower, she crossed her bedroom to 
retrieve a robe from the closet. Still with her mind on her 
mystery lover, absentminded, she selected a thin, 
suggestive nylon piece and pulled it from its hanger and 
slipped into the flimsy, but warming and comfy garment. 
She wanted to return to her bed and go to sleep... if she 
could. Maybe take a dreamless potion to quiet her mind. 



Then suddenly, a soft glow of light radiating from the back 
of the closet caught her eyes. Shoving the hanging clothes 
aside, Cho studied what appeared to be a wide crack 
separating the large panels at the rear of the closet, the 
faint glow seeping through the opening. That wasn't there 
before. Puzzled, she reached out. As her fingertips touched 
the slightly disjarred panel, it swung back. Behind it was a 
narrow corridor, opening in both directions behind the wall. 

She knew that Hogwarts had many secret passages and 
secret rooms and other things like that, being over a 
thousand years old. She knew some... but she never knew 
there was one right here... in her own closet. Curious, she 
stepped into the closet for a closer examination of the 
discovery. Ducking her head through the aperture, she 
peered down the passage. Only darkness met her eyes to 
the right, but to the left, the corridor took a sharp ninety 
degree turn. The glow that had first drawn her attention 
seemed to brighten some around the dog leg. 

Secret panels and a secret passages, the whole concept 
intrigued her. And as she pulled her wand from the pile of 
clothes that were still on the floor where Phantom must have 
droped them, she suddenly realized through where he 
entered her bedroom. She wondered earlier how he got in, 
but she had never in a million years would she guessed that 
he got in through a secret passage. 

Now she was very curious. She sure wanted to know where 
this secret passage went, but before that she placed a blue 
flame spell at eye lever, near the secret panel that she 
found. It would serve as a beacon to guide her return, if the 
glow coming from down the secret corridor should suddenly 
disappear. As an extra precaution, she firmly lodged one of 
her shoes across the threshold of the secret doorway to act 
as a wedge should the panel somehow decide to close itself. 



Then she slipped into the passage. 


She tingled with the excitement of the situation as she 
moved down the narrow corridor. Her steps were slow and 
deliberate, doing her best to proceed in silence. The scenes 
of a thousand possibilities flashed through her mind with 
every step she took. 

Her eyes darted from side to side examining her confining 
surroundings. If this were a secret passage, it certainly didn't 
fit the normal secret passages that there were around 
Hogwarts, she noted as she grew closer to the turn in the 
corridor and the dim glow. There were no cobwebs and 
interspaced near the ceiling every twenty feet or so, she 
could detect torches that had blue flame spells on them. 

She went down the corridor until she got to a corner. She 
looked around it and there was another long corridor with 
the same torches on the ceiling. She took it until she got to 
some stairs that went down. She took those too, then 
another corridor, another corner, another corridor, another 
corner. In one corridor, she found something that looked like 
a latch. Pushing it, the stone wall near it started to open like 
a door. Stepping through, she found her self in a corridor 
that she knew it was near the Charms classroom. Wanting to 
know where that secret passage led, she stepped inside it 
again and closed secret door. After a few other corners and 
corridors, she got to some stone stairs that went up. 

After climbing the stone stairs, she found that the passage 
opened into a small nook. Side by side in the limited space 
of the cubby hole area were six folding chairs, facing the 
curtain-covered wall where she stood. The glow from the 
blue flame torches didn't exist in this space, but there was a 
glow that suffused out from behind the edges of the drapery. 
On the far side of the chair-filled room, the passage began 



again. However, to continue only offered darkness. That way 
there were no more lit torches. 

All in all she found her discovery rather anti-climatic - a 
conclusion that was short-lived as she tucked her fingers 
between the heavy drapery and parted the cloth slightly for 
a peek at what lay on the other side. 

The other side was a huge glass window! 

And beyond the transparent barrier was a spacious bedroom 
containing a couch, a closet, a desk, a bed, practically just 
another bedroom like there were all around Hogwarts and 
were used by the students from all the houses. She then saw 
the occupants of the strangely windowed room - Fleur 
Delacourand Hermione Granger. 

Strangely, she never knew that those two were sharing a 
bedroom. Since when? She knew that Hermione was staying 
in the prefects tower with her boyfriend... they even shared 
a bedroom. And Fleur, if her memory was correct, being on 
the mastery program, was staying in another part of 
Hogwarts than Hermione. So... who did this bedroom 
belong? 

The two stood at the side of the bed nearest the glass. They 
were dressed only in panties and bras. The remainder of 
their clothing was strewn on the floor at their feet. 

As Cho watched, confused by the unexpected sight, the two 
witches stepped to each other. Their hands reached and 
touched for a brief instant. They smiled and spoke, but Cho 
was unable to hear what was said. But when they suddenly 
embraced in an open-mouth kiss, their arms wrapping 
around each other tightly, there was no doubt in her mind as 
to what had been the substance of their brief exchange. 



Cho found herself mesmerized by the alluring beauty of the 
two half-clad bodies pressed together in voluptuous 
pleasure. Unexplainable shivers coursed through her as she 
watched their still forming breasts press against their near 
nakedness; the whiteness of their flesh attempting to spill 
out over the confining cups of their bras. 

Their lips worked together. She felt a dampness welling 
within her as she detected the flurried pinkness of their 
exploring tongues dance back and forth into their mouths, 
probing and teasing each other. 

Unable to withdraw from her voyeur's position, she stared as 
their hands slowly roved over the gentle curves of the backs, 
slipping along the slopes of their spines to the pert 
roundness of their asses. Their fingers toyed and played, 
ducking under the elastic of their panties to soothingly 
caress the tantalizing cushions of their hindcheeks. 

As she watched, the silvery blonde-haired Fleur stepped 
away from the embrace. Her arms reached behind her back 
and easily unclasped the tiny hooks holding her bra. The 
white garment fell away to join the rest of the clothes on the 
floor. Her tits, round, full and firm, did a bouncy little dance, 
eventually standing from her chest like two proud 
semispheres of beckoning delight. 

While the dark brown Hermione at her side and Cho, from 
her position behind the glass, gazed with admiring eyes, the 
slim blonde tucked her fingers under the band of her panties 
and slowly wiggled the nylon briefs downward, over the 
curve of her shapely hips and an equally shapely pair of 
sleek, supple legs. 

Holding her hands out, she summoned the other witch to her 
and their mouths joined once again. This time Hermione's 



slim, graceful fingers were given full rein to her partner's 
body. Lightly her fingers fondled the smooth texture surface 
of the unblemished skin. Downward they traveled once 
again finding the tempting slopes of jutting rear mounds. 

She grasped, her hands squeezing into the softness of the 
other witch's ass with almost brutal force. Heated, red ass 
flesh squished up between her fingers as she kneaded the 
plump curves. Over and over, her eager hands squeezed 
and moulded tightly into the pliant cushions. 

Then her fingers were moving again - moving toward the 
deep crease separating the firm buttocks. Taunting, her 
fingertips toyed up and down the dark, tight-pressed line. 
The naked witch pressed against the body of her 
manipulator, trembling and tightening her hold on the dark¬ 
haired beauty that teased excited thrills at her bottom. The 
naked semispheres of her tits pushed hard against her 
feminine lover, their firm shape flattening to balls of resilient 
flesh. 

Still exploring, the titillating fingers delved into the dark 
crease. In determined fashion they twirled and tickled, then 
there was a sharp plunge. 

The naked blonde jerked rigid. Her mouth wrenched away 
from her partner's. With urgency, she pressed against the 
witch before her as if trying to mount her. Her red lips parted 
in a silent moan of lust-pleasure as the still clothed witch's 
finger penetrated into the tight confines of her anal mouth. 
She clung to the black-haired witch as the spearing digit 
began to pump in and out of her asshole. 

Faster and faster the finger of the younger witch lunged into 
the tight rectal pocket of her partner's rear. In penis- 
imitating fashion, she worked her attack. In and out she 



drilled into the volcanic fire of the squeezing hole. Out and 
in, her finger speared toward the back recesses of the ass 
she now possessed. 

The long strands of blonde hair flew like a furious mist of 
gold, as the older witch received every lancing impact of the 
finger-fucking she was getting. Her head rolled on her 
shoulders in wanton abandon. Her mouth was open in a 
constant groan of growing lust. 

In an almost subtle movement, the dark-haired witch slipped 
her free hand from the ass it held and slid it around to the 
soft blonde pubic moss covering the exposed cunt that was 
open to her. With little or no difficulty, she tickled a finger 
upward into the waiting lips of the hungry pussy before her. 
Matching the rhythm of her poling finger in the rear, she 
plowed into the silken, wet vagina with her newly 
entrenched finger. 

Doubly impaled and doubly fucked, the blonde's body was 
one quake of trembling flesh. Her body rolled and ground 
into the witch manipulating her desire. Her conical tits rolled 
against the still partially clothed witch. Her body glistened 
with excited perspiration. Her hands clutched desperately at 
the witch's back, nails biting into the whiteness of flesh. 

Her hips bucked back and forth trying to accept the dual 
impalement simultaneously. Her body quaked and jerked as 
she took the two fingers that slid into the liquid warmth of 
her snatch and the fiery channel of her bowels at the same 
time. She rocked and writhed in her standing position as if 
unable to get enough of the double finger attack soon 
enough. 

In and out the probing digits sluiced into her throbbing 
pussy and drilled into her aching ass in unison. Out and in. 



they blasted undeniable lust through her willing body. In 
and out, they pumped through the pleasure-pulsing portals 
of her near agony need. 

In a fevered frenzy, she came, her body going rigid, then 
collapsing into a mass of quivering, quaking flesh caught in 
the fantastic throes of orgasmic satisfaction. Trembling and 
clutching, her writhing body pressed urgently against the 
witch who had brought such prodigious gratification to her. 

Somehow, as Cho still peered on from behind the curtain, 
the younger Hermione managed to lower her lover to the 
side of the bed, gently caressing and kissing her as the 
lovely blonde slowly descended from the heights of pleasure 
she had been exploded into. 

Cho quivered with growing arousal as she watched the two 
witches. She had never before realized that the sight of two 
females making it could be so exciting. While she had often 
wondered what it would be like to have another witch 
exploring her body, she had never allowed the situation to 
occur, although during her fifth and sixth year that she 
spent in the ravenclaw dormitory, life had presented more 
than one such chance. 

Now as she stood as a voyeur to these two beautiful witches, 
she found her body reacting with undeniable excitement. 
She almost felt the sleekness of their skin against hers, their 
exploring hands and fingers on and in her body. 

Cho pulled the thin robe she wore closely to her. Not so 
much to close out the chill that was still present, but to keep 
her own hands from creeping to the wet cleft of her loins to 
satisfy the growing need that flamed within her. 

Still clutching her thin robe to her aroused body, Cho tried 
to move away from the window into the witches' bedroom. 



but she couldn't. Fleur's and Hermione's sexual play 
fascinated her, drawing her eyes as the light of a candle 
draws a moth. 

This uninhibited lovemaking between this two hot witches 
was something new; something that incited strange, 
previously unfelt desires within her. As she watched them 
embrace and caress on the bed, she could feel their 
exploring hands on her body and wished that the sensations 
that coursed through her were more than just mental. She 
wanted to be in the room with them; wanted to feel their 
mouths and hands and bodies pressed against her. 

Fleur, removing Hermione's arms from around her 
nakedness, suddenly rose from the bed and held her hand 
out to her lover. Lover? Were they lovers? Wasn't Hermione 
with Harry? They even stayed in the same bedroom... a real 
sign that their relationship was more then boyfriend and 
girlfriend or in that direction. So what was Hermione doing 
with Fleur. Something didn't added here. 

But at the moment, she didn't give a damn what they were. 
The dark-haired, younger witch smiled, obvious excitement 
in her brown eyes, and bounced up, taking the blonde's 
hand. The older witch leaned forward and gently kissed her 
companion's lips, then led her before the window. 

Together they stared at Cho! 

She had been discovered! 

Cho's heart missed several beats. No better than a common 
window peeker, the two witches had found her gazing in on 
their sexual pastimes. She felt a hot, embarrassed heat flush 
through her body. 



No! They didn't see her! she suddenly realized. The two 
witches had not found her out. They were staring straight at 
her, but they didn't see her. Relief flooded her body and at 
the same time, her mind reeled with confusion. How could 
they not see me? 

Then it dawned on her. 

The alcove, the chairs, the curtained window - all of it made 
sense. The window wasn't a window at all, but one of those 
one-way mirrors which allow persons behind them to see 
out, but persons on the other side see nothing but a silver 
surfaced mirror. And the alcove and the six chairs were 
nothing more than a small viewing area for spectators to 
gaze upon the activities in the bedroom. Sexual activities, 
she assumed. 

Another of Hogwarts many secrets, she grinned to herself, as 
she wondered how many knew about this secret. And even 
more interesting were the possibilities of who used the 
alcove and this secret passage. The lack of dust she had 
previously detected and the blue flame torches that hung 
from the ceiling pointed to the fact that the passage and the 
alcove with its special “window" were in regular use. Was 
this one used by Phantom? Who was he and what kind of 
wizard was he? The mistery sure was getting a lot thicker. 
The whole implications of this voyeuristic haven fascinated 
her. 

But even more fascinating was the activity of the two 
witches on the other side of the one-way mirror. Now secure 
in her position, Cho watched, feeling the wanton throbs of 
lust rising in her again. 

Fleur now stood behind her lover. Both witches gazed into 
the mirrored side of the glass, smiling and unaware of the 



spectator who watched their every move. 


For a few brief seconds, the older witch was busy behind the 
dark-haired witch, then Hermione's bra came free, falling 
away from her body. Cho found herself gasping with 
excitement as she stared at the sixth yearer's exposed tits. 
Very firm, full and round, the breasts were perfect 
semispheres, white, soft and smooth and topped by dark 
mushrooms; nipples that were stiff and erect from the sexual 
play she had so vigorously taken part in. 

Unseen hands suddenly began to move the witch's briefs 
down the rounded curves of her hips, as Fleur worked at the 
panties from behind. The light cloth panties dropped around 
the witch's ankles and she stepped free, gazing at her 
nakedness in the mirror, as did Fleur. And as did Cho from 
the other side of the mirror. 

The older witch's arms slid around her partner's midriff and 
pulled the witch back to her. Taunting with her lips and 
tongue, the blonde slowly and tantalizingly kissed her way 
up her lover's shoulder. Her teeth joined in as she reached 
the younger witch's neck, teasing her way to the sensitive 
lobe of her ear. As she tongued and kissed at Hermione's 
neck and ear from behind, Fleur's hands eased their way up 
from her waist and cupped gently beneath Hermione's 
breasts. 

Both the witches' eyes once more turned to the mirror as 
they watched Fleur fondle and taunt the beautifully 
matched tits she possessed. 

Lightly, with a show of knowledge that spoke of several 
similar experiences, her fingers lightly brushed and caressed 
the semispheres. Over and around the sleek whiteness of 
the breasts, her fingertips swirled in exciting little circles. 



Spiralling upwards, her hands rose, until at last the tips of 
her fingers nudged at the aroused dark buds of Hermione's 
nipples. 

Cho could see the younger witch gasp with rising desire 
under the expert manipulations of her lover. Hermione's 
dark eyes fluttered, doing their best to remain open and 
view the titillating scene of her body being caressed, but the 
sensations Fleur ignited in her body were stronger, 
eventually winning out, and the younger witch closed her 
eyes, losing herself amid the pleasure that flowed through 
her tits. 

The blonde beauty suddenly stepped in front of the witch 
she fondled and dipped her mouth to the breasts she 
handled with loving care. Her cheeks hollowed deeply as she 
sucked up one of the dark cherries of flesh atop one of the 
semispheres. The younger witch trembled, her hands 
reaching out and squeezing brutally into the tits of her 
companion. Neither of the witches seemed to mind in the 
least. 

Moving her mouth to the opposite knoll of breast, Fleur's 
tongue, wet and pink, flicked out from behind her lips and 
lashed back and forth across the new nipple it found. 
Vigorously, she worked her oral digit until the dark-haired 
witch moaned for her to stop. When she did, she opened her 
mouth and stuffed as much of the titflesh as she could into 
her. She ate, contented with the silken textured cushion of 
flesh her mouth had found. She sucked and nibbled, her 
tongue laving its way over the hard button of nipple their 
passion had created. 

Her hands moving to Hermione's shoulders, Fleur slowly 
edged the younger witch back toward their bed, while her 
mouth continued to excite fresh thrills through the enticing 



hot body. Automatically, the dark brown-haired witch sat on 
the bed, jerking her reddening breast from her companion's 
eager mouth. She smiled, then lay back, spreading her 
thighs wide, presenting an unobstructed path to the plump 
little mound of her sex and the pubic moss that was bushed 
over it. 

Fleur dropped to her knees and leaned forward. Her lips 
lightly kissed the dark triangle of shiny fur covering her 
lover's snatch, eliciting quivery little trembles from her 
partner. Then her tongue once more darted out and weaved 
through the forest of pubic down, tickling and teasing 
around the already wet cleft of Hermione's sexual lips, but 
never dipping into the hot hole of her cunt. 

Easing back just a little, the blonde-headed witch moved her 
hand between her lover's thighs, spreading the lips of her 
pussy so that she could see the extended bud of the witch's 
clit and the scalloped inner lips of her labia. Again, her head 
ducked downward. Her tongue flicked out and ran up and 
down the pink slash of the witch's sex. 

Expertly, her tongue tip dipped lightly into the musky cleft, 
tapping and twirling out its exciting dance of pleasure. The 
witch above her moaned and reached down, grabbing her 
head. She resisted the urgent fingers that pushed her face 
forward, delighting in the effect hertauntings had produced. 
Up and down the pink slit of Hermione's opened pussy she 
teased and aroused. 

Then her tongue skipped upward, gently caressing the 
nubbin of ecstasy. She tenderly kissed the super-sensitive 
clit, hearing the moans of approval that came from above 
her. She licked and carefully lapped at the enticing button, 
twirling her tongue around its tiny circumference. Her lips 



closed around the bud of sensation and she sucked at it as a 
woman might suck at the cock of a man. 

The dark brown-headed beauty, half on and half off the bed, 
writhed as her lovely companion unlocked thrill after excited 
thrill in her body. She begged and moaned. Her hands pulled 
at the blonde head that taunted and played with her 
growing arousal. Her satisfied groans filled the spacious 
bedroom as the titillating oral digit slipped from her clit and 
entered the heated channel of her cunt. 

Fleur's entry into her lover was far from gentle. It was quick 
and hard, spearing as deep as she could into the honey- 
filled socket, burying her face in the wetness of the sixth 
year witch's vagina. In and out, she probed in her penis- 
imitating oral style. She licked and lapped, eating her lover 
with unrestrained relish. 

Soft and smooth, like oiled silk, her tongue moved around 
within the humid interior of the witch's cunt. She sucked 
deeply, swallowing the thick sexual juices she drained from 
the quivering channel, then drilled her tongue back into the 
enticing folds of Hermione's pussy. 

Around and around, her inciting oral digit twisted its 
pleasure as Hermione's hands pushed her face into the 
mouth of her belly. The younger witch writhed and quivered 
on the bed as her passion rose to a consuming fever of lust. 
She groaned as she felt the delightful tongue once more 
change its tactics, pumping in and out of her vagina. Her 
own pelvis began to move, undulating with the rhythm of 
the mouth that ate at her. 

Suddenly, there was a finger on her clit, rolling and fondling 
the aroused button. The dual stimulation rocked her with 
lusted madness. Body jolt after body jolt sizzled through her 



over and over as the waves that throbbed in her thighs 
expanded, blasting outward. 


In and out, the blonde's tongue drilled, spearing to its limits 
within her. Faster and faster, her oral probe reamed around 
in the humid softness of her cunt. Around and around, the 
fondling finger rolled her clit. 

She groaned and moaned as she rose on the skyrocket of 
ecstasy. Her thighs exploded and pleasure raced through her 
body. Crying out in desire, she pushed desperately at the 
head working so wonderfully at her sex, then abruptly 
released her hold, giving way to the sweetness of oblivion. 

Giving her lover's throbbing cunt one last hasty kiss, Fleur 
rose. She smiled down on the younger witch who writhed 
and moaned on the bed, then stepped across the room to a 
chest of drawers. 

Cho gasped once again as she saw what the older witch 
extracted from the top drawer of the chest. She had felt one 
earlier... very deep inside her own pussy, when Phantom 
had sent her in the dream world after the most fantastic fuck 
of her life. But this dildo was somehow different from the one 
Phantom used. The one Fleur was now strapping around her 
waist was at least nine inches long, and an inch thick. It was 
hard looking and complete with a red rubber head and 
rubber balls dangling beneath. 

Smiling lewdly to herself, the blonde-haired beauty, took her 
wand and put a transfiguration spell on the dildo, practically 
transforming it into a part of her body. Or at least it looked 
like that on the surface. The straps had melted and became 
one with her smooth creamy flesh. She practically now had a 
male organ beside what she already had... and nobody that 
didn't see the transfiguration could know that the monster 



cock she now possessed was just thanks to a spell. Was it 
functional? Cho asked herself. Or just a “dressing” for the 
dildo so that Fleur could look like a hot blonde witch with a 
nine inch cock. 

Then Fleur stepped back to the bed and eased her lover's 
thighs open. She grasped the imitation cock with one hand 
and stepped between the inviting ”Y” opened before her. 
Carefully guiding her manhood into the target she sought, 
her hips jerking forward and burying most of the thick dick 
into her lover's cunt. 

Still lost in the waves of pleasure that swirled through her 
body, the sudden plunging entrance of the prick jolted 
Hermione. Her body twitched and her eyes jerked open with 
surprise. A startled "Ahhhhhh!” was wrenched from her lips. 
Then she relaxed and gazed lovingly up to the older witch 
standing above her. 

Leaning over the dark-haired witch, Fleur stretched her arms 
out and planted them to either side of her lover's head so 
that they supported the weight of her body. She lowered 
herself once, so that their lips met briefly. Hermione's hands 
reached up and once more busied themselves with the 
semispheres of titflesh that now dangled sleekly from Fleur's 
chest. The older witch moaned and her pelvis hunched 
forward slamming about an inch of the cock into her 
companion's pussy. 

Raising her legs and resting her feet on the side of the bed, 
Hermione opened the angle of entry into her body. She 
moaned as the thickness slid deeper into her. It filled her 
with its hardness, stuffing her cunt to the brim. 

Fleur edged back, glancing down to watch the imitation 
prick she wore glide from the snatch it had impaled. Long 



and slick with womanly lubricants, it came out. She paused 
only when the head of the prick was still buried within the 
hole she was now fucking. Then, slowly this time, her hips 
inched forward, drilling the rubbery hardness into her lover. 

The younger witch groaned as she accepted the real lifesize 
monster prick that skewered her body. Her hands squeezed 
and kneaded their approval into the firm semispheres of tit 
she held. Her own pelvis arched slightly to help take in the 
thickness that slithered into her belly. 

Grinning with delight at the pleasure she fed inch by inch 
into Hermione, Fleur eased her hips outward once again, 
then moved them forward. Pleased with her role of a half 
wizard/half witch, her pelvis took up a steady in and out 
rhythm, a rhythm which Hermione's hips matched stroke for 
stroke, welcoming the invading length of the prick that 
reamed into the depths of her pussy. 

Lovers once again, the two witches lost themselves in their 
lovemaking. Hermione groaned and moaned as her body 
was filled and packed with a real life size cock. And Fleur 
reveled in the sensations she ignited in her lover's body. 

A movement to one side of the room diverted Cho's gaze 
from the two witches. The overly large brass knob to the 
door moved and the heavy wooden portal inched into the 
bedroom. A wizard's face, surrounded by a dark as night 
mop of hair, poked inquiringly inside! 

Harry Potter! 

The wizard's eyes widened to saucers as his gaze moved 
around the room, alighting on the two witches so obviously 
involved in themselves and the pleasure of their bodies. The 
surprised expression quickly faded from his face and was 
replaced by one of pleased amusement. He edged inside the 



bedroom and stood silently watching the feminine couple, 
completely unnoticed by either Hermione or Fleur. 

Perplexed because he didn't do anything when he saw his 
girlfriend making it with another witch and somewhat 
annoyed by the wizard's presence and possible interruption 
of her private session of voyeurism, Cho intently eyed the 
intruder from behind the security of the one-way mirror, 
hoping he would leave as quietly as he had made his rude 
entrance into the room. But he didn't. Harry just stood there, 
grinning from ear to ear as he gazed at the alluring, writhing 
bodies so lustfully joined on the bed. 

Cho detected a definite increase in the labored rise and fall 
of the wizard's muscular chest, which strained at the white 
fabric of his school shirt as he sucked in his breath in deep 
gulps of arousal. But more notable was the growing bulge 
that filled the crotch of his school pants. There was no 
denying the testimony of his body. Harry was every bit as 
affected by the two witches' carnal activities as she was. 

In a quick flurry of eager arms, the wizard reached down and 
grabbed the bottom of his shirt and hastily wrenched it up 
and over his head. As he pulled the white cotton shirt off his 
arms and tossed it atop the chest of drawers, Cho found 
herself gasping out loud to herself once again. Not the 
knotty, thick muscles of a burly beater or the more lite 
chaser fizique, but the long, graceful muscles of a seeker 
covered his body. More like someone who liked jogging 
regularly... or a hell lot of swiming. She shivered as she 
watched the rippling strength that corded senuously 
beneath the golden browness of his suntanned skin. 

Kicking his loafers free from his feet, the wizard's fingers 
dropped to the front of his pants and made short work of the 
series of awkward buttons running down his fly, then 



skinned the denim pants down his legs. His thighs and 
calves and tight-looking ass were a perfect match for his 
athletic physique. 

And if there had been any doubt before that Harry was man, 
rather than a boy, it was quickly dismissed from Cho's mind, 
as his hands jerked his net-webbed briefs downward, 
revealing the rigid colomn of his manhood that stood thickly 
from a forest of black hairs covering his groin. 

And the peeping Cho Chang clutched her thin robe closer 
around her body, as she viewed the full size of his solid, 
pulsing cock. No bloody fucking way he could have a 
monster cock... a full nine inches long... or was it ten?... and 
almost as thick as her wrist. 

Suddenly Cho's whole body quaked with flaring arousal as 
the wizard's intent pushed its way through her lust clouded 
mind. He was going to join the two witches entangled so 
wantonly on the bed! What the fuck? Were they a 
threesome? What was going on with those three? 

Stepping quickly to the same chest of drawers Fleur had 
gone to for the dildo that was now melted to her waist and 
reaming the tender pussy of her lover, Harry retrieved a blue 
jar of petroleum jelly from that same top drawer. Dipping two 
fingers into the jar, he extracted a thick glob of the heavy 
lubricant and smeared it over the jerking thickness of his 
prick, until it glistened beneath the bedroom's overhead 
light. Smiling down at his handy work, he recapped the jar 
and replaced it in the drawer. 

He moved barefoot across the room, stopping but a foot 
behind Fleur. Gazing down, he watched the rhythmic 
undulation of the witches' lovely bodies, as they continued 
their lovemaking still completely unaware of the masculine 
eyes that watched from behind. 



Then he stepped forward, abruptly wrapping his arms 
around his blonde-haired lover's slim shapely waist, pressing 
his body firmly against her in a strong hug. Her hips 
abruptly ceased their steady in-out motion and she jerked 
upright, slamming the full length of the dick she had into 
the vulnerable cunt of the dark-headed beauty beneath her. 
Both witches, surprised for their own separate reasons, 
looked around in confusion and in shock from the separate 
sudden intrusions. 

Cho could see their worried looks quickly fade to ones of 
relief as they recognized the familiar body of their... LOVER? 
BOYFRIEND? Again the strange stirrings of lust flared 
violently within Cho as she realized this scene had occurred 
before and on what appeared to be a fairly regular basis. 
Even more than before she felt the want and need to enter 
the bedroom behind her wall of one-way mirror and share 
the carnal pleasures of the three bodies before her. 

Harry's lips and hands had now gone to work delightfully 
caressing the sleek, creamy curves of Fleur's nakedness. His 
mouth languidly kissed and nibbled along the gentle slope 
of the smoothness of her bare shoulders and the graceful 
arch of her long white neck. In an aroused response, the 
blonde's hips slowly rotated, rubbing the white, rounded 
cushions of her rear mounds against the swollen stalk of 
cock pressed to her ass. On the opposite side of her 
tempting perfect body, the thick shaft she transfigured in 
real live prick moved in a siow-motion churning within the 
wet pinkness of her lover's skewered cunt. Hermione, in 
turn, moaned as she accepted the inciting gyrations of the 
blonde witch's pelvis. Her eyes fluttered closed and her 
hands clutched tightly into the bedcovers beneath her 
naked body. 



The wizard's hands drifted over the smoothness of Fleur's 
flat stomach in long, caressing circles, eventually creeping 
upward to the firm semispheres of tit that stood out proud 
and uptilted from her chest. His palms cupped the tepid 
silkness of her breasts. His fingers squeezed gently into the 
womanly luxury of her flesh, delighting as aroused moans 
worked up from the depths of her throat and pushed out 
over her writhing lips. Massaging and kneading the full, 
round mounds, his fingers teased outward, tapping at the 
stiff buttons perched atop each of the tits. She quivered as 
the delicious excitement of his hands rushed through her 
body on a sizzling hotline to her loins. Her hips increased 
their provocative gyrations and received the lustful groaning 
of the witch impaled under her in approval. 

As the wizard's mouth found its way through the blonde 
cascade of his lover's hair to the sensitive lobe of her ear, his 
hands tightened their hold on her lovely perfect breasts. 
Kneading with an urgent firmness, his fingers worked 
roughly into the pliant mounds. He squeezed and rubbed 
over the firm semispheres, tweeking and taunting the hard 
nubbins of flesh that topped each of the cushion-like knolls 
like some sensual cherries. 

Fleur's head rolled back on his shoulder, her full red lips 
writhing their pleasure under the dual stimulation of her 
body. She groaned and shuddered with each new volley of 
delights he ignited within her. Her hips moved in a 
quickened pace, whipping her transfigured cock around in 
the opened hole of the dark brown-headed witch between 
whose thighs she stood. 

The wizard's hands gave up their holds on her tits and 
moved to the rounded slopes of her white shoulders, gently 
pressing her forward. She followed the urgings of his palms 
and once more leaned over her lover, her arms extended 



before her for support. Hermione's hands again rose, 
fondling the manhandled, heated semispheres of tit that 
jiggled above her. 

Harry's hands, however, had slid around to Fleur's 
temptingly upturned buttocks. His palms lovingly caressed 
the enticing smoothness of her plump, jutting ass cheeks. 
She moaned, shivering as she wiggled the twin cushions 
into his hands. The increased rotation of her hips brought 
fresh groans of arousal from the lover she poled so 
thoroughly. 

In a quick backstop, Harry dropped to his knees behind 
Fleur. His head leaned forward and tenderly kissed the now 
pink-blushed rear mounds. Waves of excited gooseflesh 
rippled up and down the plane of the veela's back. She 
moaned and quivered. His hands then grasped each of the 
charming cheeks and slowly spread them. The deep, dark 
crease of her ass widened, revealing the brown, taut ring of 
her anus. 

Once again, his head moved in, homing on the dusky little 
target. Her supple body jerked rigid with surprised pleasure 
as his lips softly brushed over her asshole. She moaned and 
quaked with growing arousal, urging him to further probings. 
Again, he kissed the tight nodes of her ass, feeling her 
quiver and the pillows of ass become taut under his fingers. 
Her plump butt pushed into his face, pressing the warmth of 
her rear around him. She groaned as his mouth flattened 
against her rectum. 

Hermione's moans mingled with those of her lover's as she 
felt about an inch of the hose-like transfigured cock slither 
from the clutching channel of her belly. The younger witch's 
hips began a writhing, bunching motion, as she began to 



fuck herself on the device so deeply impaled within her 
body. 

The wizard's tongue now joined his lips. Teasingly, he flicked 
the warm wetness of his oral digit over the hard little nodes 
of her anus. Her moans increased as the feathery tongue tip 
danced at the entrance of her ass. She wiggled and jerked, 
loving the feel of his mouth licking and taunting her. 

Thoroughly slackened with his saliva, the tight, puckered 
ring of muscle relaxed. Soothingly, he continued his oral 
ministrations, knowing that with each broad laving stroke he 
now used, the desire of the veela's body was flaming higher 
and higher. And with each swirling lap of his tongue, he 
opened the way for the ultimate purpose of his tantalizing 
foreplay. 

Next, the inquiring tip of his tongue darted to the center of 
the now relaxed ring of muscle. He drilled into her ass, an 
action that elicited a fresh chorus of thrilled moans from 
both witches, as they responded to the separate probes that 
moved in their bodies. 

In and out, in cock-imitating fashion, the soft wetness of his 
tongue reamed its way into the veela's ass. He licked and 
laved within the velvet-like channel of her rear, slickening 
the path that would eventually accept the rigid, swollen 
shaft that throbbed at his loins; throbbed with the growing 
excitement of his lust. Around and around his tongue 
swirled, setting off thrills of sexual electricity that tingled 
along the open network of the veela's pleasure-heated 
nerves. In and out, he speared into her rectum, eating at her 
ass and preparing her for him. 

The blonde's pelvis now moved in rhythm with the short 
quick strokes of the mouth at her ass. She helped his tongue 



fuck her asshole. And at the same time, her hips and the 
thick transfigured cock fucked the willing pussy of the dark¬ 
haired young witch, voluptuously stretched out under her on 
the bed. 

In his tongue drilled, taunting its warm way into the heat of 
her ass. And in turn, Fleur's hips jerked forward, spearing the 
rubbery hose into Hermione's flayed slash of sex. The 
younger witch, in the chain reaction response, arched her 
hips upward to receive every inch she could get, while her 
hands squeezed into the firm sleekness of her lover's 
elongated tits. 

For minutes they worked this way, as Cho watched, her own 
arousal growing to near desperation. With increasing 
difficulty, the hidden Head Girl hugged her robe to her, 
trying to keep her hand away from the wetness that flooded 
the throbbing channel of love between her thighs. 

Harry's face suddenly pulled away from the veela's ass. 
Giving each of the reddening rear cheeks one last quick kiss, 
he rose. His cock was a greek column of hardened flesh, 
rigid and pulsating with its virile life. Its flowering knob-like 
head glistened with a mixture of clear lubricating jelly and 
preseminal fluids. 

He eased the spread cushions of Fleur's ass further apart, as 
he stepped forward again. The jerking glans of his prick 
kissed at the brown ring his mouth had so marvelously 
prepared. She groaned, tensing at the intimate contact of 
their naked bodies. Patiently, he waited, whispering and 
soothingly working the dual mounds of her perky ass. 

Slowly, she relaxed again, nodding for him to proceed. 


Which is exactly what he did! 



The gorged crown of his jelly-slickened rod nudged at the 
taut ring of muscle. He pushed forward against the puckered 
mouth, gently increasing the pressure of his hips. In an 
abrupt motion, her anus relaxed and the blood-laden tip of 
his cock was swallowed up. 

He groaned as the quaking pleasure of her tightness 
squeezed down around his glans. His hands gripped brutally 
into the flesh of her ass, as the exquisite vise of her 
sphincter muscles clamped down on the head of his prick. 
Heat, volcanic heat, seared over the sensitive, swollen 
spearhead. Her ass did another of its delightful little wiggles 
and he groaned again, as ball-aching sensations lashed 
through his groin. 

He felt good, plugged into her that way, from behind. She 
shivered with the swollen feel of him. She liked it! And 
what's more, he knew she did! 

Forcing herself to think relax, the strained channel of her 
rectum once more loosened and the invading thickness of 
his cock slithered deeply into the recesses of her bowels. 
Purposely this time, she clutched down on his fat rod, 
squeezing herself around its gorged circumference. Together 
they moaned, filled with the satisfaction of their joined 
bodies. Lovers locked together cock to ass. 

Marvelous! The volcanic heat of her ass burned with a 
delightful fire that devoured his total length. And smooth! 
She was smooth like velvet! A round velvet glove that was 
perfectly made for the thick roundness of his prick. Heat and 
velvet! The sensations were indescribable! There was a 
gratification all its own just in being entrenched with her 
bowels. A satisfaction of just standing there behind her with 
her soft rounded buttocks pressing to his crotch and the 
grasping tightness she held him in. 



The feeling was mutual. 


She could feel him like she could never feel him when he 
was drilled into her cunt. He was big! Bigger and thicker 
than anywhere else in her body! He filled her. He stuffed and 
packed her with hot, gorged cock. She could feel every small 
throb of his prick, pounding there as it was crammed deeply 
up her back. 

And then she relaxed. 

She quaked as each thick inch slowly extracted itself from 
her asshole. Like a tree trunk of flesh, it moved from her, 
leaving a hungry hollowness in its wake. Inch-by-slow-inch, 
he pulled from her. Inch-by-pulsating-inch, she moaned and 
ached for it. 

Then he was slicing back into her rectum, filling and packing 
her to the brim once again. Hard and demanding, he drilled 
her. The tight, slick walls of her ass strained around the 
bigness that she accepted. Poling the full length of his sex 
into her ass, she felt the tickling nest of his pubic hairs 
nestling at the curves of her buttocks and the dangling sac 
of his testicles slapping lightly against her. 

The fiery heat flared through his pounding shaft as he pulled 
free once again. He moaned as the flames lashed along and 
around his cock. He groaned as he slid from the velvet-lined 
tunnel, his balls seething with their heavy load. 

He worked in a slow steady rhythm, letting her accustom 
herself to the swollen brand of his sex, allowing her body to 
prepare itself for the poling that she knew from past 
experiences would eventually come. 

Taking up that slow, gentle pace of his cock, her hips rocked 
back and forth, much to the pleasure of the dark-haired 



lover who was still joined to the blonde via the transfigured 
prick. The younger witch fell into the in and out sluicing of 
her quivering cunt. Her hips gently rose and fell to accept 
the thickness that slid into the depths of her hungry pussy, 
then lurched its way outward. 

Suddenly the wizard plunged forward. 

The thick, blood-gorged length of his prod stabbed sharply 
between the sexy buttocks and speared deeply into the 
veela's asshole. 

Fleur's head jerked up, a disarray of blonde strands flying 
wildly. She grunted under the impact, her breath jarred free 
from her lungs. Her hands clawed into the bed as he shafted 
into her depths. 

But she took it! 

Took every unyielding inch of the hardened javelin of flesh 
he wedged into the tight socket of her ass. 

As did Hermione! 

The younger witch's eyes snapped opened as the thickness 
of the transfigured cock slammed into the deep harbor of 
her belly. Her lips writhed in pleasure as an excited hiss of 
wanton desire rushed from her lungs. 

Still holding the soft, trembling half-moons of her haunches 
spread before him, he abruptly jerked out, groaning under 
the searing heat that licked at his cock. His hips jumped 
forward again to plunge his rod further up the smoothness of 
her back channel. 


Again she took it! 



He plowed into her fiery interior, burying his hugely swollen 
prick completely up her asshole. His crotch slammed into 
her buttocks, jarring her and her transfigured cock forward. 
Her hands clutched even harder into the bed, trying 
desperately to maintain her half-standing, half-leaning 
position above the dark brown witch under her. 

The fever of his desire built within him; an explosive force 
that drove him in and out of the gripping sheath in a violent 
piston-like action. In and out he lunged into the intensely 
tight hole of her rear channel, grinding himself into the 
volcanic recesses of her ass. 

Her body rocked as he reamed his way through her opened 
rear. Yet her hips worked in time with his. She bucked back 
and forth to accept the thorough fucking he was now giving 
her. She ached for the white-hot fire he seared into the 
depths of her bowels. She begged for the brutal, forceful 
shafting that slammed into her again and again. 

Beneath her, Hermione writhed and bucked. Her hot snatch 
was filled with the reaction poling of the transfigured cock. 
Her urgency was growing as the thick hose of transfigured 
cock sliced in and out of her greedy body. 

Her thighs throbbed under the pounding impact of the dildo. 
For the second time that night, she came. Moaning and 
groaning as her hands brutally squeezed into the softness of 
the tits she clutched. Her body twisted and turned as she 
rose into the sensual oblivion of climax. 

And when she at last descended from the heights of her 
pleasure, new waves of sensations lashed through her loins 
as the continuing plummeting of the transfigured cock 
ravaged in and out of her cunt. Unable, or even unwanting 



to control herself, she soared again toward the threshold of 
orgasmic rapture. 

From behind, the wizard's still jackhammering cock lunged 
in and out of the soft, smooth rectal channel of the veela's 
sexy ass. Like a rutting stag, he plunged his adamantine rod 
of pleasure into the squeezing confines of her anus. 
Groaning, he wrenched himself free and the marvelous heat 
of her bowels flared around his shaft, searing over the 
aching head of his cock. 

He thudded into her now, jarring her with each ravenous 
stroke of his plummeting penis. Over and over, he invaded 
her ass and she took it and loved it. She bucked and threw 
her hips back to him, no longer aware of the effects her 
violent actions were having on the witch she was fucking. 
She didn't care! All she cared for was the swollen brand of 
flesh that burned its way in and out of her rear. 

She relished it. Worshipped it! Her whole body was alive 
with him. In and out, he speared into her and she felt the 
rush of mounting pleasure. Like growing waves behind a 
barricading sea wall, the increasing flood of sensations 
throbbed through the open nerve endings of her totally 
aware body. 

Out and in, Harry slammed home the hugely swollen length 
of his prick. And Fleur took it into her depths, squeezing it 
tightly as she crammed her rear muscles around him. 

She was racked with explosive power as her hips jerked back 
and forth, helping him skewer her even more fully. It 
throbbed and seared. It sizzled with its heat. It burned and 
ached. In and out, out and in, he rammed and slammed into 
her. 



She came, crying out in urgent passion. Her body tensed as 
the whirlwinds of pleasure screamed and lashed. She 
moaned and writhed as she rushed head on into the 
welcoming arms of orgasmic oblivion. 

The snugness of her asshole tightened even harder around 
him. She held him like a vise. He could feel her squeezing it 
out of him. His come, hot and boiling, like liquid fire. He felt 
it spout up from his balls and burn its way through the 
already flaming length of his cock. He groaned as the 
burning load leaped outward, searing over the ass-gripped 
crown of his shaft. He quaked as his muscles gave way to the 
soul-wrenching pleasure of release. 

Spurt after spurt of penned-up sexual cream blasted out 
from his balls. He coated the velvet-lined channel of her 
back with a new lining of hot, thick sperm and semen. He 
emptied himself into her with glush after glush of come. 

Then clung to her, his arms wrapped around her waist for 
support. 

And below the quivering, gratefully locked together bodies 
of Harry and Fleur, a forgotten dark brown-haired lover 
writhed and twisted, lost in the fourth climax that had 
racked her body that evening. 

Drained and exhausted, the threesome fell to the bed in a 
writhing pile of desirable flesh. They kissed each other 
gratefully, paying little mind to who they kissed, or to what 
sex their partner was. Gently, with caressing tenderness, 
their hands moved lovingly over the nakedness of their 
three bodies, exploring and probing. 

All this occurred while the spectator watched from the other 
side of the one-way mirror opening into that bedroom... 
who's? Cho had idea. 



More than somewhat amazed by the threesome's complete 
sexual abandon, Cho watched, still unable to draw her eyes 
away from the sexy scene that she knew she would be 
sharing in, had it not been for that less than an inch 
thickness of glass that kept her from them. Her body ached 
to feel Harry's monster cock or Fleur's mouth. She would 
have been more than grateful for Hermione's expertly 
fondling fingers or even the thickness of that transfigured 
cock still glued or strapped or what ever to Fleur's waist. 

In the past she had wondered about sex with another witch. 
Now she knew. She knew that if the chance presented itself, 
she would enter the arms of another witch with the same 
aroused feelings that were now flooding her body. She felt 
no shame at the self-admission. Her body was too laden with 
the lust the threesome had flamed within her. She wanted 
sex. She wanted to be taken and used. She wanted the 
desires that washed through her loins to be released and set 
free. 

Two hands, coming from behind her, suddenly grasped the 
heaving globes of her robe-covered breasts! She gasped and 
jerked upright, startled by the fondling palms that 
lasciviously rolled the veiled mounds of her tits. 

“Phantom?" she gasped again, hoping and wishing for the 
familiar sound of that wonderfull lover she had earlier and 
done all those fantastic things to her. 

“Yes," he whispered. 

Relief coursed through her body. Despite her embarrassment 
at having been caught window peeking, she leaned back 
resting in his arms. He felt good. Even with his startling 
method of announcing himself, she was glad he had come to 
her. She needed him. She needed him to take her! 



“Where did you disapeared?" she moaned-whispered, her 
eyes closing as his hands worked their magic on her breasts. 

His lips lightly kissed the exposed nape of her neck, then 
moved his tongue to her ear, flicking over the tempting 
morsel of her lobe, “I had a show to watch. This is the best 
show in the entire castle." 

She moaned, long and low. This is what she wanted and 
needed. Right here in this dim lit alcove. No waiting to walk 
back down the passage to her bedroom and the over-sized 
bed she had there. She wanted him now again and he knew 
it. And from the thick bulge that strained at the front of his 
pants and pressed at her buttocks, she knew he wanted the 
same thing. 

Light and teasing his tongue darted over her ear, sending 
shivering thrills of delight through her. She moaned again 
and snuggled back into Phantom's arm, worshipping the 
secure feel of his body. This was the real thing. Harry, Fleur 
and Hermione had been real too, but not like this! This she 
could touch! This mouth was there taunting at her ear. And 
these hands were on her breasts, actually fondling her with 
their gently massaging fingers. 

New shivery sensations shot through her body as she felt the 
silken smoothness of her robe slowly part and slide over the 
firm globes of her breasts, rubbing delightfully at the stiff 
aching hardness of her nipples. 

Her eyes fluttered open for a brief second, just enough to 
glimpse into the bedroom and see Fleur and Hermione 
busily using their hands to bring Harry's cock back to its full 
monster size. Then she closed her eyes again and lost 
herself in the marvelous tingling sensations that filled her as 
his hands cupped beneath her bared breasts. 



Softly manipulating, his hands drifted around the under 
curves of her pink tits, as if feeling out their true 
proportions. It was a gentle massage that eventually worked 
around the broad circumferences of the fleshy mounds. The 
feel of his hands on her body was exquisite. Fresh waves of 
deliciously tingling thrills suffused from her breasts 
throughout her whole body. Moaning softly, she snuggled 
back even more, resting in the arms that surrounded her. 

In a barely brushing movement, his palms circled the 
bountiful bulges of her tits. Slowly, ever so slowly in a 
taunting, teasing fashion, he worked. Upward and around his 
hands spiralled, his skin lightly kissing the summery heat 
that radiated from the gentle curves of her flesh. Again she 
wiggled back, her breath hissing under the tantalizing 
manipulations. Her chest heaved as her breathing became 
labored and aroused. 

Then his palms were hovering over the coral buds of her 
nipples. She could feel the warmth soothingly suffusing from 
his hands and mingling with her own sexual heat. He 
brushed cajolingly over the erect, rubbery points of flesh, his 
mouth dropping to her neck as she groaned with mounting 
excitement. 

There was nothing abrupt about his movements. Everything 
was natural and flowed together. His hands closed over her 
breasts and lovingly squeezed into their pliant firmness, 
eliciting even more moany little sounds of pleasure from her 
lips. 

Gently he kneaded, molding her flesh under his wonderfully 
exciting fingers. After earlier, she had never doubted that he 
knew her body and how to give her what she wanted and 
needed. But this was fantastic. A slowly building explosion 
inched higher and higher in her willing and ready body. 



With more pressure now, his hands kneaded into the fleshy 
globes of her tits. He squeezed and rolled their pillowy 
shapes against her chest, then pressed them down into her 
so that their roundness pancaked out from under his palms. 

He wasn't rushing her or himself. His fingers maneuvered 
their way back along the sleek, sloping path to her nipples. 
Gently, he tapped the erect tips and again a sharp in- 
rushing hiss of aroused pleasure came from her lips, filling 
the small alcove. 

Around and around, the tantalizing digits circled the 
hardened buds of flesh, creating all sorts of fantastic sexual 
friction that burned, ached, throbbed and aroused all in the 
same instant. His fingers scissored around the taut buttons, 
their pinkness glowing red with desire. 

His all-knowing hands moved away from her breasts and 
drifted with titillating determination down over the 
quivering flatness of her belly. She groaned now, pushing 
herself harder against his supporting body, wiggling her 
flaring curved buttocks against the swollen bulge in his 
pants, tempting him, urging him, luring his fingers even 
further downward. 

She sucked her breath in a sharp, deep hiss of excitement, 
when his fingertips finally brushed into the silky, curling 
triangle of her pubic moss. Slowly he weaved lower, his 
finger finding the moist cleft of her loins and running down 
the dipping slit. 

Up and down the lubricious lips of her sex his inciting digit 
glided, but refused to slide into the pulsing slash of her cunt 
He teased her, taunted her, toyed with her body, until her 
pelvis moved in a slow motion gyration to match his playful 
touch. 



Then and only then, did he wiggle his finger up into her 
pussy. 

She groaned, pressing herself closely to him. She accepted 
the tickling probings of his finger for what it was meant to 
be - an exciting appetizer to the main course that would 
soon come. 

She was wet inside. She could feel the sexual juices that 
flooded the heated hole of her sex and she could hear the 
wet sounds his finger made as it slowly pumped in and out 
of her. 

Like a small cock, he worked his delving digit into her pussy 
and she loved it. She relished each dipping, twirling motion 
he made. She trembled as his finger crammed into her cunt 
at an ever increasing pace. He twisted and turned, then 
slipped another finger into her vagina, packing her that 
much fuller. She groaned and ground her pelvis down on the 
double digital impalement of her sex. 

Then there was another finger, tauntingly gliding along the 
moist crease of her labia. It dipped between the plump 
pouted outer lips and inquisitively tapped at the extending 
nubbin of her clit. There was no moan this time. She 
groaned, long and low and filled with the growing 
desperation of her desire. 

Taunting playfully, his fingertips caressed the excited bud of 
pleasure as his two other fingers fucked their way in and out 
of her juice-filled cunt. He rolled the delicate bud and circled 
it. He fondled and fingered it until her groans filled the room 
and she was afraid that her whimpers would finally bring the 
attention of the threesome still involved in their sexual romp 
in the bedroom. 


“Please,” she groaned. ”1 need you. Please I need this!” 



Her hand reached behind her and clamped onto the still 
covered length of the Phantom's cock. He grunted and drove 
his fingers hard up into her hot pussy, increasing the driving 
strokes of their fucking motion. 

"Please!" she pleaded. "I want your cock. I want you to fuck 
me!" Abruptly he pulled his hands away from her wanton 
sex, his fingers sucking wetly from her body. His mouth 
returned to her ear, kissing her once more, gently. 

"Lean over," he whispered in that deep, husky Voice, that 
spoke of his own arousal and made her cunt flow even 
harder. 

Doing as he directed, she leaned over, using her hands to 
support herself on the window ledge-like frame that 
surrounded the one-way mirror. The position gave her a clear 
view of the activities in the other room. 

Hermione was now getting her share of her boyfriend's cock, 
a whole face full, as it were. Her lips were firmly wrapped 
around the fat stalk of his manhood as she lay on her 
stomach, her face buried in the bright redness of his pubic 
hairs. The hot, dark brown-haired witch's cheek hollowed 
deeply as her head moved up and down on the rigid manly 
rod. 

Harry's mouth was far more active. His pink, glistening 
tongue was lapping vigorously through the silvery blonde 
hairs that brushed over the veela's cunt. Cho could see him 
lapping up and swallowing the glistening juices that flowed 
from the pink lips, then spear his tongue into the waiting 
pussy. 

She couldn't see Fleur's face because the blonde-headed 
witch once more had her head buried between Hermione's 
creamy thighs. 



Their willing bodies formed a triangle - a love triangle, Cho 
couldn't help but think as she stood, positioned for the 
Phantom and the cock she desperately wanted and needed. 

From behind her, she heard the curt sound of his zipper and 
the rustle of his pants as he pulled them from his legs. There 
was the padded sound of bare feet and then the hardness of 
his prick pushing against one of the round curves of her 
buttocks. 

She felt his hands reach down and lift the veiling bottom of 
her robe and fold it over her back so they hung above her 
hips, exposing the half-moons of her ass. The air felt cool 
and stimulating on her heated body. 

Then his hands were on her again. Palms on her inner thighs 
opened her legs wider, then he tickled another finger into 
her cunt for a few quick strokes that only fed the flames of 
anticipation swirling within her loins. 

She felt the naked warmth of his crotch as it pressed into her 
upturned buttocks and the tickling forest of his pubic hairs. 
She groaned as the fat pole of his prick throbbed against the 
waiting lips of her cunt. His hips moved back and forth, 
gliding the length over the wanton crease of her labia, 
taunting her even further. 

His hand was between her spread thighs again. She felt his 
fingers close around his cock and the tip of his thumb 
spread the lips of her pussy as a guide for the pulsating, wet 
target he sought. 

His hips lurched! 

She groaned deeply under the full-powered impalement of 
his sex. 



Then she cried out in a startled, whimpering gasp! 

This isn't Phantom! 

His pelvis snapped briskly into the perky uptilted slopes of 
her buttocks. 

This isn't Phantom! 

Smaller, smaller than Phantom's cock, not so fat, but still a 
monster, the stranger behind her lunged the full length of 
his prick into the humid folds of her cunt. 

Who is it! What's happening to me! 

The realization that the stranger behind her, the stranger 
that was now cock-deep in the wanton hole of her sex, 
wasn't the stranger that fucked her earlier racked her mind. 
His arms wrapped around her waist and his hips snapped 
forward burying more of the hardness of his shaft within her 
belly. 

"Ohhhh!" she heard herself moan, embarrassed and 
ashamed of her wanton lust. 

She moaned again as the fatness of his prick eased back a 
bit, slithering out of the juice-filled channel of her vagina. 
Then his pelvis jerked forward, sinking his length into the 
liquid warmth of her pussy. 

Scream, she thought, but the most her mouth could manage 
was an incoherent, “Ahhhggghhh!" 

What's happening to me? she shouted to herself. Some 
stranger... another stranger is raping you, and you can't 
even call for help! And all was happening only in the time 
span of not more then three hours. 



No! she answered herself, I can't call for help. Because I 
don't know who ELSE would come? 

"Ahhhhhhh!" she groaned, as the thickness that was packed 
into her once more eased out, then drove back into her body. 

You dont want to scream for help! she continued the mental 
conflict that raged in her brain. You want it! You want to be 
fucked again! 

The squeezing muscles of her oh so vulnerable vagina spoke 
the truth. They clamped down on the unfamiliar intruder, 
clinging to the fullness that thrilled her. 

Whore! You cock hungry bitch! You don't care that you're 
being fucked by some unknown, unseen wizard! All you care 
about is that cock! That fat cock that's fucking your pussy! 
No Phantom's size, but still a very close replica. 

“Harder, Phantom!" she moaned, hoping at least to conceal 
her discovery from the wizard behind her, hoping to hide the 
wanton, shameless lust she was feeling for this second 
stranger she had never even seen, “Deeper! Fuck me 
deeper!" 

The swollen shaft of his prick drove in, slamming its 
satisfying fullness into her body. She grunted under the 
heavy impact and whimpered as her throbbing cunt begged 
for more. 

Which is exactly what he gave her! 

His hands gripped tightly at her hips, his pelvis jerked back 
and forth in a rapid series of powerful lunges. His cock 
shafted in and out of her belly, sluicing through the humid 
channel in a searing, uneven rhythm. 



“Merlin!” she heard herself moaning despite herself. "Oh, 
sweet Merlin! It's good! Bloody damn good!” 

Her thighs ached, throbbing unmercifully. Her long view of 
the bedroom activities and his more than arousing 
manipulations of her body were too much for her. Lust! Her 
body was one sheer force of unleashed lust! 

Though she told herself she didn't want to, her hips began 
moving with each driving jerk of his hips. She helped him. 
She helped him feed his cock into her body. She helped him 
fuck her wanton pussy like a dog takes a bitch in heat. 

He slammed back into her. The thickness of his shaft drilled 
deep, straining into the pink folds of her pulsing vagina, 
stretching the tightness of the channel to accommodate his 
size. 

Her ass bucked back, slapping into his crotch. She 
shuddered with pleasure, as she accepted the swollen rod 
that crammed into her. Whoever it was behind her, he 
wasn't brutal, just virile, driving deep and hard. And he 
hadn't threatened her. He had just taken advantage of the 
situation. After all, she had begged and pleaded with him to 
fuck her. And that was exactly what he was doing. 

The ponderous mass of his prick slid free. Her muscles 
clamped down in a vain attempt to hold the flowering knob 
of his glans. She moaned and trembled, realizing that she 
was enjoying it. She was enjoying being poled from behind 
by another wizard she didn't know. Her whole body quaked 
with excitement as she relaxed and prepared herself for the 
next fleshy invasion. 

It came, big and hard, spearing into the heated recesses of 
her aching pussy. Her pelvis jerked back and wiggled around 
the massive stalk of manmeat, squeezing the youthfulness 



of her love channel around it. She heard him grunt with 
pleasure and felt a strange satisfaction course through her 
body, adding to the thrills that already whipped at her. 

He wrenched himself free from the clinging moistness of her 
sexual sheath, then drew himself back into the hot pocket of 
flesh. Their bodies thudded together, ass to crotch. They 
grunted and moaned as they worked together, fanning the 
flames of passion that licked within them. 

In and out, she accepted his strong steady rhythm. 

Out and in, he lunged the bigness of his cockshaft into the 
upturned slash of her belly. 

Then his arms were around her once again. And his fingers 
were delving between the splayed lips of her love mound. 

She groaned as he found the bud of pleasure his fingertips 
searched for. Her body quaked with sensual tremors of 
delight. He touched and rolled the excited little nubbin of 
her clit. 

Lunging, thrusting, drilling and spearing his cock lashed in 
and out of her body. Around and around his fingers worked 
her clit. 

She came. Her whole body exploded as the white-hot light of 
passion flared, throwing her into the heavens of ecstasy. Her 
legs and arms quaked, doing their damnedest to maintain 
the body they supported, as she threw herself back into the 
wizard, impaling herself fully on the pole of flesh sporting 
from his groin. 

Wave after wave of soul-shattering pleasure broke over her, 
washing their marvelous sensations through her body. She 
felt her legs crumble and her body slowly collapse and fall to 



the floor. She groaned as the thickness that had been 
packed into her slithered free, leaving her empty. 

Unable to move, she lay on the stone floor panting and 
moaning as she rode atop the swirling winds of ecstasy. 

After what seemed like hours of endless sensual explosions, 
Cho floated downward, touching earth and regaining control 
of her body. Shakily, she pushed herself to her knees and 
glanced behind her. 

A confused feeling of disappointment and relief flooded her. 
He was gone! Vanished back to wherever he had come from. 
She shivered and pulled the thin robe back around her body. 

A glistening stream of thickness that oozed from the lips of 
her sex was the only evidence she had that he had ever 
been there to begin with; a pearly stream of seeping sperm 
and semen, the only evidence that he had achieved the 
release that he had brought to her. 

Her body still trembling, she slowly rose and retraced her 
way down the blue flame torches lit passage. After five 
minutes, the blue flame she had placed at the entrance to 
her bedroom had been a good idea. It led her toward her 
room and the secret panel that opened into the closet. 

Once back in the relative security of her bedroom, she 
hastily dislodged her shoe and pulled the panel closed, then 
got out of the closet. 

It all seemed dreamlike now. The passage, Harry, Fleur, and 
Hermione and the second Phantom who had taken her, all of 
them a dream. But the still quivering mouth of her love 
mound told her it had been real. She shivered again, unsure 
whether the reaction was one of relief or excitement. 



In a daze, she stumbled into the bathroom and quickly and 
for a second time that evening turned the knobs of the 
shower full blast. The water was like tiny fingers massaging 
her, bringing her back to reality and at the same time 
soothing and relaxing her. 

Feeling refreshed, but definitely tired, she toweled herself 
dry and climbed into the cushiony softness of the over-sized, 
her mind a jumble of activity. She tried to sort the events out 
in her mind, but with little success. The more she thought 
about the incidents the more exciting it was to her. 

They both had been the best lovers ever. They both known 
what she wanted and had given it to her. They had worried 
about her pleasure as well as their own. 

She shivered again. This time there was no doubt in her 
mind, it had been excitement. Not something she would 
want to happen every day, but definitely exciting. 

Yet... who were they? 

And would she tell Blaise? Would she dare tell him? 

The questions echoed over and over in her mind as the 
comforting security of sleep slowly crept over her, leaving 
the answers lost in the darkness... 


Chapter 55 - Cho finds something else 

Cho Chang couldn't resist to explore the secret passage to 
it's fullest extent the next day. And that's exactly what she 
did the next evening after classes, after she said goodnight 
to Blaise in a very special way. But even after that, when she 
came back to her dormroom she was still hotter then a 




firecracker. Excited, she went exploring. But to her surprise, 
she didn't find nothing more. 


The other way of the passage, the dark way she didn't took 
yesterday night, finished about a hundred feet later behind 
a big statue that was in a corridor near the entrance to the 
Head Boy and Girl dormitory. So, she went the other way 
again. 

Arriving back at the entrance into her closet, she examined 
how it was made. She was surprised when she found out 
that it was freshly made using some transfiguration spells. 
Freshly made, not older then a day or two. In another week, 
it would revert back to just a stone wall that was behind her 
closet or depending on the strength of the wizard that made 
it. How the bloody hell they or he or what ever knew to make 
a hole in the secret passage that led right in her closet? 

When she arrived where she was last night, she looked for 
the same transfiguration signs and there too... it was the 
same. 

Going further down, after that secret viewing room, she 
arrived near the end of the secret passage after just another 
couple of hundred feet. And like on the other end, there was 
a giant statue that was guarding the entrance. Opening it, 
she found herself right in the prefects tower, near the 
entrance to the floor where there were the bedrooms of the 
sixth year prefects. 

So... that means that the room she watched in last night, it 
was Hermione's and Harry's bedroom in the prefects tower. 
After more thinking, she arrived at the conclusion that the 
secret passage was just another secret passage around this 
old castle. Nothing more. The entrance behind her closet 
and the viewing room into Harry and Hermione's bedroom 



were something very recent. One or two days old. And it will 
retransfigure back into just another stone wall in a week or 
two or more, depending on the power of the wizard that 
transfigured them. And adding that vocal cords 
transfiguration spell, the caster sure was powerfull enough. 
Who was this Phantom? Or were they two? It had to be... last 
night she wasn't fucked just by one Phantom. Two of them 
responded to the same name. 

The mystery sure was getting more complicated. Returning 
back again to the viewing room, she watched that drapery... 
and especially the place where she got a sensational fuck. 
She didn't knew how, but she had a big suspicion that the 
wizard from the other side of the two way mirror had 
something to do with Phantom. Somehow, after seeing that 
monster dick of his last night... made her think that he 
might be the first Phantom. But she wasn't sure... hmmm... 
somehow she might have to try it. Could she? Would she? 

Suddenly, Cho Chang couldn't resist not to sneak a pick 
under the drapery. And when she looked into the bedroom, 
she damned near fainted at what she saw. She was shocked 
and stunned but, as a voyeur, she was thrilled to the core. 
Both, Harry and Hermione were already naked in their 
bedroom. Harry was standing beside the dresser. His hips 
were jammed forward so that his massive prick towered 
straight up before his lean belly. A pair of bikini panties 
hung like a limp flag from his cockshaft. His cockhead was 
bloated and flushed a dark purple. His scumbags were 
enormous with a load. And it was hard for Cho to tear her 
eyes off that mouth-watering, pussy dripping sight. And his 
girlfriend provided an equally fascinating eyeful. 

Hermione had what Fleur had last night... a transfigured 
monster prick about the same size as Harry's jutting out 
from her groin. She was parading up and down the room in 



all her naked sexxy glory with that transfigured prick 
guiding her way, putting on a little performance for her 
boyfriend. Her firm tits swayed slightly, the rosy tips 
standing out swollen and hard. Her heart-shaped ass glided 
back and forth and she jerked her hips in a fucking 
movement, shoving the huge transfigured prick up and 
down before her loins. The naughty witch was giggling 
excitedly, knowing how much she was turning her boyfriend 
on and getting turned on herself by her performance. Like 
their peeper, she was obviously an exhibitionist - and a 
voyeur. 

The sight was so erotic that Cho began to whimper. She held 
a hand to her mouth to stifle the sounds, not wanting her 
presence to be known. Then she remembered that they 
couldn't hear her from the other side of the two way mirror. 
She felt hypnotized by the sight and she wanted to see 
more. 

Her fevered gaze turned from Hermione to Harry, and back 
again, thrilled equally by both. She adored big cocks, and 
Harry had a whopper, while Hermione, so beautiful and hot 
and sexxy, was fitted out with that very real life transfigured 
prick, a girl-boy image of pure fantasy. Around school, Cho 
knew Hermione to be a very powerfull witch, very good at 
magic and at learning. She never knew another witch that 
like learning magic as the gryffindor witch. She was 
practically an encyclopedia of magic spells. And being very 
beautiful in her own right made her very popular and many 
male students would give their right arm just to date her. To 
bad that she and Harry were so close... first as bestfriends... 
and now as a couple. But not even in her wildest dreams, did 
Cho ever imagined that the beautiful bookworm was so 
kinky. Seeing her strapped with that transfigured prick was 
the stuff of dark dreams, a voyeur a delight, an image that 
was causing Cho's tongue to tingle and salivate and her 



cunt to bubble and simmer like a volcano crater starting to 
erupt with a hot lava flow. 

Harry, gaping at his girlfriend, wrapped his fist around his 
cockshaft and gave a pull. 

Hermione laughed and responded by folding her own fist 
around the transfigured prick, stroking up and down the 
stalk, emulating her boyfriend's frigging action. She moved 
up close to him. boyfriend and girlfriend stood belly to belly 
and prick to prick, both pumping their respective tools. 
Hermione's sweet ass swung and she thrust the transfigured 
cock in and out. 

The transfigured prick was so long that the head was nearly 
looming up in front of Hermione's tits. The gryff witch slid 
her hand up the shaft and rubbed the colomn of transfigured 
flesh against her nipples and nudged it into her deep 
cleavage. Then she lowered her dark brown head, watching 
Harry to judge his reaction. Her tongue pushed out and she 
began to lick at the head of the rubber cock as it came 
squeezing out from between her tits. Harry moaned, rubbing 
up and down his own cock. Then Hermione ducked her head 
lower and sucked her cockhead into her mouth. 

“Ununm," she purred, as her slobber poured down the long 
rod and her lips pulled on the tip. 

Cho swayed, dizzy with desire. Seeing Hermione sucking on 
it was driving the ravenclow crazy. She was hoping 
Hermione would be fucked by Harry's monster prick while 
the transfigured cock was still there where it was. That sure 
would be a sight. 

“Merlin, Mione, I gotta get off," Harry croaked. His fist began 
to fly up and down on his smoldering cock. Spunk oozed out, 
sliming the tip around his pisshole. Hermione stared at his 



cockhead, trembling at the sight, her eyes crossing as she 
gazed. She looked thoughtful. Was she going to suggest that 
they do more than mutually masturbate? Or did Hermione 
want to fuck her boyfriend? 

Then Hermione whispered, “Yeah, pump your fuckjuice out, 
Harry, and then you can fuck my pussy with your big prick, 
okay?" 

Harry nodded furiously, ready to agree to do anything, his 
hand stroking up and down on his prick so fast that his hand 
was a mere blur. Hermione stood right in front of him, 
squirming. His dripping cockhead was aimed like a howitzer 
at her tits. She arched her back, thrusting her tits closer. She 
was still holding onto the transfigured cockshaft, her hand 
not moving now, gripping as if for support as she swayed. 

Harry jammed his hips out, fucking through his fist as he 
pumped away. He wasn't coming yet, but the head of his 
prick was streaming with preliminary juice. Thick, frothy 
drops sprayed from the purple cock. 

“Ooooh, shoot on my tits," Hermione moaned. “Squirt your 
hot, thick fuckjuice all over me." 

They stood close together, but they hadn't touched each 
other yet. But why? Was this a game for them? It didn't 
matter... because it sure was a thrilling sight. She reached 
under her school skirt and cupped her steaming cunt, 
holding herself, rubbing slowly, waiting for Harry to cream 
before she did. 

Now Hermione began to stroke her own cock again, as if she, 
too, were jerking off, in rhythm with her boyfriend. His fist 
flew up and down, Hermione's hand pumped away and Cho 
began clawing at her cunt. “Come, Harry," Hermione rasped. 
“Cream my tits." 



Although Hermione wasn't touching her pussy, cuntjuice 
was pouring down the insides of her thighs in foaming 
ribbons. 

Cho's cunt was flooding even more, cuntjuice pooling in her 
palm and dripping from her fingers. Her ass churned as she 
ground her cunt against her hand. 

Hermione's ass was corkscrewing as she stabbed her own 
cock in and out,. Harry gave a strangled cry and his prick 
bucked, almost throwing his hand off. 

"Gonna shoot!" he wailed. 

"Ooooh, give it to me!" Hermione gasped. His fist slammed 
down to the root of his cock shaft and his face twisted in a 
grimace of lust. A great gout of cock spume shot out of his 
pisshole. The creamy stuff splashing on his girlfriend's tits, 
pouring down her tit mounds and swirling the rosy tips. She 
gurgled with the joy of feeling her boyfriend's steaming 
fuckjuice jet onto her flesh. Harry pumped another spurt out. 
His cum hit the top slopes of her tits and slipped down her 
cleavage. Hermione swayed and squirmed as she basked 
under this slimy shower. A wad of jism splattered in the 
hollow of her throat, streaming on down her breastbone. 
Another hot dose cascaded onto the head of Hermione's 
cock and poured down the column, lubricating it as her hand 
pumped up and down, so that it looked as if her cock was 
coming, too. 

Hermione wee waked with cum all down the front of her 
body. She wriggled and squirmed, continuing to frig her 
cock in a simulated jerk off. 

Behind the two way mirror, Cho sank to her knees, her legs 
trembling, as her pussy dissolved in a wild orgasm. 



Harry cried out like a beast in torment as he jerked another 
huge jet from his cock and balls. It caused the lad to jolt 
back on the recoil. Another dose hosed out as his ass flew 
back. His scumbags swung out, drained now and flopping 
like an empty wineskin. The last of his joyjuice oozed out in 
a trickle and ran down onto his cockshaft, where his fist was 
still pumping frantically away. 

He leaned back against the dresser, his eyes glazed, his lips 
squared back from his teeth in a grimace. His prick was still 
standing, huge and hard. 

Hermione waited for a moment, to make sure that every 
sweet drop had been frigged from her boyfriend's balls. Her 
eyes were glowing, her belly and tits drenched. His fuckjuice 
felt as hot and thick as melted lead. The naughty witch 
stroked her slippery cock again, then cupped her soaking 
tits in her hands, rubbing the cum into the tit mounds, 
kneading the nipples with slime. She slid an open hand 
down her flat belly, working jism into her overheated skin. A 
trickle had seeped down into her dark brown cunt mound, 
and she rubbed herself there, too, her palm cupping her 
triangle and her fingers slipping into her open pussy slot. 
Harry gazed at her more horny then ever as she worked his 
jism into her flesh. 

Hermione raised her hand close to her face and stared at the 
creamy cum coating her palm. Her tongue slid across her 
trembling lips. The gryff witch had never been so hot before, 
she was abandoned to her lust. She ducked her head down 
and began to lap her boyfriend's jism out of her palm. 

"Holy shit, Mione," he croaked. 

His balls were drained but, as he watched his girlfriend 
licking up his slime, his prick gave a mighty jolt, the meat 



still rock hard even though drained. 


The peeper reacted the same as she saw Hermione tonguing 
up her boyfriend's scum. Cho had just creamed on her hand 
but her pussy was starting to smolder again and her love 
bud was like a stick of dynamite. Holding her cunt in her 
hand, as if to contain her desire, she waited, kneeling beside 
the two way mirror, wondering what those kinky gryffindors 
were going to do next and eagerly awaiting the sight. 

“Wanna fuck me with this prick, now?" 

Hermione whispered, giving her prick a jerk, then reached 
back to unfasten an invisible harness. The straps fell down 
her thighs and became visible and she held her slippery 
prick, that transformed back into a rubber tool, out to her 
boyfriend. 

“I'd rather fuck you with my own prick," he moaned. “Bloody 
hell, Mione, I need some pussy bad." 

“I know," Hermione said, looking at his huge cock wistfully. 
“But now I like to try it this way." 

Suddenly her pretty face brightened as a wonderful thought 
came to her. 

“Sure was pretty hot with Fleur last night... " she said. 

Harry nodded, frowning slightly, wondering what his 
girlfriend was getting at. 

“Earlier... at lunch... she told me she couldn't wait for the 
evening to come..." Hermione grinned. 

Harry grinned back, as did Cho, who wanted another show 
like last night. 



“Suppose I give her a mirror call and ask her to come here 
real fast..." Hermione suggested. “Maybe convince her that I 
need her help with my... mmmmm... homework... Fleur 
knows so many... mmmm... studying... tricks..." 

Harry grinned hugely and nodded. 

Hermione, still clutching the cum-soaked fuck-stick, 
bounced over to the bedside nightstand and picked up her 
mirror. She called Fleur and waited, rubbing the cock against 
her tits, radiant with expectation. Harry gave his prick a few 
pulls and Cho slid a couple fingers up her creamy pussy. 

“Hi, Fleur," Hermione said. She paused, listening, then said, 
“My boyfriend and I are fooling around together and we 
thought you might like to join us. We got your rubber cock 
and..." She paused as the other witch spoke. She frowned 
momentarily, then smiled, giving Harry a nod and a wink. 
“Okay, don't be too long," she said, and put the mirror back 
to where she took it. 

“She coming?" Harry asked. 

“Not now. She was working at something for Halloween..." 
Hermione giggled. “She said she was making a costume... 
but if I know her, she'll make a hot kitty costume... or a 
kinky ghost... or something like that..." then she gave her 
boyfriend a smoldering look. “While we're waiting, we can 
have some fun together, okay?" 

“Yeah, Mione," Harry rasped. 

And Cho blinked and frowned thoughtfully, as Hermione's 
words registered. Then the ravenclaw smiled. 

Fleur maybe will be arriving, in disguise. And if the veela 
was wearing a disguise, no one knew who she was, right? 



And what those two didn't know, wouldn't hurt them. 


Hermione was curled upon the bed and Harry was moving 
toward her, cock first. 

Cho lingered for a moment, hating to miss out on any of the 
action. But if her plan worked, she would soon be a part of 
that action. She tore her eyes away from the scene and went 
down the secret passage to the end of it. Panting in 
anticipation, delighted by her naughty scheme, Cho 
undressed from all her school clothes and transfigured them 
into a bed sheet with two eyeholes. Then put it on. This way, 
she just had that bedsheet on and nothing more was 
covering her hot body. She was satisfied that no one could 
possibly know who was lurking under the sheet. 

Puting a silencing charm on her feet, she started to walk out 
of the secret passage, then paused. 

She had forgotten a very important part of her costume. She 
had put two eyeholes but she had neglected one for her 
mouth, and naughty Cho certainly wanted access to her 
mouth. She pulled the sheet off her face and used her wand 
to put a third hole lower down. She was still an unknown 
ghost, with two holes out of which to see the juicy sights and 
a third hole into which juicy things could pass. 

Smiling behind her mask, knowing that what she was going 
to do was wicked, but wanting it all the more because of 
that, Cho left the secret passage and moved back down the 
corridor, toward the entrance to the sixth year prefects floor. 
Having corned here before once, she knew the password and 
then which one was Harry and Hermione's bedroom door. 

Opening it and closing it, she could hear Harry groaning and 
Hermione whimpering and the bedsprings squeaking under 



them. What naughty students they were! They sure were 
having a ball, she thought, with a touch of excitement. 


As eager as she was to joining the action. Cho was still a 
voyeur at heart and she stayed in the shadows near the 
bedroom door, to enjoy another look before she joined in. 

Hermione was sprawled out, her legs wide apart and Harry 
was kneeling at her flank, holding her pussy spread open 
with one hand and slowly inching the long rubber prick up 
herfuckhole with the other. He had about half of the hard 
stalk up her, but he wasn't shoving it all the way in yet, he 
was frigging in and out, feeding her slow, steady strokes 
that went a little deeper each time. 

Hermione wriggled deliciously each time he shoved the 
dildo into her fuckhole. Her trim, lithe body was smeared 
with cum from the hollow of her throat to her bushy dark 
brown cunt mound. The slime glistened as she squirmed, as 
if her torso had been oiled. The thick, creamy stuff had 
congealed somewhat, but now that her body was heating up 
again, it liquefied. Trickles of scum ran down into her crotch 
and slid down the slopes of her upthrust tit. 

Harry slid the rubber cock deeper, grunting, watching it 
vanish up her cunt as he knelt over her. Cho was watching 
with every bit as much interest. Hermione's cuntlips pulled 
and sucked on the sliding stalk, dragging almost inside out 
as her boyfriend pulled it back. Cuntjuice gushed from her 
pussy and lathered her groin, a dark patch spreading out on 
the sheet under her churning ass. Cho licked her lips at the 
doubly delicious sight of Harry's cum and Hermione's pussy 
cream. Her smoldering eyes felt as hot as her tongue and 
her love button. 



Oh, how positively scrumptious Hermione's cunt looked, as 
the pink lips caressed the rubber prick! 

Harry's cock, temporarily neglected, jutted out over his 
girlfriend's loins, jerking up and down as his cock muscles 
spasmed. It looked as if he was beating on her belly like a 
drum as that big rod jolted over her. His cumbags were 
pretty well filled up again now, and his pisshole was 
weeping again. 

What a shame it was that the wizard's thundering prick was 
being ignored, thought the ravenclaw witch. She smiled 
under her disguise at the certain knowledge that it wouldn't 
have to be neglected much longer. Cho was much too horny 
now to worry about her dark desires, to wonder if she might 
have regrets or misgivings after the deed was done. She 
could even rationalize the situation, in a fashion, making it 
seem as if her intervention would be saving the randy 
gryffindors from being too naughty. If they got so worked up 
fooling around together, as they obviously were getting, 
they might well wind up fucking. And fucking and sucking 
with a stranger in disguise would leave them even more 
excited then ever, if she was right about them. And testing if 
Harry was the first Phantom, was sure a good way to spend 
the evening. And if he was not... well... she will still get a 
fantastic fuck on that monster meat of his. 

They would never know that it had been their Head Girl 
under that sheet. They would probably assume that it was 
Fleur Delacour, but if they found out differently from her, 
later, they would simply assume that it had been some other 
person and taken advantage of the situation. Of course, 
Fleur, herself, might show up, but that was no problem - Cho 
would be happy to know the veela much better. 



“Yeah - yeah - fuck my cunt!" Hermione wailed, her hips 
flying and her belly pumping wildly, as her boyfriend shoved 
the rubber prick in and out of her creamy cunt. The prick 
hissed as it slid up her fuck tunnel, and her curt squished 
juicily as Harry pulled it back out. 

A glob of jism dropped from the head of his cock and 
splashed in Hermione's cunt bush. 

The gryff witch wailed and reached down, grasping his cock 
by the hilt. She began to frig up and down his fat prick, 
fingering his cock-knob at the top of the stroke. Another 
quick silvery nugget of slime oozed from his pisshole and 
she used her thumb to work it into the smoking, purple slab. 

His cockhead bubbled as his balls swelled bigger. Hermione 
scooped a few drops up and brought her hand to her lips, 
licking her boyfriend's slime from her fingers and moaning 
hungrily. Her hand flew back down, wet with her spittle, and 
grasped his prick by the shaft again. 

She stroked his prick up and down and Harry groaned, 
humping through her skimming hand. He was using the 
dildo like a lever now, prying her ass up from the bed and 
then pushing her loins down across her love button, 
wedging deeply up into her cunthole with that phallic 
crowbar. Her fuckslot was foaming heavily with the lava of 
her lust, and the seepage from his pisshole was getting 
thicker. 

Cho had to make a hard decision. 

She simply adored secretly watching them fool around, but 
she knew that they were both soaring toward the crest, 
liable to come at any moment and she wanted to join them 
for that creamy conclusion. She cupped a hand over her 
groin, fucking the sheet into her crotch, and felt her 



steaming pussy juice seep through the white cotton, a sticky 
vee shaped smear soaking through the sheet. She trembled 
all over inside her ghostly shroud. 

She took a last, lingering look at Hermione's well-stuffed 
cunt, then gazed hungrily at Harry's prick which jutted out 
from the gryff witch's fist. She was drawn to them like an 
iron filing to a magnet. With the sheet molded tight to her 
lush loins and swirling about her naked thighs, Cho slipped 
from the shadows of the bedroom and came as an unknown 
stranger into the bedroom, where the naughty gryffindors 
romped. 

Harry looked around, surprised. As he gave a little start, the 
rubber cock wedged his girlfriend's pelvis up by the 
cunthole. With her belly uplifted, Hermione stared down her 
arched body and blinked at the ghostly visitor, then giggled. 
"You sure didn't waste any time in getting here, huh, Fleur?" 
she said. "I figured you'd be keen." 

"Ummm," Cho murmured, knowing she must be careful to 
keep her voice, as well as her body, disguised. 

Harry gave her a lewd grin. 

Cho drifted towards them, her lithesome loins shifting under 
the sheet. 

"I figured you'd be wearing something sexier," Hermione 
said, hiking one hip up so that her cunthole twisted around 
on the buried rubber cock. 

Cho laughed. She slid her wet tongue out through the mouth 
hole, slowly shifting it across her lips. Then she raised the 
bottom of the sheet to her waist, baring her steaming loins, 
shooting one hip out provocatively. Tilting her belly 
upwards, she exposed her flooded cunt. 



Hermione giggled. “Yeah, that's sexy," she said. Then her 
eyes narrowed for a moment. “Gee, Fleur, I'd forgotten how 
bushy your cunt was," she remarked giggling. 

Oh-oh, thought Cho. 

But it was okay, because kinky Hermione added, “I guess I 
was always too busy sucking it to notice." 

Cho gasped, thrilled to find out that the kinky gryff witch 
was a cuntlapper. She posed that for a moment, showing 
them her tongue and her cunt. But she knew it was risky to 
stand at a distance and give them a chance to notice that 
she was taller than Fleur, and more voluptuous, and that she 
certainly didn't dare engage in any conversation. The best 
way to avoid the necessity to speak, she knew, was to have 
her mouth full! 

Still holding the sheet up, she moved to the bed and settled 
down beside them. They were both staring at her in gleeful 
anticipation. Harry was holding the fuckstick buried up 
Hermione's cunthole, but was no longer pumping in and out. 
And Hermione still had a handful of her boyfriend's prick but 
had stopped frigging. Cho reached out and took Hermione 
by the wrist, gently drawing her hand off Harry's prick. Then 
she took that iron hard cock in her own hand. Her other 
hand slid down and grasped the hilt of the dildo, where the 
leather straps draped from the bottom on the stalk. She 
gave the rubber cock a slow, rippling thrust. The straps ran 
up Hermione's thighs and the long shaft vanished in her 
cunt. Holding the dildo buried, she gave Harry's cock a 
push-pull, whimpering when she felt his prick throb in her 
hand. 

She began frigging them both with alternating strokes, 
stuffing Hermione's fuckhole and then as she pulled the 



dildo out, pumping down toward Harry's bloated balls so 
that his thick cock stood out from her fist, the knob 
pounding. Cho was delirious with desire. With both of the 
naughty gryffs in bed with her, the horny ravenclaw didn't 
know which of them she wanted first. 

She leaned across Hermione's belly, skinning back on 
Harry's cock as her masked face drew closer. Her tongue 
pushed out and lay, fluttering, underneath the huge wedge 
of his dripping purple cockhead. A dribble of scum flowed 
onto her tastebuds and Cho shuddered violently at her first 
taste of Harry's cockmeat and cum. 

She tongued his knob, then sucked it into her mouth, 
through the mouth of the ghostly shroud, nursing hungrily 
on the succulent meat. Harry groaned and humped, fucking 
his prick deep into her mouth. She knew the horny gryff was 
going to blow his wad very soon, if she kept on sucking. 
Although she was longing to swallow his fuckjuice, she 
didn't want to rush to the conclusions, not with so much 
delicious preliminary licking to be done. 

"Ooooh, you're a great cocksucker, Fleur," Harry moaned, as 
her lips pulled up his prick and more preliminary slime 
waked her tongue. 

She drew her lips away from his smoking meat and turned 
her face downward. She twisted the dildo around inside 
Hermione's fuckhole. Then she ducked lower and began to 
slurp on the dark brown witch's clit as she fucked the rubber 
cock in and out. 

Savoring the two-course feast, Cho leaned across and took a 
slurp on Harry's cockhead, then ducked down for another 
suck on Hermione's cunt. By alternating between them, Cho 
knew that she would prolong the joy of her hungry feasting. 



giving each a moment to ebb from the crest while she 
mouthed the other. She didn't know which was more 
delicious, Harry's big prick or Hermione's foaming cunt. 

Even before she had milked either of them off this first time, 
the oversexed ravenclaw was scheming for the future - 
wondering how many masquerade parties she could give 
without making anyone suspicious. 

Whimpering and slobbering, she nursed on Harry's 
throbbing cockhead with relish, then dragged her lips away 
and slurped with gusto on Hermione's pussy. Cuntjuice 
poured down the rubber shaft of the dildo and she slid her 
tongue up, gathering the sweet nectar up. Harry slid his 
hand down and cupped the cheek of her firm, grinding ass, 
pulling her onto his cock for a moment, then generously 
shoving her head down into his girlfriend's steaming groin. 
His fingers slid down into Cho's crotch from under her ass, 
sliding around in her frothy fuckslot. Cho gasped and jerked 
her pelvis back, working her cunt around on Harry's 
caressing hand. 

Cho plunged the dildo as far up Hermione's pussy as it 
would go, only the harness hanging out of that smoldering 
cunthole. 

With the long, thick cock buried, she twisted it round. Then 
she pulled it back out. A dildo was fun and useful at times, 
but, at the moment, the cunt-hungry ravenclaw didn't want 
to share Hermione's delicious pussy with a rubber cock. The 
dildo came out drenched with cuntjuice, steaming as the 
frothy cream evaporated from the cock. Cho licked up and 
down the stalk, then slipped the big rubber knob into her 
mouth and sucked on it as if it were a real prick - a prick 
that had just been dipped in Hermione's tasty curd. 



Seeing this ghostly gobbler mouthing the rubber cock, Harry 
groaned and jerked his own flesh and blood cock out into 
her face. Cho giggled at how frantic the wizard was, shaking 
and trembling all over. She pulled the dildo from her lips, all 
lathered with her saliva and all of the cuntjuice sucked from 
it. Placing the tool beside her on the bed, she took Harry's 
cock into her maw again, sucking so hard she seemed to be 
inhaling his prick. 

“Ummm," she moaned as more hot jism poured onto her 
tongue. She swallowed ravenously, a cum drinker 
transported to seventh heaven. Her mouth pulled away and 
she shook his cock. He humped, sliding back into the mouth 
hole of her sheet, almost all of his monster prick 
disappearing into her hooded head. 

She sucked back up through every inch and drew her slimy 
lips from his prick-knob. Gripping his cock at the root, she 
tilted her wrist and levered his iron-hard cock down, so that 
his slick cockhead tapped against Hermione's clit. Hermione 
squealed and Harry groaned. Cho didn't intend to let Harry 
and Hermione fuck now, maybe later, now she let him rub 
his prickhead around in the gryff's creamy slot. She stirred 
the tip of his cock up through Hermione's open cunt-lips, 
using his prick like a ladle to churn that creamy bowl to 
froth. 

Then she pulled his cock back to her mouth, sucking 
Hermione's cunt cream from his meat. The gryff witch's 
cream had been delicious when Cho slurped it from the 
rubber prick and it was even more succulent now, as she 
mouthed it greedily from Harry's throbbing cockhead. 

She lapped his prick-knob to a polished slab of smoking hot 
meat, then dipped it back into Hermione's open fuck-slot, 
drenching it with more pussy nectar. Her tongue pushed out 



and she began to lick out Hermione's hole as she stirred 
Harry's cock-knob around in that sodden gash, lapping them 
both at once. Both cock and cunt were scrumptious. 
Together, they were a gourmet's joy. Cho, savoring both, had 
wondered which of the gryffs she should let cream in her 
mouth first. Now she whimpered at the thought that she 
should cream them together, swallowing a double load of 
sweet cum juice. 

She had to time it right, so that they both creamed at the 
same moment, but Cho was an expert at judging the 
approach of a climax from the pulsing of a prick or the 
increased flow of a pussy hole. 

Holding Harry's cockhead in Hermione's unfurled cuntlips, 
Cho tongued ravenously on both of them. Her lapper slid 
and slipped, flew and fluttered, darted and dipped. Her lips 
parted wide, clamping over Hermione's fucking with Harry's 
cockhead throbbing in the folds. “Fleur, you're gonna milk 
me off!" Harry cried, in a quavering tone. More slime oozed 
from his pisshole and slid down Hermione's open slot, 
mixing with her cuntjuice into a succulent sauce which Cho 
lapped greedily. 

“Me, too. I'm gonna fucking cream, Fleur!" wailed Hermione, 
her hips flashing. She was fucking her cunt and love bud on 
her boyfriend's cockhead, which was half buried up her cunt 
tunnel, and against the ravenclaw's tongue and lips with the 
same frantic movement of her loins. 

Cho calculated that Hermione was a split second ahead of 
Harry as they both soared toward the crest. Sucking on both 
of them, she began to pump his cockshaft up and down with 
her hand, adding another dimension on the thrill that was 
bringing the horny wizard to the peak. 



Hermione's cunt cream flowed, pearly and thick, over 
Harry's purple cockhead and into Cho's mouth. Harry's cock- 
knob dripped into Hermione's cunt slot, throbbing inside her 
cunt hole and inside Cho's mouth at the same time. Her fist 
skinned back and he gasped as the thrill hit him. 

Harry's bloated cockhead flared hugely in his girlfriend's 
fuck-slot. Her juices flowed over that fat slab like whipped 
cream on a giant, pulsating plum. Hermione had started to 
melt in a torrent of cum cream. Cho had her open mouth 
clamped on them both, sucking the steaming hot cum out of 
Hermione's pussy around the plug of Harry's prick. She 
pumped his prick in her hand and gave a little cry of 
anticipation as she felt his cockhead expand mightily with 
the rush of his fuck-juice up the cockrod. 

Harry grunted and humped, fucking through the the 
ravenclaw's fist, then through her lips and inching his 
cockhead deeper into his girlfriend's cunt hole as his balls 
exploded. Hermione's cum juice was pouring out around his 
cockhead like a rippling wave breaking over a purple 
boulder, then rushing on into the warm cavern of Cho's 
mouth. 

Then Harry's jism came hosing out of his pisshole in a 
massive spurt. He shot so hard that his ass rocked back on 
the recoil, puffing his prick back to the oval slot of 
Hermione's cunt hole. His foaming white fuck-juice streamed 
out into the gryff witch and his prick flew back, like some 
rocket propelled by that hot jet of jizz. 

A tidal wave of cunt juice poured out, met by a stream of 
steaming-hot cum in Hermione's fuck slot. Cho whimpered 
with joy and sucked a mouthful of their mingled fuck-cream 
into her hungry mouth. She swallowed, gurgling. Cho was 
playing no favorites - she was drinking cum and cunt juice 



in equal portions, one as tasty as the other. The sheet that 
masked her head was soaking with slime all across her face, 
the damp cotton molded to her features as she sucked the 
sweet nectar in through the mouth hole. Her shrouded form 
bobbed up and down as she swallowed in Hermione's crotch. 
Harry kept squirting his cum out into Hermione's cunt gash 
in foaming jets, and her pussy juice kept pouring from her 
cunt and Cho gulped merrily away on the tangy blend. 

The sheet had ridden up her kneeling body and her naked 
ass heaved and bucked, thrusting up higher as her head 
pressed down. With her cunt stuck on her boyfriend's 
cockhead and glued to the masked stranger's mouth, 
Hermione wailed and moaned, thrashing about in the 
spasms of her coming, her sexxy body trembling and 
shuddering all over. Kneeling over them, Harry shook and 
vibrated as he hosed his cock slime into his girlfriend's fuck- 
slot and the ghostly cum-drinker's mouth. 

His head and shoulders dropped back at the last spurt of 
cum ripped from his cockhead. Hermione arched deeply, 
grinding her ass in the air, as she thrilled to the final spasm 
of her creamy coming. Cho had gone really suck crazy, 
slurping up the cum cream ravenously. Harry slid away, his 
cockhead skimming past Cho's lips as it jerked out of 
Hermione's soaking cunt. Cho turned her head and sucked 
Harry's prick into her mouth, greedily milking a last glob of 
jizz from his pisshole, gurgling hungrily as she savored a 
drink on a stick. Then her masked face turned down again 
and she fitted her open lips to Hermione's flooded pussy 
gash and began to suck out every slimy ribbon. Hermione 
had sunk back. Now, as the ravenclaw's nimble tongue hit 
her clit, the gryff witch wailed and arched again, another 
spasm rocked her. More cunt cream gushed out into Cho's 
mouth. 



She turned and nursed on Harry's cockknob again. No more 
jism trickled out but, to her delight, she found his potent 
prickmeat was still big and stiff and vibrant in her mouth, 
and knew there would be more jism coming out of that 
lovely prick soon enough. 

She sucked softly and lovingly for a few moments, adoring 
his cockmeat even though it was no longer pumping cum 
out. 

Then she drew her mouth away and buried her face in 
Hermione's groin again, slurping out the last traces of the 
double dose. She saw that the gryff witch, too, would soon 
be ready for more fun and frolic because, although her 
coming was ended, she was still trembling and her pussy 
remained hot and deliciously juicy. 

Cho gave Hermione's pussy a last slurp, then drew away. 
Sitting back on her haunches, she stared at the two well- 
sucked lovers. 

Cho's hunger was satisfied but now her cunt was like an 
inferno, a void abhorred by her nature. She drew the bottom 
of the sheet up as high as she dared. Harry and Hermione 
both gazed in admiration at that appetizing body. 

“Golly, Fleur - your fucking tits are really getting huge," 
Hermione murmured, impressed, but obviously not 
suspicious. 

Cho's disguise was holding up well. 

Holding the sheet up, Cho arched her slim back and thrust 
her tits out. Her nipples were so big and stiff they looked like 
they might fly right off the tit globes, pink spaceships 
launched from a set of moons. 



Hermione moved closer, smiling. She leaned down and 
sucked a tit-tip into her lips. Harry moaned and moved in to 
mouth the other nipple. Cho swayed between them, 
squirming and whimpering. Those two gryffindors were 
nursing at her tits, greedier than ever. She jerked her loins 
suggestively. 

With a mouthful of tit, Harry looked across at his girlfriend, 
engaged in the same succulent feast. 

“I wanna fuck Fleur, now,” he rasped. 

"Let me suck her cunt, first,” Hermione whimpered, the 
words muffled on Cho's tit. 

Cho smiled, stifling the mischievous urge to say something 
kinky. Don't squabble... there's plenty for all. 

Lusting for Hermione's tongue and Harry's prick, the 
oversexed ravenclaw didn't care who went first. She figured 
that they had all night to play the variations. 

But they didn't... 

Fleur Delacour had made herself a very sexy costume for the 
upcoming Halloween party, as Hermione had guessed. She 
made a cat mask that covered her face from the cheeks up 
but left her sexy mouth exposed, a tight black leotard that 
emphasized her shapely perfect body and black net 
stockings sheathed her long, sleek legs. The veela had 
ingeniously attached a length of flexible black tubing to her 
heart shape ass, to serve as a tail, making it swish on her 
own. 

The knowledge that Hermione and her handsome boyfriend 
were fooling around with her rubber prick was driving the 
sexxy veela wild. 



Oh, it was simply too much for her to stay put any longer. 


That was why Fleur decided to put the costume on and go 
make her lovers a visit. Stealthy as the cat she was dressed 
as, Fleur slipped from her rooms. She ran through the dark 
Hogwarts corridors, her tail bouncing behind her pert ass 
and her tits bouncing inside the snug fitting leotard! 

Arriving at Harry's and Hermione's bedroom door, she halted 
and put her ear to the door, listening... and grinned like a 
Cheshire cat when she heard the sounds of a bed groaning 
under thrashing bodies, punctuated by plenty of moaning, 
panting and whimpering. 

Opening the door a little, Fleur gasped in surprise. She had 
anticipated fun and frolic, but the scene that greeted her 
amazed eyes was more than she had hoped for - and better. 
The naughty cat girl veela grinned and decided to watch for 
a few minutes, before she joined in and changed that busily 
engaged threesome to a cluster-fuck. 

"What the fuck?" muttered Blaise, Cho's loving boyfriend 
and the lover of the two gryffindors, as he was coming 
through the corridor that was going to Harry's and 
Hermione's bedroom and saw a cat girl at their bedroom 
door. He blinked in surprise. 

Blaise was coming to his two lovers for some more fun and 
games. 

A short time before, he had said goodnight to his sexxy 
girlfriend in a very pleasurable way, but he stil was feeling 
very horny. Plus... he wanted to know what his crazy cousin 
had done with Cho yesterday, because today Cho was hotter 
then a firecraker. 



And so it was that Blaise came down the corridor and found 
himself surprised by an even more bizarre sight - a lithe 
black cat's tail switching behind her bouncy ass, sneaking 
into his lovers bedroom. 

He sneaked and tiptoed down the corridor, closer to that hot 
assed cat girl, his prick stiff, his balls feeling like basketballs 
jammed between his thighs. 

Looking at her more careful, he saw thar the cat girl was 
panting as she looked into the bedroom. Her tailed ass was 
switching from side to side... and she had one hand cupped 
over her crotch, rubbing and petting her pussy. 

Blaise trembled with the violent urge to pounce on her and 
shove his iron-hard cock up her fuck-hole, right through the 
crotchband of her costume. 

But another thought made him stop. 

She was looking at something and he suspected at what. 

But the bigger question was who she was? He just couldn't 
figure out who the cat girl was. Could it be Cho, his 
girlfriend? Did Harry already convinced her somehow to join 
in their fun and games? Oh... if he did, he sure would like to 
find out how. And if Cho was already being fucked, Blaise 
felt that he had a right to... watch! 

He sure would like watching his uptight, but naughty 
girlfriend cavort in her adulterous delights. Staring at the 
cat girl - watching the watcher, as it were - Blaise began to 
lug his massive hard-on down the hallway to investigate 
whatever it was that had so fascinated the feline intruder. 


It was plenty fascinating. 



Two naked gryffindors and a gorgeous ghost were romping 
merrily away on the bed. 

Fleur didn't have any idea who was hidden under that sheet, 
but she knew damned well Hermione and Harry and they 
would fuck anything in sight... if the other one wanted it bad 
enough... and this new sex partner of theirs sure added to 
the thrill of the sight. 

The ghost was holding her shroud up, exposing her heavy 
tits and trim belly and her knees were raised, her thighs 
wide apart, displaying her smoldering cunt. Hermione and 
Harry were squabbling over that tasty pussy. Hermione had 
buried her pretty face in the ghostly gash, fucking her 
tongue up the tunnel and mouthing the stiff clit. She purred 
happily as she lapped from the creamy bowl. 

Hermione had forgotten - she thought - how fucking 
delicious Fleur's cunt was. It was far hotter and creamier 
than she remembered, from the last time she had eaten her 
girlfriend out - just as her cunt mound was bushier and her 
tits a lot bigger. It was strange... 

Hermione wasn't really suspicious because she had a very 
good idea who the ghost really was. Harry's plan was 
ccoming along much faster and... tastier then they thought. 
At first, they just wanted to give Cho another show, just like 
last night. But when the ravenclow showed up wearing that 
ghost costume and have done what she had done, they just 
couldn't take the sharade anymore and just went with the 
flow. 

And then Harry, envying that sweet snack, pulled his 
girlfriend aside and jammed his own eager head in between 
those shapely thighs. He sure had a lot of experience in the 



delicate art of cunt-sucking, not as much as Hermione, but 
he more than made up for it with a lot of practice. 

As the cat girl arrived on the scene, Hermione dragged 
Harry's head out and shoved her own face into the ghostly 
gash again. The naughty, cunt-hungry couple began to fight 
over Cho's cunt like two dogs over a juicy bone. Cho 
squirmed and moaned, thrilled by their eagerness, filled 
with lust and need. 

It had been the best day of Cho's life! She had started by 
sucking off her boyfriend in a broom closet, as if for 
breakfast, then fed that hungry mouth of his a lunch in 
another broom closet, fallowed by a steamy fuck in the 
prefects bathroom and now this evening when the two 
gryffindors were gobbling her pussy as greedily as they had 
ever devoured a Halloween's feast, while her own mouth still 
tingled with the delicious flavor of their combined cum 
juices! Cho was in ecstasy. 

Her ass swung across as she shoved her cunt into Harry's 
face, then switched back as she gave Hermione a taste. The 
two gryffindors were both kneeling before her, their asses 
hiked up and their heads down. Harry's big stiff prick was 
jerking violently under his belly. Fleur thought he looked like 
a pole-vaulter approaching to take off, ready to catapult his 
body off his cock. She licked her lips, thinking how delicious 
Harry's prick was, then gazed across at Hermione's pussy, 
knowing full well how scrumptious that creamy bowl was, 
having sucked it off countless times before. Cunt juice was 
streaming down Hermione's kneeling thighs as she ducked 
in and took another lap at Cho's fuck-slit. 

“Ummmmm," Hermione purred, scooping a tongueful of cunt 
cream out of the soaking slot, then giving way to her 
boyfriend as he slid in and slurped. 



Cho's masked head was tilted down as she watched the 
hungry gryffindors feast on her pussy. She bent over them, 
murmuring approvingly and encouragingly. 

Harry sucked her clit like a nipple, gurgling as his mouth 
filled with cunt juice, and Hermione hovered over him, 
impatient for her turn to feed, her excited face already 
smeared with lashings of pussy nectar. 

“C'mon - don't be so fucking greedy, Harry," Hermione 
admonished her boyfriend, tugging on his hair. 

Harry sighed and moved aside and his girlfriend buried her 
radiant face between those sleek thighs. 

"Ohhhh, Fleur - I love your cunt!" Hermione squealed as she 
sucked happily away. 

Crouched cat-like in the doorway, Fleur blinked in surprise. 
Was that ghost named Fleur, too? Or was there some sort of 
deception going on? The veela had been just about to make 
her presence known, via a tongue-first entry. 

Now she paused, curious now, as well as horny as hell. 
Curiosity may have killed the cat, but it sure didn't kill the 
cat girl's ardor. She was concentrating so completely on the 
fascinating threesome that she was totally unaware of the 
fact that a handsome wizard with a gigantic hard-on was 
sneaking down the hallway behind her swaying, tail¬ 
switching ass. 

Blaise was approaching slowly and hesitantly, stopping and 
starting in a cat-like fashion, himself, as he stalked the cat 
girl. He was excited at what he was going to find in the 
bedroom, feeling pretty certain that Harry and Hermione 
were there puting on a very exciting show. But first, he had 
to find out who this cat girl was. If he found out that it was 



Cho, he sure would like to find out her story. And then fuck 
her brains out. 

Closer and closer he crept. His cock was so swollen by this 
time that it was threatening to explode from his pants. He 
lowered the zipper of his fly, to ease the tension, and his 
prick shot out like a coiled spring. 

With his cock bared now, Blaise advanced again, coming up 
behind the costumed cat creature. But the cat girl wasn't his 
girlfriend. He was sure of that now since he saw her body 
from a much closer distance. 

Looking over the cat girl's shoulder, he gulped in shock. A 
multitude of emotions rushed through his fevered mind. 

On the bed, there were three bodies. Harry, Hermione and... 
someone that they were licking the cunt to. But who was 
that shapely specter whose juicy cunt they were sharing? 

Voyeurism, lesbianism, exhibitionism, gorgeous ghosts and 
hot sex kittens... so many things were going on at once that 
Blaise gurgled in confusion. 

He was hunkered over the cat girl's shoulder, his eyes glued 
to the bed, yet Fleur didn't hear that gurgle just beside his 
ear, for her head was filled with a rushing sound, her blood 
pounding through her veins. His hot, panting breath wafted 
over her cheek, but her flesh was so hot that she failed to 
feel it. She didn't even feel the raging heat of his naked cock 
only inches from her ass. 

Fleur stared, squirming, and Blaise looked over her shoulder, 
trembling, and the remarkable action on the bed continued. 

Although she was loving to get double tongued, Cho had 
already been sucked off today and now she yearned for a 



cuntful of stiff prick, a rock-hard prick to pound her pussy to 
jelly and squirt her full of fuck-juice as she creamed around 
it. Specifically, the horny ravenclaw yearned for a bellyful of 
Harry's cockmeat. 

She wondered if Harry was really Phantom... the first one. 
She hoped so, longing to be filled by his monster cock again, 
but didn't dare ask, fearing he might recognize her voice. It 
would be mortifying if Harry and Hermione discovered whose 
cunt they had been sucking. And worse than that, they 
might stop. 

Unable to voice her desires, Cho reached down and caressed 
Harry's swollen balls, then drew her head up his hammering 
cockstalk, pulling him towards her. His head was down 
against her cunt. As she tugged his prick closer, Harry raised 
his dripping face out of that swamp, his eyes aglow with 
anticipation. 

“Ready to fuck," he croaked. 

Cho nodded, the sheet shifting over her head. She sank 
back, knees lifting. Harry shuffled up, poised over her 
steaming groin, his prick looming out over her belly like a 
hammer. 

Hermione whimpered in envy. Lucky bitch Cho was now! If 
only I had a nice big cock, too, the gryff witch thought - 
then grinned as she remembered the dildo! It would be great 
fun to fuck Cho with Fleur's rubber prick, she thought - 
since she already knew very well how fun was to get fucked 
by that thing. 

She reached out and grabbed the dildo from the side of the 
bed, without looking, her eyes glued to her boyfriend's cock 
and the cunt of a ghost she knew very well it was Cho 
Chang, not Fleur Delacour. Drawing the harness around her 



hips, she fastened the straps. The gigantic rubber cock 
snapped into place, angled up before her belly, suddenly 
transforming again into a monster cock that looked like the 
real life one and the straps melted again into her skin like 
they never existed. Stroking the transfigured prick, she 
squirmed around, beginning to feel that IT was almost like a 
part of her body. 

It was really turning the real Fleur on to see her sexy dark 
brown lover equipped with a cock. The two had sucked each 
other off a lot and they'd used that dildo a couple of times to 
fuck each other with, because all the other times they liked 
to much to fell Harry's monster one. And even now, 

Hermione looked spectacularly sexy, with a prick growing 
from her mound and her ass and hips moving around so 
sexxy. With her plump, stiff-tipped tits and her juicy cunt 
gash. She was also obviously a girl, yet the big, realistic 
prick was sprouting from her loins, towering up in front of 
those sweet tits. It was the best of both worlds, Fleur figured. 
She decided to watch a bit longer. 

And, looking over her shoulder, Blaise knew damned well he 
was going to watch for as long as the spectacle continued, 
for the slytherin was a captive audience - made captive by 
his own ragging. Just his eyes ran over Hermione's sexxy 
body, his hands clenched and unclenched with the urge to 
feel that smooth witch's flesh, and his cock and balls 
throbbed with the violence of his cum-load. 

Blaise was wondering who that gosthly figure from the bed 
was. He looked at the bare torso of the ghost, admiring her 
full tits and bushy cunt mound and steaming fuck-hole and, 
although these were things that he saw every day, Blaise 
never made the connection that that was really his 
girlfriend. 



So Fleur and Blaise looked on in fascination and Harry and 
Hermione continued to share a masked stranger - who both 
knew it was Cho. 

Harry put his weight on his hands and knees, poised over 
Cho's quivering loins. Hermione knelt upright beside them, 
jerking her hips so that her cock jabbed up and down in 
front of her pussy. The sheet was pulled up to Cho's 
shoulders now, still effectively disguising her but leaving her 
lush body naked. She was glowing, her sleek flesh 
shimmering with a sheen of sweat, and her crotch lathered 
with steaming cunt juice. 

Taking a chance, but keeping her voice low and husky, Cho 
whispered: “Fuck my cunt." 

Harry jumped at the command as if, poised over her, he had 
been awaiting her orders. His lean ass jerked back and his 
prick angled down, the cock-knob aimed at Cho's gaping 
cunt slot. She moaned and tilted her crotch upwards, 
invitingly. Hercuntlips rippled, parting wider, revealing the 
padded folds of her inner fuck-hole. Harry pushed his cock 
out slowly, almost tentatively. His cockhead skimmed up her 
thigh, then nuzzled into her cunt. He paused, with only the 
tip of his long prick bathed in her swampy pussy gash. Cunt 
juice washed over his cock-knob. A few globs of jism 
dribbled from his pisshole, into her cunt slot. His thick 
cockstalk bridged from his pisshole, into her cunt slot. His 
thick cockstalk bridged the gap between his balls and her 
fuck-hole, pulsing and pounding. Cho's cuntlips began to 
suck his cock in. Neither of them had to hump or thrust. Her 
pussy was doing the work, unaided, dragging his plug into 
her socket by suction. 

His big purple cockhead vanished up her cunt hole and her 
slot collared his cockshaft just behind that buried knob. Her 



cunt muscles rippled, pulling his cock deeper. He was still on 
his hands and knees. No portion of their bodies was 
touching except for cock and cunt hole. Inch by precious 
inch, Cho sucked his fucker up her pussy, clamping the inner 
rings closed as if she were frigging him off inside her loins. 

Harry stared down, fascinated, watching his prick fuck in 
slowly and steadily. Hermione leaned closer, pushing her 
cock aside so it didn't block her view. Half of Harry's cock 
was in Cho's pussy. Hercuntlips pulled and sucked, dragging 
more of that rock-hard cock up her cunt. The clinging 
suction of her magic fuck-hole was causing the wizard to 
shudder. It felt as if his cock had been caught in a pliable 
wringer. He was glad he'd already creamed, wanting this 
super-fuck to last as long as possible - and this hot-cunted 
ravenclaw was just as glad. The naughty witch was thrilled 
by her first cuntful of Harry's cockmeat. Harry was blessed 
with such a huge prick, the same size and form and feel as 
the first Phantom. Was Harry him? The knowledge that 
maybe it was him was driving her wild, the anticipation of 
his fuck-juice was making her melt. 

Cho was creaming already. She had started to come the 
moment Harry's cockhead nudged into her fuck-slot and 
now she was in the sweet throes of a multiple orgasm, going 
off like a repeating rifle. 

Each time a spasm cracked her loins, her cunt hole rippled 
and sucked his cock deeper. And each time his cockmeat 
slid up through another inch of fuck-hole, the ravenclaw 
creamed again, an endless circle that was pulling his prick 
deeper and deeper - a circle that she knew was going to 
continue as long as the wizard could hold out. Cho was 
going to come and come and come, time and again. Her 
cunt was a raging inferno that would not be quelled until 



Harry put out the flames with the foaming load of his 
steaming fuck-juice. 

Her pelvis jerked and Harry groaned. His cock slid in to the 
hairy root and his swollen balls jammed tight against her 
upthrust ass. Buried balls-deep, he knelt over her, holding 
the full penetration, thrilling to the joy of having every inch 
of his prick-meat buried in her wet pussy and letting her 
savor the joy of having her cunt hole stuffed to the brim. 

Her cunt muscles continued to ripple up his cockshaft and 
molded themselves around his prick-knob, as if she were 
fucking herself on his stationery prick. She tilted one hip up, 
then the other, winding her fuck-hole around on his cockrod. 
Cum cream gushed down her plugged cunt and flooded 
down her crotch, scalding his balls and belly and seeping 
into the crack of her ass. Her cunt hole got slimier each time 
a spasm melted her. He felt as if his prick was floating, like a 
log in a swamp. 

Then Cho began to pump her ass up and down, so that 
Harry's cock was fucking in and out of her. Harry gasped and 
began to move with her, in counterpoint. He thrust his prick 
up as her juicy fuck-hole shoved down, then withdrew as she 
pulled away, her pussy twisting as it corkscrewed up his 
cock until only his cockhead was in her fuck-slot. 

His cock fucked in, dragged out hissed back up her foaming 
fuck-hole. His balls swung in to slap against her jolting ass 
like a blackjack. Her cunt was pulling up on his cockmeat 
like a suction pump. As he drew out, her cuntlips distended, 
pulled out by his retreating prick. They unfurled more and 
another river of pussy juice poured from her. As he fucked 
back in, the juice sprayed out, splattering on his belly and 
into her cunt bush. 



Loving to get fucked by Harry, Cho turned her eyes across to 
Hermione. She saw that naughty Hermione had put on her 
fake cock again, impatiently waiting for her crack at Cho's 
hot cunt. Hermione was gaping into Cho's groin, fascinated, 
like always, at the sight of her boyfriend's big prick fucking 
in another cunt then hers. Harry's prick came out lathered 
with cunt juice, then skimmed back up that sodden tunnel, 
pumping more fuck cream from her cunt. Cho smiled behind 
her mask. It was lovely to have Hermione watch while she 
fucked Harry, she thought - to feel the gryff witch's hot gaze 
glued to her pussy. 

Cho would have been even more thrilled had she known that 
her own boyfriend, too, was a keen observer right about 
now- and that he was observing over the shoulder of a 
panting cat girl. 

"C'mon, c'mon - shoot up her cunt!" Hermione wailed. 

The naughty dark brown witch was enjoying watching, but 
she was eager for her own turn, longing to suck her 
boyfriend's cum out of that tasty cunt hole, then shove her 
own life size and shape cock up it and fuck the delectable 
"ghost" ravenclaw, in her own fashion. 

But Harry was not about to blow his cum-load until he had 
to, wanting to wallow up that soaking, steaming pussy as 
long as he could. Instead of falling into a steady fucking 
rhythm that would bring him off by the increased friction, 
the wizard was altering his cock-strokes and changing the 
angles. He fed the cockmeat to her cunt with a long, 
rippling, under slung stroke, then heaved his ass higher and 
fucked in from above, running the length of his cockshaft 
directly across her throbbing clit. His ass switched from side 
to side as he fucked in. 



Whimpering with need, Hermione knew she was going to 
have to wait. The gryff witch was in an agony of fuck-lust, 
her pussy on fire and her tongue swelling up inside her 
drooling mouth. She knew there was no way she was going 
to dislodge her boyfriend from that sweet fuck-hole. But she 
could at least lick around the edges while she waited. 

Hermione leaned closer, her tongue hanging out, her plump 
tits hobbling under her like ripe fruit and her huge fake, but 
real cock jutting out from her belly. Her dark brown head 
went down and she sucked a nipple into her lips, nursing 
happily on the swollen nugget. She lapped at the other tit 
tip, then licked down the ravenclaw's shimmering belly. She 
went back to those fat tits, moaning as she mouthed them. 
The more she licked, the hungrier she got. Her tongue was 
vibrating. She squirmed around and knelt behind her 
boyfriend as he fucked away. His ass heaved up and his balls 
swung back. Each time he drew backs the cheeks of his lean 
ass parted revealing the tight brown bud of his asshole. 

Hermione was ready for anything by this time. She pushed 
her tongue out and ran it up the crack of her boyfriend's ass. 
Harry gasped at this stimulation and began fucking harder 
and faster. His girlfriend lapped away at his ass crack, then 
slid her tongue right up his asshole, stirring and fluttering, 
slurping and sliding. The tangy taste of her boyfriend's shit 
chute thrilled her. Tongue-fucking his tight asshole, she 
sucked on the puckered brown bud, slobbering into his ass. 

Her head bobbed lower and her tongue began to flash 
against his balls. She licked and kissed and sucked, feeling 
his cum-load shift inside the hairy bags. The witch had gone 
suck mad. She mouthed her boyfriend's balls, whimpering, 
then slid up, her flattened tongue slipping up the crack of 
his ass and dipping into his shit hole. 



As her head bobbed up and down, the fake cock whacked 
against his ass and thighs. Hermione grasped it and shoved 
it to the side. It was a useless object when there wasn't a 
hole available for it. 

But then she moved up beside the fucking couple again, 
holding the fake cock out toward the masked face of the 
ghost woman. She pushed the tip into her mouth hole. Cho 
sucked it in through the sheet, nursing on the hard rubber 
knob as if it were a real prick. Hermione humped, fucking 
deeper into the ravenclaw's mouth, wishing that she had 
used a polyjuice potion, which gave her a real prick so that 
she could fill that sucking mouth with jism. The ghostly head 
tilted back, full of fake cock, then bobbed back up. 

Hermione pushed her belly out. The gryff witch was thinking 
that she would sit on the ravenclaw's face for a while, 
getting her cunt tongued while her own tongue got hotter 
and hungrier by the moment. She dragged the fake cock out 
with a slurp. The sheet pulled out, fluttering. Hermione 
started to throw one knee across and mount the ravenclaw's 
face. 

But Hermione had given the ravenclaw an idea. 

Cho would have loved to try taking two cocks at the same 
time and if one of those cocks happened to be fake, it didn't 
matter - as long as that fake cock had a feel to it like a real 
one... and the one coming out of Hermione's sexxy loins 
more then felt like a real one. 

She had already had her mouth on Hermione's cunt and 
Harry's cock, and her own cunt had already been greedily 
sucked by both of them, and her fuck hole was already full 
of plunging, pounding prick. 



But her poor asshole had been neglected. And the big fake 
cock was just what she needed to fill that gap. 

Blaise's big prick was volcanic by this time, the pisshole 
gaping, his balls tingling. And back towards that dynamic 
prick came the cat girl's ass. Fleur was hunkered down, 
giving her pussy a thorough rubbing as she prepared to slink 
into her bedroom and join the action. Her perfect ass swayed 
from side to side, black tail wishing, as she ground her cunt 
against her caressing hand. Then she jerked back the final 
inch, and the red-hot rod of Blaise's prick pressed into the 
crack of her ass. 

Fleur gasped in surprise, feeling as if she had backed into a 
hot stovepipe. Her masked head jerked around and, looking 
over her shoulder, she saw Blaise crouched behind her. The 
veela felt a moment of panic at having been caught spying. 
But then she realized it was her old lover, Blaise. They 
hadn't done it since he started going steady with Cho 
Chang. And what was he doing here playing the peeper? 

Was he back at his old way now? Ehhhh... who the fuck 
cared... she was in need and he was there... more then ready 
for action. And, besides, she was wearing a mask, he 
wouldn't even know who she was. The idea that maybe he 
didn't know who was he fucking sent a trill down her body. 

Fleursmiled up at him. 

Blaise winked back at her, grinning, sharing their happy 
secret. Her ass wriggled and his enormous cock throbbed in 
the crack, so hot she thought that it might melt the material 
of her leotards, leaving a dripping black slime all over her 
ass. Bonded by the voyeur's thrill they were sharing, it 
seemed a good idea to get bonded physically, as well. Fleur 
needed fucking really bad and that huge, thundering prick 



certainly needed a place to cream. The solution to both of 
their problems was evident. 


Fleur dropped onto her knees, hiking her ass up high and 
wagging her tail. 

He dragged the crotchband of the leotards out to one side, 
leaving her cunt exposed. The folds were open, the slot full 
of pussy juice. He slid his middle finger up her fuck-hole and 
felt the wet walls clamp around it. His thumb glided over her 
clit as he fingered inside her pussy, preparing her for a much 
thicker plunger than any finger. She moaned softly, ready for 
his prickmeat. Blaise drew his hand out of her crotch and 
seized his prick by the hilt. Holding the leotards out of the 
way, he guided the huge, mushroom-shaped wedge of his 
cockhead into the cat girl's smoldering cunt gash. 

The instant that Fleur felt his cock nudge into her pussy, she 
shoved her ass back, stuffing her fuck-hole halfway up his 
long thick cockshaft. His prick-knob flared inside her and his 
cock levered in her cunt. Her ass tilted up as his cock 
lurched, lifting her pelvis. Her sleek thighs tensed as she 
came up, then eased as she slid down again. His prick was 
so gigantic that, even with only half of it in her cunt, Fleur 
felt as if she were stuffed to the core. She reached behind 
her ass and grasped his balls, then slid her hand onto his 
cockstalk, amazed at finding such a length still sticking out 
of her pussy. She jacked on the root of his cockrod, causing 
the buried portion to thunder inside her enveloping snatch. 

Blaise grasped her by her hipbones, turning her ass from 
side to side for a moment. Then he hauled her back and he 
thrust his cock out. 

Fleur gasped as she realized that Blaise was balls deep up 
her fuck-hole. She felt as if he had to rim her through on his 



fleshy sword. And his prick was stretching her cunt walls 
open wide as she accommodated his massive fucker. 

Blaise held still for a moment, giving the cat girl time to 
adjust to his huge prick. Then, grunting, he began to pour 
the prick to her with gusto. 

Fleur met him with equal intensity, grinding back as he 
fucked in and twisting her hips on the backstroke. Her 
cunthole was nice and snug, as he'd hoped, clinging to the 
contours of his prick, pulling and dragging and sucking as if 
she had a secret mouth inside her belly. Her head went up 
and down and her ass rocked, as if her body were a seesaw. 
The little black cat ears of her mask flicked as her face 
turned from side to side and her long, sinuous tail switched 
against Blaise's belly and thighs as he plunged his prick into 
the smoking crater of her cunt. 

She was graceful and feline in her lithe gyrations. 

Blaise was fucking into her like a bull. He was driving her 
forward on his fuck-thrusts. His belly slapped hard on the 
curve of her ass and his balls whacked into her crotch and 
each time he fucked the cockmeat up her cunt. It was only 
an inch or so at a time, but the process was steady - like a 
river cuffing a gorge through solid rock. 

Both Fleur and Blaise, as they cavorted in their doggy- 
fucking posture, were gazing straight ahead, at the 
threesome on the bed, still enjoying playing the voyeurs 
even though they were participants, now. 

And they were concentrating so attentively on the juicy 
details of the cluster in the bedroom, perhaps they didn't 
even realize that, stroke by stroke, and inch by inch, they 
were drawing closer to that active group on the bed. 



Hermione, with the fake cock jutting up from her loins, the 
cock-head wet with Cho's saliva as it bobbed in front of the 
gryff's plump tits, shifted her knees across and hovered over 
Cho's masked face. Her pussy was dripping, the cuntlips 
open in a wide oval and her clit a throbbing nugget. Cho had 
other demands, at the moment, but Hermione's sweet pussy 
looked so lovely that she just had to tongue-fuck the gryff 
for a while. Her head bobbed up and Hermione settled down, 
clamping her cunt on the ravenclaw's eager mouth. Cho slid 
her tongue up the fuck-hole and her lips sucked eagerly. 
Cunt cream filled her mouth and soaked the masking sheet. 
She gulped and gurgled, swallowing the delicious seepage 
with joy. But then she gently pushed Hermione away. “Don't- 
don't you want to suck me?" Hermione asked, hating to 
have that skillful mouth off her pussy. 

Cho didn't even have to disguise her voice when she replied. 
Her voice was husky with lust and her mouth was full of cunt 
juice, bubbling hot, muffling her tones. 

"Later - something else now," she rasped. Hermione slid 
away, her cock swaying, her tits hobbling, the androgynous 
combination wildly exciting to Cho - and to everyone else 
who happened to be watching. Harry had not faltered, never 
missing a fuck-stroke up Cho's cunthole while his girlfriend 
straddled her face. Nor did the ravenclaw want him to miss a 
fuck-stroke, even long enough to change positions. The 
thought of not being stuffed full of Harry's vibrant prick, 
even for a second, was distressing. She lifted one hip, 
turning her pelvis. Harry plowed into her, still fucking 
steadily even as her twisting loins tilted him to the side. Cho 
turned farther. Harry dropped onto the bed, on his side, his 
ass and hips still jolting his cock into her like a piston. They 
lay there, face to face, fucking on their flanks for a moment. 
Then Cho twisted again, rising up on top of Harry and 
turning the wizard over onto his back. 



She had reversed the position without uncoupling for an 
instant, without missing a single fuck-stroke. 

Cho rode his towering cock, her thighs tensing as she slid 
up, then relaxing as she ground down, taking his cockmeat 
deep into herfuckhole. Harry heaved up from the creaking 
bed as he fucked his prick up her pussy violently. 

Her ass swung from side to side as she stuffed her cunt 
brimful of cock. As she slid down to the hairy root, her 
cuntlips plastered against him. As she rose up, those wet 
folds slurped and pulled every inch of cockshaft. 

Hermione was kneeling beside them, squealing and panting. 
She hadn't figured out what role she was destined to play in 
this new choreography. But she knew that a witch could do 
little wrong if she went in tongue first. 

Dark brown hair tumbling over her cheeks, her face radiant 
with desire, Hermione leaned down over the ghostly figure 
that was riding Harry's upright prick. The sheet had slipped 
down concealing the ravenclaw's loins. Hermione pulled it 
up again. That churning ass swept out from the narrow 
waist, jolting from side to side below the slender column of 
her back. Hermione kissed the cheeks of her ass lovingly. 
Then, remembering how much she had enjoyed snacking on 
her boyfriend's asshole, the naughty witch began to run her 
tongue up through the tight crack of the ravenclaw's ass, 
spreading the asscheeks apart with her hands. Coming to 
the taut brown bud, Hermione licked and sucked, slobbering 
up into that shit tunnel. 

Cho moaned, loving to feel the gryff's tongue rimming out 
her shit chute and knowing her ass was going to be well 
lubricated by saliva when it came time to get stuffed full of 
another cock. 



Hermione spent a few delicious minutes tonguing out Cho's 
asshole, then slid lower. She lapped her boyfriend's swollen 
balls. Then, as Cho rode up and his thick, slime-coated 
cockshaft emerged, Hermione lapped the cunt juice from his 
cock, her tongue slurping all the way up so that it ended up 
in Cho's fuck-slot at the top of the stroke. Hermione's tongue 
was going wild with the joy of lapping tangy cunt juice up 
from a hot slab of cockmeat. She could hardly wait for her 
boyfriend to shoot his gooey cumload into that steamy 
pussy, and she was eager to suck the ravenclaw's cum 
cream off her boyfriend's prick and her boyfriend's fuck- 
juice out of the ravenclaw's cunt hole. 

Tilting her head sideways, Hermione fitted her lips to the 
undersides of Harry's cockshaft, where the fat, dark vein was 
pulsating so vigorously. She played his cockmeat like a flute, 
sucking and lapping as it slid through her lips en route to 
the ravenclaw's cunt hole. 

Cho twisted from the hips, reaching back with one hand and 
grasping the fake prick by the rod. She pulled it up to her 
ass. Hermione hesitated, not quite sure what the masked 
ravenclaw wanted. Cho slid her hand up, gripping the fake 
cock just behind the fat head, and fitted the tip of that head 
into her shit chute. 

“Fuck me up the ass," she rasped. 

“Oooohhh - yeah!" Hermione squealed. 

She knew very well that this masked marvel was not Fleur. 
She knew after all Fleur's body much to well, by sight, taste 
and texture after all the times before. And she knew that this 
voluptuous ghost stride her boyfriend's prick was not her 
veela lover from the first time she saw it wearing this ghost 
costume. But Hermione didn't give a shit who the ghost 



witch was... not as long as she could suck and fuck with the 
enchanting creature. 


Holding Cho by the hips, Hermione began to inch the fake 
cock up her ass. 

Cho fucked all the way down on Harry's towering prick and 
held it all in her, not humping for the moment, waiting for 
her other fuckhole to get stuffed. Her pussylips flattened 
around the root of his prick. Harry lay still, panting, his prick 
throbbing inside her fuck-hole. 

For a sad moment, Hermione didn't think that fake cockhead 
was going to fit up that tight puckered bud. But Cho, having 
been ass fucked by Blaise often, knew better. Her asshole 
was soaking with Hermione's saliva and the fake cock was 
wet with her own spit and as Hermione shoved, the head 
began to inch into her asshole. Hermione moaned as she 
saw Cho's whole spread and ripple around her slowly 
intruding cock. 

Cho pushed back and the head of the fake cock fucked 
deeper into her shit tunnel. Her asshole fluttered, collaring 
the thick cockstalk behind the buried crown. Hermione 
stared down, wishing with all her heart that she was 
polyjuice now, that the big fake fuck-tool was eventually a 
part of her body, so that she could experience the delightful 
sensation of having that hot ass working on her own 
cockmeat. 

Cho's talented asshole began to suck the fake cock deeper, 
as if she were digesting it in reverse. Hermione wasn't 
shoving now. She didn't have to. She could feel the woman's 
shit track dragging the fake cock right up into the depths of 
her ass guts. She reached down and grasped Harry's swollen 
balls, squeezing gently, feeling them pulsate. Her other 



hand slid around the ravnclaw's hip and dipped down past 
her bushy cunt mound, into her groin. She began to finger 
Cho's clit as it flared against the root of Harry's prick. 

Suddenly, Hermione's loins jerked forward. Cho had sucked 
the fake cock all the way up her asshole. With that fuck-rod 
buried her curved ass was pressed tightly to Hermione's trim 
belly. No one moved for a moment, a stationary tableau of 
linked bodies. Harry's prick was pounding up Cho's pussy, 
vibrating like a tuning fork. Hermione was pulling Cho's clit 
and fondling Harry's balls. Cho whimpered with the bliss of 
having both of her fuck-tunnels stuffed full at the same 
time. 

Then Cho began to move. 

She rose slowly up on Harry's rampant prick, until only the 
flaring cockhead was stuck in her cunt slot, pawed, then 
slowly pushed back, taking him balls-deep again. 

Hermione began to hump, pulling the fake cock out of the 
ravenclaw's hole, then fucking it back in. Her athletic 
haunches pistoned and she was fucking as expertly as if she 
had been born with that appendage. 

Cho waited with the joy of it, feeling the two pricks passing 
through her twin tracks, like trains passing in a tunnel. Harry 
heaved upward. His cock plunged into her soaking cunt hole 
and he felt the other prick slam into her asshole, through the 
thin dividing membrane. 

Like a well-oiled machine, the three pumped and pistoned 
together. Harry's cockmeat gorged her fuck-hole, then 
pulled out as the fake prick filled her ass guts. Cho tossed 
and twisted between them, adoring it. 



Blaise had fucked Fleur halfway across the bedroom when 
he shot his cum-load. His belly whacked against her ass and 
as his cock plunged in to the hilt, his fuck-juice shot out with 
such force that he almost blew her right off the end of his 
prick. Fleur wailed when she felt that steaming cock slime 
hose her fuck-hole, melting in her own joyful climax. Blaise 
pumped all of his cum-load into her pussy with three or four 
violent cock-thrusts, then stopped fucking for a moment. His 
balls deflated. Then they began to swell again. His cock was 
still hard as stone inside the cat girl's cunt. Grinning 
fiendishly, he began to fuck her a second time, without even 
taking his prick out for a breather. 

But the threesome on the bed had heard Fleur's wail of joy, 
and they looked around in surprise, then confusion. Harry 
and Hermione were horrified at having been caught in the 
act. But then it dawned on them that it was Blaise and he 
was in a somehow similar possition, with his prick stuck up a 
cat girl. Knowing that the cat girl was Fleur... they 
practically started to grinn. 

Cho had been horrified, for a moment, thinking that her 
loving boyfriend had just discovered her fucking his cousin 
and getting ass fucked by his cousin's girlfriend. But a surge 
of relief came to her. She was in disguise! Blaise couldn't 
possibly know who she was and, anyhow, the son of a bitch 
was cheating on her with some girl in a cat suit. 

Seeing no reason to interrupt the proceedings, Cho began to 
fuck her cunt on Harry's prick again, her asshole sliding up 
and down the other cock. 

Harry and Hermione had stopped fucking and were staring 
at their lover, grinning like mad. 



And Blaise, grinning as he poured the prick up Fleur's pussy 
from under her ass, said: “Don't stop, for Merlin' sake - we've 
come to join you!" 

Soon the gryffindors began to fill the ravenclaw with two 
twin cocks, fucking vigorously into her twin tunnels as she 
churned between them. They were pleased that Blaise had 
come to see his girlfriend like this... and even more pleased 
that he and his feline friend were bringing more cock and 
cum and cunt to the cluster-fuck. 

Blaise fucked Fleur over to the side of the bed, gave her 
cunt a last thundering fuck-stroke, then slowly pulled his 
dripping prick out of her sucking pussy. 

Fleur didn't waste any time. 

Grinning happily, the veela crawled onto the bed, looked 
here and there for openings, then moved up and sat on 
Harry's upturned face. She pushed her pussy down and his 
head came up to meet the tasty snack. His tongue delved up 
her cunt hole and his lips slurped on her pussy. Gurgling 
with the thrill, Fleur jerked on his face, her trim ass swaying 
just in front of Cho's masked head. 

Cho could hardly resist that temptation. 

The leotard was already dragged out of the cat girl's crotch 
and Cho yanked it farther, freeing the veela's perfect ass. 
Leaning down, pushing her tongue out from the mouth hole 
of the sheet, she began to tongue fuck Fleur's succulent 
asshole. 

Blaise looked on approvingly, but wondering who on earth 
was hidden under that sheet, feasting with such gusto on an 
ass hole and taking it up her own asshole cunt at the same 
time. The fact that Hermione had monster prick of her own 



didn't trouble Blaise in the slightest. And the fact that she 
was also fondling her boyfriend's balls delighted him. She 
knew her well enough and kinky Hermione was game for 
anything. And he was very happy to help in her fun and 
games? 

Blaise got up from the floor. His prick was slimy with cum 
and cunt juice and, although he'd just shot a huge lump of 
jism into the cat girl, his cock was still as hard as a hunk of 
iron. He wondered if he'd ever have a soft prick again, after 
today's visual stimulation. 

He knelt on the bed behind Hermione's grinding ass. 
Hermione looked back over her shoulder, her eyes glowing, 
smiling at her lover. He raised his eyebrows. 

"Ooooh, yes, Blaise... fuck me," she moaned. 

Blaise pushed his hips forward. The head of his gigantic, 
gnarled prick nestled into Hermione's foaming fuck-slot. He 
held her by the hips, moving her slowly, not fucking in yet 
as he savored the anticipation, the dark desire for his darling 
lover, the sweet prospect of plunging his throbbing 
prickmeat into her soaking cunt. 

Hermione squirmed against him, her pussylips rippling. The 
witch was wild at the through that her hot cunt was about to 
get stuffed full of Blaise's cock. Blaise pushed half of his 
cockhead up her steaming fuck-slot and paused. He was 
panting heavily and his prick was pounding like a hammer. 
He could hardly believe this was happening - that he was 
going to fuck her again! But it was true. He could feel her 
hot pussy pulling on his prick-knob, urging him to plunge 
deeper. 

"Give it to me, Blaise!" Hermione wailed. "Oh shit - I'm so 
fucking horny - shove your big cock up my cunt and fuck my 



ass off, love!” Blaise groaned, grunted and slammed every 
inch of his gigantic prick up her fuck hole. 

"Oh! Oooooh!” she cried, feeling her lover's fat fuck rod 
filling her cunt. 

She began to jerk violently, slamming her ass back against 
his hips, jolting forward, fucking her cunt on his cock wildly, 
even before the slytherin had started to bump. 

Then Blaise began pouring the prick to her with gay 
abandon. His ass dipped down and his thick prick came 
pulling out, drenched and steaming. Then he fucked back 
into her pussy, driving her up from the bed. As he shoveled 
the cockmeat to her cunt, the prick glued to her haunches 
was ramming in and out of Cho's asshole, setting in motion a 
chain reaction. 

Blaise groaned with joy. He had loved to have his cock 
sheathed in such a tight, juicy fuck-hole. He fucked into 
Hermione's sweet pussy so hard her whole lithe body shook. 
His hands groped around to fondle her full, round tits and 
pull at the stiff tips. She squirmed against his, thrusting her 
tits into his hands and her ass against his belly and taking 
all of his huge cock into her fuck-hole. 

The chain reaction continued, everyone linked together with 
Blaise, on the end, powering the action. Blaise drove his 
prick into Hermione's cunt hole. Her belly shoved out and 
she rammed her fake cock up Cho's shit hole. As her ass 
filled with that fake cock, Cho's cunt was jammed down to 
the root of Harry's towering cock, while at the same time her 
masked head was propelled forward and her tongue shot up 
into Fleur's asshole. And when Fleur felt that hot, nimble 
tongue reaming out her shit chute, she squirmed, forward, 
grinding her foaming cunt onto Harry's eager face. 



Blaise pounded on, a mighty engine driving this complex 
fucking-machine along the bed, his prick the piston that 
powered all the parts of the carnal device. All coupled up, 
like the separate parts of some meaty erector set, the five 
horny students churned and jolted and thrashed through 
their ecstasy. 

“Fuck - fuck - fuck!" Hermione was chanting, each time her 
lover's cock drove into her, filling her fuck-hole to the very 
depths. His cockhead was bottoming out and still the 
insatiable gryff nymph longed for more, yearned for yards of 
prick fucking into her pussy. 

A spasm hit her and she shuddered. 

“Oh! Oh, shit! Oh, Blaise - I'm gonna cream on your big 
cock!" she cried as her cunt began to melt around his prick 
like a wax candle around a fiery wick. “Shoot in my fuckhole 
- come in me, love - squirt me full of jizz!" 

Hermione's words enflamed Blaise almost as much as the 
tight suction of her cunt hole. 

“Take it, baby!" he howled. 

Blaise's own cum hosed his Hermione's cunt in a massive 
geyser, setting off another chain reaction - a fluid one. His 
jism poured into Hermione's fuck-hole. 

Her pussy creamed as he tilled her full of cum. She fucked, 
the fake cock up Cho's shit chute, feeling as if she were 
coming there, too, as if Blaise's cum and her own cum juice 
were spurting out from the head of the transfigured prick, 
into that hot asshole. And as her ass guts filled with that 
rubber cock, Cho slammed down on Harry's rampant prick 
and felt his cum spurt straight up into her fuck-hole. Harry 
heaved up from the bed, his jism rocketing into the 



ravenclaw's creaming cunt hole while, at the other end of his 
lust-contorted body, Fleur was flooding his open mouth with 
her cum juices as she, too, creamed. 

As if the sum were greater than the total of the parts, all five 
fucking students creamed rivers of cum as that fucking- 
machine ground merrily away. 

At long last they were drained. 

Blaise, still in control, pulled his prick slowly put of 
Hermione's soaking cunthole. It was like pulling the plug out 
of the socket. The machine ground to a halt. They collapsed 
together in a cluster of satisfied flesh, feeling and licking 
here and there as they waited, eagerly, for the next event. 

Hermione was lazily licking the head of Blaise's prick, 
teasing it back to a new hard-on. He lay sprawled on his 
back, groaning, as his prick began to stiffen again. 

The cat girl was doing the same thing on Harry's prick, 
lapping at the cock-knob, slurping it into her lips, working it 
back to a frenzy. His cock stood, wavering. Smiling, knowing 
his cock would soon be as hard as a stone, the cat girl rolled 
across and gave Hermione's cunt a tender tongue-fucking, 
enjoying the subtle difference in flavor between cock and 
cunt. 

“Ooooh - you do that so nice," Hermione sighed, jerking her 
crotch against the masked face. 

"Well, you know that," Fleur said. 

Hermione pretended to frowned and drew her lips away from 
the head of Blaise's prick. 


"Fleur?" she asked. 



Fleur looked up in surprise, lifting her face out of Hermione's 
crotch and pulling the cat mask off. 

“Well, sure - who did you think I was?" 

“I-I thought - but then who...?" She looked around for the 
witch in the sheet. 

But, like a real ghost, the ghost witch had vanished. 

Hermione shook her head, still pretending to be puzzled. 
“Who the fuck was that ghost?" she murmured. 

Blaise smiled and gently pulled her mouth back down onto 
the head of his vibrant cock. 

“It doesn't matter," he sighed as Hermione sucked lovingly 
on his cock-knob. “As long as she keeps her mouth shut." 

Hermione giggled around his prick. “Yeah," she agreed. 
“Especially since that ghost was Cho..." 

“What?!" he exclaimed... 


Chapter 56 - Some things are just so damn easy 

“I needed that," Cho sighed, rolling over and swinging her 
long legs over the edge of the bed. “Three days without you 
was almost unbearable." 

“Uh, yeah... why was that?" 

“Oh... I had a lot to... study..." 


“If you say so..." Blaise mumbled. 




“What's wrong?" Cho asked as she stood by the bed looking 
down at him, with a flow of cum that was leaking out of her 
pussy. 

“I need to tell you something," he said. 

“Can it wait until I pee?" she asked him. 

“Uh, yeah, sure, go ahead," Blaise told her. 

Cho turned and shuffled into the bathroom. 

Dreading having to tell Cho about him and Hermione, Harry 
and the others, Blaise lay listening to the sound of Cho's pee 
splashing down into the toilet. 

“So what do you need to tell me?" Cho asked as she came 
back out of the bathroom wiping her pussy with a towel. 

Blaise couldn't keep his eyes off his girlfriend's big hobbling 
tits as she walked toward the bed. They were every bit as big 
as Hermione's, if not bigger, but they were just a tiny bit 
saggier and the areolas capping them were much darker and 
oblong shaped instead of the perfectly, round circles of the 
gryffindor's breasts. 

“Well, are you going to stop gawking at my tits and tell me?" 
she asked standing by the bed looking down at him with her 
fisted hands on her hips. 

“I hate to tell you this, but it's about Hermione," Blaise 
muttered, trying to swallow down the bale of cotton that 
suddenly filled his mouth. 

“What about her?" Cho asked him, sitting down on the edge 
of the bed. 



“Uh, I, uh, she, uh, we, we ” Blaise stammered but was 
unable to choke it out. 


“You what?" Cho asked. 

“We, uh . . . uh, I, we made love..." Blaise finally blurted out. 

Cho's chin nearly bounce off her tits as her mouth dropped 
open and she stared at him with a stunned, angry look on 
her face. 

“You what?" Cho exploded. 

“We made love..." Blaise sheepishly mumbled. 

“How could you, Blaise? How could you cheat on me?" Cho 
fussed. “And she's with Harry... your cousin..." 

“I don't know. It just sort of happened," Blaise apologized. 
“I'm sorry..." 

“You should be. I know that you've done some pretty crazy 
things before me... but with Hermione? What would Harry 
say?" Cho fumed. “How could you?" 

“She, she wanted me to..." Blaise told her, trying to shift 
some of the blame off of his shoulders. 

“That doesn't excuse it. You cheated on me... you should 
have stop it... why didn't you stop it?" Cho raged on, even 
though her rage was in no way rage, but more frustration at 
not doing it with the gryff witch and her boyfriend long ago. 
This past three days of practically avoiding her boyfriend 
and the others she... fucked... had given her a lot of time to 
think about... things. After all... this is the perfect time of 
her life to have fun... any kind of fun... 



“I don't know..." Blaise muttered. "I just couldn't..." 


"You still cheated on me, Blaise..." Cho shot back. "Why... 
what would you think if Harry and I... what if we made love? 
What would you think then? Would that make be right?" 

"Yes... no... I don't know..." Blaise groaned as the picture of 
his girlfriend and his cousin in bed together making love 
popped into his head. "Is not like we are married... we are 
still testing the waters now... isn't it?" 

Blaise could almost hear the wheels turning in his 
girlfriend's pretty, little head as she sat glaring at him. 

"What if I cheat on you? If you bring up the testing the 
waters thing?" she asked him with an icy smile on her lips. 
She just couldn't belive how easy has been to say it. 

"You would?" Blaise gasped, staring back into her cold, 
brown eyes. He couldn't belive this part of the gryffs plan 
was so easy. "With out dumping me?" 

"Yes... and no..." Cho fired back. "I have to equal the score 
somehow... what is there to stop me?" 

"I'm sorry," Blaise apologized. "I didn't mean to..." 

"You said that Hermione wanted you to do it," Cho coolly 
said. "Maybe I'll just ask Harry and see if he wants to do it, 
too." 

"You really want to do that?" Blaise pretended to fuss. 

"Why not? Do you think I'm going to stand by and let you 
and Hermione screw around behind my back while I have to 
play the good girlfriend? Why not get it all out in the open 
and everyone can do as they see fit?" Cho icily smiled. 



reaching over and pinching Blaise's dormant peter. “I knew 
that this thing would get you in trouble one of these days." 

"Yeah, me, too," Blaise mumbled, reaching over and cupping 
one of her big breasts in his hand and pinching its big, 
rubbery nipple. 

"Well, now that we've got that out of the way, how was 
she?" Cho asked, roughly clutching at his sleeping cock. 

"You're still number one," Blaise really mean it as he pulled 
her down beside him, giving her a deep, probing kiss. 

"You're pathetic," Cho scolded when their lips finally broke. 

"Are you really going to do it... with Harry?" Blaise asked 
her, pinching and plucking at her nipple as she continued to 
pull and pluck at his slowly-hardening cock. 

"What do you think?" she taunted back, squeezing harder. 

"I don't know," he told her. "Are you?" 

"I guess that you'll just have to wait and see, won't you?" 
she laughed, leaning over and giving him a kiss on the lips. 

Leaning back away from him, she lay looking over at him as 
her hand continued to fumble and grope his half-hard peter. 

"Does it make you jealous to know that I might fuck Harry?" 
she teased. 

"Yeah, a little," he lied. 

"I wonder..." Cho grinned, groping at his cock harder. "I 
wonder how big he is? Do you think he is as big as you? Or 
bigger?" 



“I, I don't know," Blaise lied, miffed that Cho would tease 
him about such a thing. "I guess that's something you'll just 
have to find out for yourself." 

"I think I will," she snickered. "But until I do, why don't you 
put this one to use." 

"Whatever you say," Blaise grunted, pushing up to his 
hands and knees and crawling over between her 
outstretched legs. "Maybe I'll just stretch your little cunt out 
of shape and he won't want any of it..." 

"Promises... promises..." she laughed, pulling his cock down 
to the slavering hole between her legs. 

The instant Blaise felt her fit the head of his cock into the 
slippery opening of her pussy, he lunged forward and buried 
himself down inside her. 

This wasn't going to be making love, he told himself as he 
began to rock back and forth burying his cock down into her 
pussy as deep as it would go on every hard, ramming stroke. 
This was going to be fucking. Pure, unadulterated, cock¬ 
banging, pussy-pounding fucking! 

"Yeah, Baby, that's the way. Make it nice and wet for 
Harry..." Cho taunted as she kicked her legs up into the air 
and drove her heels into Blaise's bounding ass. Blaise's ass 
was a pink blur as it jerked back and forth at a frightening 
pace. Pussy juice and expended cum was flying everywhere, 
coating everything in the hot, goo. 

Passion and relieve fueled his savage attack on Cho's pussy 
as he pounded it with wild abandon. He hadn't known how 
she would react to his admission of guilt. But her threat to 
fuck Harry had come as a totally unexpected retaliation. It 
was like she practically has made up her mind already and 



was jusr waiting for some sign or an excuse to join in. He 
loved her more then ever right at this moment... 
exponentially... or something like that. 

The bed sheets between Cho's long legs were soaked with 
the creamy goo oozing out of her cunt as Blaise's big balls 
slapped up against her ass and splattered the thick goo 
everywhere. The cacophonous sounds of the wailing 
bedsprings were keeping beat with the jarring bangs of the 
headboard bumping against the wall as they fucked like sex- 
crazed monkeys. 

“Oh, yeah, Harry, Baby, give it to me real good..." Cho 
taunted, driving her heels into his bouncing ass harder and 
harder. “Make me come. Baby..." 

“Your... mean... you... know... that?" Blaise growled out, 
punctuating his every word by driving into her pussy harder 
and faster. “You don't have to rub it in..." 

“Oh, I'm have this feeling that Harry sure knows how to rub 
it in... me..." Cho giggled. 

Blaise was grunting and snorting like an angry bull as he 
pumped into Cho with a vengeance. He could feel his big 
balls swelling, scrunching up around the base of his cock as 
they prepared to discharge their load of cum into Cho's 
gluttonous cunt. 

“Come... bitch... come..." Blaise panted out as Cho's fingers 
clawed and scratched at him trying to get him to fuck her 
harder. 

“Hold it, you bastard. I'm not done yet..." she growled, 
throwing herself at him, matching him stroke for stroke as 
they frantically fucked. 



“Hurry up... hurry up...” Blaise groaned out, fighting to hold 
back the massive eruption gathering down in his loins. 

“I bet Harry could hold it..." she sneered. 

That was like really rub it in as Blaise became a madman 
driving into her with a savagery she had never seen before. 

Then suddenly, a colossal shockwave of pleasure rocked her 
whole body as her orgasm exploded down inside her reeling 
womb. Her head flew back, her eyes rolled back in her head 
as her whole body stiffened and began to shake and quiver. 

“Here, bitch, take it..." Blaise grunted, lunging down to send 
his huge cock into the clutching, sucking hole between her 
legs. Driving it into her as deep as it would go, he felt it 
erupt and spew out a massive gush of hot cum into her cunt. 

As his giant cock kicked and spurted, her spasming pussy 
continued to suck and milk it, trying to squeeze out every 
last one of his wriggling sperms. 

At last the battle was over and they lay gasping for air. 

“Wow... maybe I ought to rub it in more often..." Cho 
giggled. 

“Yeah... will talk later alright..." Blaise grinned, leaning back 
and pulling out of her. Then with a grunt, he rolled over and 
flopped down on the bed beside her. 

“Talk about what later?" she asked him, feeling like he knew 
more about her extracurricular activitiest from this week 
than what he was letting on. After all... he had fucked that 
cat girl and Hermione like it was NOT the first time and 
everybody else acted like it was NOT something new. 



“Let's just say you'll love it...'' Blaise said, looking up on the 
ceilling and puting his hands behind his head. 


“You think so?" Cho said, doing pretty much the same thing 
as he. 

“I'm sure... after what I know about those two..." 

“How well do you know them?" 

“You'll find out..." 

“So your not gonna tell me?" 

“No..." 

After some time, Blaise said. “You're really okay with this... 
right?" 

Cho didn't answered at first, but after a long silence she 
said. “I had some time to think about... some things this 
past few days..." 


Chapter 57 - It's just something fun 

Somehow, one of Harry's friends let it slip that he was using 
the Room of Requirements that Saturday. And so, Cho went 
looking for him. She just had to have a word with him. But 
when she entered, she had never expected to find such a 
beautiful place inside the room. 

It was a nice day, early summer warm, but lacking the 
humidity that comes with summers. A light breeze added to 
the fresh feel of the day. A mildly, sweet scent of blossoming 
magnolia trees suffused through the air. 




Moving idly and without any set purpose, Cho walked away 
from the door. She stopped once and reached down to 
remove her shoes. The grass, with its broad flat blades, was 
a thick green carpet that felt cool and alive under her bare 
feet. It was almost a sin to walk on this grass with anything 
but bare feet. Beautifully manicured, the lawn conjured by 
the room was almost a work of art. 

Despite the marvelous feel of the day, her thoughts kept 
returning to her talk with Blaise last night and many other 
things that happened this week! 

“Good morning!" a voice called to her. 

She was afraid to turn, then she did. And to her good fortune 
she found just the person she was looking for, coming 
towards her. Harry Potter. 

"You look especially lovely this morning, Cho..." he smiled at 
her and received a smile in answer. "Beautiful day, isn't it?" 

"Yes," she replied. "Mmmm... someone suggested I come in 
the Room of Requirements if I wanted to have a chat with 
you... but wooow... this place you conjured is wonderful... 
what's it based on?" 

His face beamed with pride, "Thank you. It's where I spent 
some of my summers... a place where I go when I want to be 
alone... and since I couldn't go there in the middle of the 
school term... I asked the room for some help..." 

"You have such a place at home?" 

"No... it's at my grandpa's. He and grandma live in 
Louisiana... in the States... since I was like four or five... 

They bought this place and renovated it and now they live 
there full time... I helped during some summers with the 



renovation and I... don't know, but it just makes me feel at 
peace... there's something special about planting things and 
watching them come to life." 

She smiled, then chided, "Don't tell me you're responsible 
for those magnolias!" 

"No," he chuckled. "They were there when granpa bought 
the place. But they were in bad condition and I did help 
nurse them back to health. I just loved climbing." 

"A wizard with a green thumb," she laughed. 

"Thumbs don't get green by working with the earth," he 
corrected. "They get dirty." 

She laughed again. "Is there anything special I should see? 
Any labor of love you're especially proud of?" 

"Why of course," he smiled, offering her his arm, which she 
took. "The pond is just over there. If you'll kindly come with 
me." 

The walk was farther than Cho anticipated. The Room of 
Requirements door had disappeared behind them, hidden by 
the small forest of magnolias. But it was worth it. Harry's 
pond? was special. 

Skirted by trees on all sides, the small pool of water was 
clear and calm looking. To one side was a small clearing, 
complete with a picnic table and benches. 

"Granpa did most of the heavy spellwork..." Harry explained. 
"But it's my design, though. The pond's spring fed and most 
of the year it's downright cold, which keeps the snakes 
away." 



“Snakes?” Cho glanced up at him. 

“This is bayou country. There's plenty of cotton mouths 
around,” he answered. "But don't worry. Like I said the water 
is plenty cold, too cold for them. But on a hot summer's day, 
this pond beats the hell out of a swimming pool. Sometimes, 
when Hermione is around, we sneak away from the house 
during the summer for a little skinny dippin'.” 

Cho laughed. It was quite easy for her to picture Harry and 
Hermione swimming nude in the pond. She knew they were 
best friends since first year and it was easy to imagine him 
and her doing that now that they were a couple. The humor, 
however, was Cho's mental images about what his parents 
and grandparents would say if they caught them doing that. 
Maybe that french witch they always hang out with has 
come here. This quiet, little pond had probably been the 
scene for more than one of the sexual romps the threesome 
had shared. 

"This place sure is something special,” she commented, as 
they paused, leaning against the trunk of one of the 
towering trees. 

"I hope to spend this winter break there...” Harry smiled at 
her. "Granpa said that he had a special project in mind and I 
was hoping on the help of some friends to help me out... he 
said he has found some remnant of this estate's history.” 

"Is the place that old?” 

"Yeah... it was an old south plantation about two hundred 
years ago...” 


"Wooow...” Cho exiaimed. 



“Mmmm hmmmm/' he nodded, gazing out over the pond. 
“Granpa said he found some old ruins... but he wouldn't tell 
me more... he just said that I sure would like to investigate 
them..." 

"If the place is as old as you say, it must be full of secret 
passages and hidden rooms... right?" she asked. 

"Right," he smiled at her, his eyes locking to hers. "I even 
found one secret passage about three years back... my 
granpa even showed me how to make new entrances if I 
wanted to..." 

"Yes..." she suddenly stopped. 

It hit her all at once, like a ton of bricks! 

Harry's eyes flashed with a devilish glint. 

He knew! 

And she knew! 

That secret passage was old, but used. And the viewing 
room was fresly made, just like the entry behind her closet! 
Then she remembered that Fleur was taking her mastery in 
transfiguration and she was Harry's lover. And... woow... she 
couldn't belive it. Harry was Phantom... the first one 
anyway... and Hermione and Fleur and Blaise were all in 
this. And who the bloody hell knows who else was with 
theme! 

"You!" she gasped. "It was you that first time!" 

Her hand lashed out, fully intent on slapping Harry's face. It 
was silly, a childish reaction. But at the moment, it was all 



that she could think of; all she could do to relieve the anger 
and the embarrassment that flushed through her body. 

But even that was ineffectual! 

His own arm jumped up and grasped her wrist. Her anger 
growing, she slapped out with her other arm. Which again, 
he blocked, raising both her arms above her head and 
pinning them firmly against the rough trunk of the 
magnolia. She struggled, twisting to free herself, but he held 
her solidly. 

“You bastard! It was you!" she spat. “You were the wizard 
that tied and bound and blindfolded me! You... you... 
rapist!" 

He chuckled and grinned at her, “Rapist?" 

“Yes, you son of a bitch!" she grunted, still trying to wrench 
her wrist free of his one vise-like hand. 

“Come now," he chided, his eyes laughing with amused 
delight. “Surely you don't expect me to believe that. I doubt 
whether you've been able to convince yourself that it was 
rape!" 

Her knee lashed out, directed toward his groin. A measure 
he had apparently been anticipating, since he easily 
sidestepped the would-be painful thrust and laughed, 
obviously enjoying the position he held Cho in. 

“My dear Cho, you wanted it as every bit as much as I did," 
he grinned lewdly down at her, knowing. “You never so 
much as tried to get away from me... not to mention the 
next night when you used the ghost costume... then you 
practically barged in..." 



She kicked out again, but it was a vain effort. He was now 
positioned beside her, out of reach. 

“You bastard!" she hissed, renewing her struggle to get away 
from his hand, but he held her tight. 

"I only did as you asked," he continued smiling at her. "More 
like what you thought... unless you want to count my 
copping a feel of those marvelous tits of yours when you 
were stuned... and the next night... I don't think you need a 
reminder... because Hermione and Fleur and Blaise were 
there..." 

Again she twisted and writhed and again her struggles 
received the same results. Nothing! 

"And you can't tell me you didn't enjoy it as much as I did," 
he went on. "Bloody hell, Cho, you had one of the strongest 
climaxes I've ever seen in a witch!" 

"No! That was not rape," he concluded. "One of the farthest 
things from rape I've ever seen!" 

"Yesss!" she hissed. "It was! You raped me!" 

"No," he answered simply, as he reached up and tightly 
grasped her chin with his free hand. "No." 

His head dipped forward. 

He's going to kiss me! Hmmm... wasn't this why I came 
looking for him? 

The thought jolted her. It was the last thing she had 
expected. 

The conceit! The egotistical bastard! 



She tried to jerk her head away, but his clamping fingers 
held her steady and immobile. Lightly his lips brushed over 
hers, then his head rose and he smiled, as she glared with 
indignation. 

Releasing her face, his fingers tauntingly glided down the 
smooth arc of her neck, resting on the top button of her 
blouse. 

“I guess, if you won't admit that it wasn't rape," he grinned, 
"I'll have to demonstrate my point to you." 

His fingers fumbled with the button momentarily. She felt 
the top of her blouse suddenly loosen and knew he had 
been successful. 

Again, he reached up and grasped her chin and jerked her 
face toward him. His head lowered and their lips met again, 
pressing a little harder and lingering for a second or two. 

Repeating his movements, his fingers drifted down the 
softness of her neck and down the front of her blouse, 
dipping a little lower this time. 

The fabric of her blouse tugged as the second of the five 
buttons was freed from its hole. As before, his hand caught 
her chin and pulled her face to him. His lips pressed hard 
against hers. With enraged determination, she kept her 
month tautly drawn closed. He'll just had to work for it... 
because she wasn't so easy this time like she was that first 
time, Cho thought. 

Again his fingers slid down along the curving arch of her 
neck and dipped through the opening "V" of her blouse. 
Downward his fingers softly caressed, moving much lower 
and much more intimately through the valley separating her 
breasts and over the thin nylon that covered the well- 



proportioned globes. He found the fourth button and easily 
slipped it from its hole. 


For the fifth time, his fingers clamped under her chin and 
pulled her to him. His mouth covered hers. His tongue, warm 
and moist, danced out from his mouth, as his lips parted, 
then taunted over her lips. But she was determined! Her 
mouth refused the probe. She shivered, remembering its feel 
on her neck and ear that first night. 

Once more, following the now familiar path, his fingers 
caressingly glided down her neck and drifted over her bare 
skin, through the smooth valley of her breasts and over the 
quivering flatness of her stomach. They found the last of the 
five buttons and quickly slipped it from its hole. 

Her blouse was now completely opened. 

His free hand tucked under the edges of the shirt and 
pushed them back over her shoulders so that the blouse 
remained on her, but her chest was exposed to him. 

“Beautiful,” he whispered glancing at her, then letting his 
eyes drop to the nylon-conflined mounds of her tits, so that 
she knew exactly what he was speaking about. 

The bra was flimsy and sheer. It held absolutely nothing 
from his eyes. Her nipples and aureoles looked brown under 
the flesh-colored fabric, rather than their natural coral pink, 
but what the hell did that matter, she found herself thinking. 

“Beautiful,” he whispered again, as if to make sure that she 
heard him. 

His hand was back on her body again. This time gently 
caressing the sleek flatness of her stomach, his fingertips 
teasingly ringing the deep well of her navel. She shivered. 



Damn! she cursed herself. She could feel her nipples 
responding to the taunting gentle manipulation of his hand. 
Slut! You're nothing better than a cock hungry slut! 

It didn't help. Her nylon-confined nipples still tingled, 
pushing against the fabric of her bra. 

Working slowly upward, his hand glided beneath the 
restrained globe of her right tit and slowly caressed the 
bulging lower curve. She shivered again. Then his palm 
cupped beneath the sister mound and repeated its loving 
fondle. 

The bastard! He's doing exactly like he did that night! But 
who was him? The first Phantom... or the second? Or was he 
both? What ever they did... it was like they... he... what the 
fuck... she just couldn't think anymore... everything was so 
wonderfull... 

Circling in a spiralling path, his fingers brushed around and 
around the captive globes of flesh. Despite the covering of 
nylon, she felt him, felt every little movement of his 
fingertips. The sheer fabric seemed only to increase the sexy 
feel of him, suffusing the pleasant sensations of his hands. 
Her nipples were alive, straining outward, pressing against 
the cloth of her bra. 

His fingers then drifted into the deep valley between the 
mounded forms of her breasts. Carefully, they tucked under 
the fabric. 

His eyes rose to her again, glinting with delight as they 
caught the excited flare of her nostrils and the wide-eyed 
gaze of definite interest. 

His hand jerked forward. A sharp biting pain ran across her 
shoulders. It was the broad strap of her bra! Then it was 



gone as suddenly as it had come. He had ripped the front of 
her bra open. Her tits, pink and vulnerable, now stood out 
from her chest, displaying their nakedness, while wispy bits 
of torn nylon dangled to their sides, moving in the slight 
breeze. 

Involuntarily, she sucked her breath in. It hissed as it rushed 
through her teeth on the way to her lungs. Whether she 
wanted it or not, her body was reacting to him. She was 
enjoying this rough treatment. Just as she had enjoyed the 
things he had done to her that night! 

His hand rose to her tits again. This time his fingers were 
met by the summery warmth of her flesh. She quivered, 
trying to push the mounting excitement of her body away. 

His fingers lightly brushing and tapping at her erect nipple 
did little to help. Nor did the wonderfully squeezing finger 
that expertly kneaded and rolled the firm cushions of flesh. 

And when he cupped one of the tempting globes of melon¬ 
like tit and pushed it upward so that he could just barely get 
his lips and tongue on the deep pink cherry of aroused flesh 
that topped it, there was nothing she could think to do, 
except moan. 

His tongue was like a feathery whip of pleasure. He licked 
and laved, slickening the fat, plump nipple. He lashed and 
whipped over its hardening surface, causing her chest to 
heave with labored breaths. 

His lips closed over the excited bud and he sucked - an 
action that only increased the wonderful tingling that 
flooded through the billowy mound and suffused down into 
her loins. 



She moaned again, arching her back away from the wrinkled 
trunk of the tree, in a hope of giving him more of her wanton 
breast. But the confining position he had her pinned in did 
little to help. 

If he'd only let my hands go! she found herself wishing and 
not caring. She knew as she had known that night and the 
night after that she wanted what he had given her. She 
wanted it now, as she wanted it then! 

With a moist little sucking sound, his lips slid from her 
nipple and his hand squeezed around the fleshy globe as he 
rolled it against her chest. 

His eyes met hers again and he leaned to her. 

Their lips met. This time, he found no resistance, no 
struggle, no protest! 

She opened her mouth to admit the moist, warm probe of his 
tongue. She accepted the oral digit into her mouth, 
caressing it and teasing it with her own tongue. He drilled 
deeply, flicking toward her throat. 

She felt him move at her side, pressing against her, then 
covering her from the front. She could have made her kicks 
connect now, but that was the furthest thing from her mind, 
as she felt the bulging thickness that pressed against her 
from the crotch of his pants. 

Her pelvis pushed out and rubbed into the bulge. She felt 
him tremble a little, but enough for her hands to slip free 
and cling tightly around his back. 

As his tongue retreated from her mouth, she moved after it 
into his mouth. Her gyrating oral digit flicked and twisted 



within the humid warmth of his mouth, dancing lightly over 
and under his tongue. 

His hand climbed up her back and slowly worked at her 
blouse. Briefly she unwrapped her arms from around him, so 
that he could slip it and the shredded remains of her bra free 
and toss them to the ground. Then her arms were around 
him again, drawing him close. 

Eventually, they parted and he gazed down at her, an 
undeniable light of certainty in his eyes, “Kneel down." 

She obeyed his whispered command, trembling as she 
dropped before him, her brown eyes never leaving his face. 
He smiled reassuringly. 

“Suck me off," he whispered his next command. It came as if 
to make sure she knew neither one of them no longer spoke 
of rape. 

She glanced at the thick knoll that strained from the front of 
his pants and nodded without looking at him. 

Her fingers slowly drifted out and traced up and down the 
swollen shape beneath his jeans. His legs opened, spreading 
a little as her fingers found his zipper and moved it 
downward, then dipped inside his fly, carefully maneuvering 
the fat rod of flesh she found free of its confinement. 

That it was thick, she already knew. She had felt iaiready 
and it had packed her to the brim. But seeing the full size of 
his club-like prodder was something else. Nine inches long, 
it was at least two inches in diameter, and the gorged glans 
looked like some small red apple. 

And from the long, slitted mouth at the direct center of the 
arrow-shaped crown welled a large drop of crystal clear fluid. 



Juice that she stirred from his loins. 


Grasping the thickness of his cock with both of her hands, 
she leaned to his crotch. Her pink tongue snaked out and 
lapped away the heavy drop. The familiar taste of sex filled 
her mouth. It was a taste she liked. No! A taste she loved! 
She rolled the singular drop in her mouth, savoring it, then 
she swallowed. 

Her tongue flicked out again, this time washing its way over 
the bloated-looking crown of his cock. It looked so firm and 
hard, yet it was smooth and soft. The delicious combination 
was arousing. She licked some more, thoroughly enjoying 
the task Harry had set her to. 

He moaned as she continued her delicate laving over the 
sensitive thickness of his glans and moaned as her tongue 
ran up and down the firm column of his sex, leaving it 
glistening with the wetness of her saliva. 

She nibbled and teethed her way up and down the plump 
hardness, delighting in the virile feel of his manhood. Then 
she gave its bulging head one last kiss and pulled away. 

Her emerald eyes rolled up to him once again. 

“Suck it!" he repeated, his voice less steady and filled with 
the desire she was igniting within his loins. 

Which is exactly what she did. 

Her predatory lips moved in, opening in a wide “0“ of tightly 
pressed muscle. Over the hugely massive crown knob, her 
lips pouted. 


Then she sucked! 



She sucked, pulling on the ponderous head. She sucked as 
her tongue whipped and lashed over its agitated surface. 

She sucked delighting in the fatness of the meat she 
possessed. 

He groaned and his lips lurched forward. At least half of his 
length plunged into her mouth, vanishing into her face. 

She gulped and sucked in her breath through her nostrils to 
suppress the urge to gag. Then she slipped further down the 
fat rod. 

He was too big for her to take all of him. At least too big for 
this time in her mouth. Perhaps after some time, she could 
accommodate his ponderous mass in her face. But not now. 
Still, she took enough of his swollen stalk to let him know 
she was giving him head and enough for her to know that he 
could easily crack her jaws, if suddenly he became 
overactive. 

But he didn't. 

He just stood there, letting her do the work, watching as her 
head bobbed up and down on his pole of flesh. Delighting as 
she slid her lips on and off his cock. Thrilling as her cheeks 
hollowed while she sucked, then stuffed outward as she 
swallowed up his prick once again. 

She could hear him moaning. She could feel the rigidity that 
stiffened his cock to a hard pole of flesh. And she could feel 
the thick knot that pushed up along the underside of his 
shaft. 

Then he blasted into her mouth. 

Hot come in a direct race from his balls splattered over her 
tongue and coated the roof of her mouth. She swallowed and 



sucked, welcoming each of the thick spurts of sexual cream 
that exploded out from his loins. Again and again, she 
gulped down the viscosity that exuberantly spilled from the 
head of his cock. 

She sucked at him, milking at his throbbing rod for even 
further offerings. 

“No more," he groaned, his hips jerking back, rudely 
wrenching his shaft from her lips. “No more!" 

Still on her knees, she stared up, pleased with the grin of 
satisfaction that spread across Harry's face. 

It took a few moments for Harry to steady himself. Cho's oral 
passion was something he had not reckoned with. However, 
he had disproved the “rape" theory of Cho to his satisfaction 
and hopefully to hers. 

But that was something he intended to make sure of at the 
moment. 

Cho shivered with excitement as Harry smiled down at her. It 
stemmed from the lubricious gleam in his green eyes and 
the still stiff lance of man flesh that jutted from his groin. 

She trembled and whimpered. 

The aroused thrills increased as he leaned over and lifted 
her to her feet. Without speaking, he pulled her half-naked 
body to his, crushing her supple form to him. She came 
without hesitation, the stiff nipples of her melon-like breasts 
stabbing at his chest. 

There was absolutely no protest this time as his tongue 
darted from his mouth. Her lips opened and accepted the 
oral probe that filled the emptiness left by his withdrawn 



cock. Her own tongue playfully dueled around the flicking 
invader, then pushed its way into his mouth. 

Carefully, she wedged a thigh between his legs and rubbed 
it over the exposed length of his manhood, still hard and 
powerful feeling, despite the demand she had just placed on 
his seminal reservoir. He moaned around the mouthful of 
tongue that speared toward the back of his throat. 

She pressed tightly to him, relishing in the inciting sensation 
of her tit mounds flattening against his chest, then slowly 
swaying her hips so that the pancaked globes rolled 
deliciously over him. Her hand slid down his back, anchoring 
into the taut boulders of his ass and pulled his crotch to 
hers. 

Simultaneously, his hands followed hers, dipping beneath 
the tight waistband of her slacks and under the elastic tops 
of her panties. Her little wiggle movements increased to a 
provocative dance as his hands covered the perky, rounded 
curves of her bottom. He squeezed down. His fingers firmly 
dug into the fleshy demiglobes, kneading her silken 
buttocks as he had fondled the moldable mounds of her 
young, proud breasts. 

For several minutes they clung to each other, their tongues 
darting and exploring the now familiar interiors of their 
mouths. Their hands squeezed and urged. Their bodies 
pressed together with a sensual nearness. 

Reluctantly, they separated, gazing at one another for a 
silent second or two. Then his hands withdrew from her ass 
and moved to the front of her burgandy hip-huggers. 

While he worked the button and zipper to her slacks free, 
her own fingers occupied themselves with the imposing 
shaft that speared wantonly from his fly. 



With loving tenderness, her fingertips glided up and down 
the still moist spike of flesh; still damp with the traces of her 
saliva. It jerked and jumped under her spright teasing. Its 
red glans glistened from the fresh sexual oils that oozed 
from his balls. 

A little tug came from each side of her hips. She wiggled and 
helped him work the clinging slacks down her thighs until 
they fell around her ankles. He followed the same procedure 
to remove the naughty pink mesh panties she wore. 

She had to give up her hold on his thick long prick as he 
leaned over and suddenly lifted her in his arms. Not 
particularly caring where he was taking her, she wrapped 
her arms around his neck and playfully nibbled at his ear. 

About twenty feet from where their enjoyable confrontation 
had begun, he gently laid her on the ground between two 
towering magnolias. The grass was thick there, like a natural 
bed. It felt cool and exciting against the nakedness of her 
body as she stretched out voluptuously at his feet. 

Smiling down at the willing ywitch, his fingers worked free 
the buttons to his shirt and threw it aside. With the same 
quickness, he managed to peel away his pants and the 
boxer shorts he wore, to join his enticing new lover in her 
nakedness. 

Lowering himself beside her in their grassy bed, he once 
more scooped her up in his arms. Her inciting fingers were 
back at his cock, as he slid one of his hands between her 
silk-textured thighs. She whimpered with arousal as his palm 
closed around the fleshy mound of her pubis. 

He squeezed, roughly molding the vulnerable knoll of her 
sex. Her hips twitched eagerly, hunching their willingness 
into his fingers. He could feel the moisture of her 



anticipation welling from between the outer lips of her labia. 
There was no need for further foreplay, but that was exactly 
what made the things he did to her so enjoyable. 

Wiggling a finger into the thick, quivering lips of her cunt, 
he sluiced into the juice-filled channel of her vagina, 
twisting and twirling the intimate digit. The soft folds of her 
tunnel of desire responded, squeezing around the probe that 
had invaded her body. Her pelvis moved up and down, 
working itself on him as if it were feeding on the thickness of 
a cock, rather than a single finger. 

His nakedness only made the wonderfully firm mounds of 
her breasts that more enjoyable. Heavy and round, they 
pressed against his chest, rolling and spearing the stiffness 
of their erect nipples into his skin. 

Her hands slid up and down on his prick, neither demanding 
or urgent, but letting him know she was more than ready to 
have its thickness buried within the tight sheath of her belly. 

But he still waited, gliding another finger into her heated 
hole of passion, while yet another fingertip tapped at her 
clit, taunting it out from under the thin membrane of its 
hood. It was as if he teased her body to quell forever 
whatever traces of “rape” still remained in her body. He 
taunted her, stirring her lust in the same manner he had 
used that night. 

She whimpered, writhing against his body, as big fingers 
expertly manipulated dual digits into the enveloping socket 
of sex, while his third finger flicked and fondled a prodigious 
series of thrills through her body. 

She felt him move beside her and his free hand rolled her to 
her back. He edged up a little and his mouth kissed at her 
neck working downward until it captured one of the high- 



perched cherries of flesh topping a warm, pink-colored tit. 

His tongue moistly caressed the stiffened bud as his lips 
sucked. 

She groaned. The double stimulation of her body was 
fantastic. Her lips twisted with the mounting desires that 
trembled through her. Her body writhed, swishing over the 
crisp, green bed of grass. Her hips rose and fell in time with 
the steady in-out pumping of his fingers. Her hands clamped 
tightly around his cockshaft, squeezing and jacking along its 
pulsating length. 

He was controlling her once again. It was a repeat of their 
first meeting in her bedroom. He knew the sexual needs of a 
witch and even more important, he cared about fulfilling 
them. Only one wizard had had that type of control over her 
body until now - her boyfriend, Blaise. Now she had found 
another - Harry. 

She groaned, as his fingers upped their tempo, sluicing into 
the hot mouth of her belly. Her hips surged up and down, 
matching the increased rhythm. She wanted to know what 
to do and how to handle the situation, but those marvelous 
fingers gliding in and out of her vagina were too demanding. 

I'm a whore! A shameless slut who can't get enough sex! 
Can't get enough hot, hard cock stuffed up my cunt! 

But she didn't feel like a slut. She felt like a passion-filled 
witch who was getting the sex she needed and wanted, from 
an experienced wizard who knew how to satisfy her. 

Merlin! He feels so good! I'm going to come if he keeps this 
up! I want his cock for that! Not his fingers! 

Still, Harry pumped his vigorously gliding fingers into the 
trembling groove of her pussy. In and out, then twisting a 



little, he finger-fucked her, eliciting desire-laden whimpers 
and moans from her writhing lips. 

Does he want me to beg? Does he want me to plead for his 
cock, like I did that night? 

She knew the answers to her questions even before she 
asked them to herself. She knew he wanted to be asked to 
fuck her. He wanted her to know that he had only given her 
what she had wanted that night and at no time had there 
ever been a question of rape. He was right. She had wanted 
him. Even when she had discovered the cock that filled her 
wasn't her boyfriend's, she had wanted him; wanted him 
just as she wanted and ached for him now. 

“Fuck me!" she moaned, gasping for her breath. “Please, I 
want this wonderful cock of yours! Please! Merlin, PLEASE!" 

His mouth immediately pulled off her tit and he slid atop 
her, his full weight pressing her into the ground and she 
loved every manly ounce of his body. His fingers jerked free 
of her snatch and gripped her hips. 

Her hands guided the knob-like thickness of his shaft's head 
to the waiting, throbbing entrance of her cunt. His hips 
jerked violently and he slammed up into the quivering 
wetness of her pussy. 

She grunted-whimpered with the abrupt penetration of her 
passion-keen body. His thickness packed her to the brim. 

There was no pause, no hesitating moment to revel in the 
union of their bodies. 

His pelvis jerked up, wrenching the filling firmness of cock 
from her vagina in a brusk manner, then he lurched forward. 



cramming his bigness back into the sheathing envelope of 
desire. 

She grunted again, as his heavy impact forced the air from 
her lungs in a startled “Hooufff!” But this is the way she 
wanted it. Hard and rough! 

Again the straining hugeness of his sexual pole jerked curtly 
back. She felt her clinging cunt follow its rapid retreat, 
flowing wetly around his cock's circumference. 

Downward his hips plunged again, grinding into her, as he 
shafted the ponderous root of flesh back up into her belly. 
The tight channel of her cunt stretched back before the 
invading arrow-shaped tip of his cock. The walls of her 
vagina closed around his swollen mass, squeezing tautly. 

His breath was hard and fast, like the sound of a rutting 
animal, as he pumped in and out of her wet, pink cunt. The 
bestial manner of his assault only heightened the avid need 
she had for him, this new lover, Harry. 

Despite his weight, she worked her hips in the same rigorous 
tempo of his jackhammering strokes. Up and down, she 
hunched, arching her back to meet each slamming thrust of 
his cock, then dropping her ass to the grassy coolness of the 
ground beneath her, as he jerked out. 

His hands were moving on her. She could feel them through 
the lust-haze cloud that suffused through her body. They 
were moving downward, from her hips, caressing her thighs. 
No, they were sliding behind her knees. 

Abruptly, her legs were whipped upward and pushed toward 
her chest, his arms holding them there! 



The juice-filled furrow of her desire opened to him in an 
increased angle of entry. His still ramrodding prick lunged 
forward, spearing into the innermost depths of her cunt. 

She groaned and writhed, her hips no longer able to move. 
Deep, thick and gorged, his inflexible length of cock 
skewered her body. 

“Ahhhaggghhh!” she accepted the deep-rooted impact of his 
sex. 

Brutally, almost in a punishing fashion, his hips rose and fell. 
He slammed into her. He ground his crotch into hers, his ball 
bag slapping at the curves of her uptilted ass cheeks. He 
lashed. He pounded. 

She loved it! 

Her hands were dug into his taut buttocks. Her fingernails 
were biting into his ass as he fucked her. She pulled at him, 
trying to force even more of the deeply slamming meat into 
her pussy. 

Her vagina seared with the rising, consuming heat of her 
desire. He was a living lance that speared again and again 
into the open wound of her body. Unable to move, she made 
up for it by squeezing. Her cunt was a sucking mouth that 
ate at the thick shaft that filled and packed it. She squeezed 
down, attempting to make her channel of sex a glove-like 
socket for him. She strained, drawing her pussy tighter and 
tighter. 

He grunted like a lust-maddened bull, his hips lashing up 
and down. His cock whipped in and out of her. Harder and 
deeper, he crammed into the burning socket of her body. He 
skewered her. He rammed her. He plowed into the wanton 
slash of her hot sex. 



Higher and higher, she rose. Nearer and nearer to the 
release her body screamed for, he whipped her on. 

Her hands were raking claws of desperation on his buttocks. 
Pulling and urging him, she dug into the taut rocks of his 
ass. 

He responded, his pelvis slapping into hers harder and 
harder. His cock was a fiery piston that only strove deeper, 
trying to split her up the middle. 

She squeezed and writhed, unable to get enough of the 
fatness of his sex, as she soared closer and closer to climax. 
She groaned and whimpered the urgent demands of her 
body. She moaned and grunted as his body pounded over 
and over into her. 

In and out, out and in, his lust-laden shaft impaled the 
quivering slash of her sex. He drilled and ground. He 
skewered and poled. His whole body was tense, as he held 
back the flood that once more boiled up from his balls. He 
fucked! He fucked her, doing his damnedest to slam his cock 
all the way up her! 

Like a series of unleashed earthquakes, it racked through 
her body. Tremors, flesh tremors of desire and release, 
writhed through her. She thrashed and twisted under him, 
screwing her cunt fully with the fat, swollen length of his 
shaft. 

She cried out in wailing whimpers of delight. Her body 
exploded and blasted free. Her passion swirled and lashed in 
the ecstasy of its freedom. Every nerve in her body sizzled 
with white-hot heat. She came, rocked and caressed by the 
ultimate of pleasures. 



Simultaneously, his balls broke free, glushing a fresh load of 
come into the orgasmically contracting folds of her cunt. He 
fountained into her opened body, flooding the sheathing 
well of her sex with the thick fluids of his release. He filled 
her until the creamy whiteness of his come oozed around 
the buried thickness of his cock and seeped from her cunt. 

Neither of them moved for several minutes, their bodies still 
locked together. But, eventually, she felt his cock deflate, 
slowly slithering out of her body and he rolled from atop her 
and lay at her side in the grass. 

'That was good," she whispered, as she cradled into the 
hollow of his shoulder. 

He squeezed her and lightly kissed her forehead in answer. 

"That night..." she started, then stopped, unsure of exactly 
how to pose her question. 

"Mmmmmm?" his hand idly slid along her side, pausing to 
fondle the bulging base of a breast. 

"Well, I don't know how to put it," she started again. "But 
that night... it was the thing in my bedroom... and then in 
the passage while I was..." 

"You... were peeping in windows?" he chuckled 

"I mean," she pressed, "...were you... Phantom on both 
times?" 

"Yes and no..." he kissed her lightly. "First time it was me... 
second... someone else... I'll let you discover him your 
self..." 



His abrupt answer with all its candidness somehow shocked 
her. 

“Who was him?" she went on trying to get to the bottom of 
what was bothering her. 

“You'll find out soon... me thinks..." he chuckled again, 
pulling her to him, “If you want..." 

“What?" she couldn't believe what he had just said. 

“Later on tonight me and the others have planed some fun 
and games..." he said with amusement. “Your welcome to 
join in anytime you like... I think you know the way... and 
know some of the others..." 

She was silent, comprehending what he had just said, but 
still disbelieving this orgy stile relationships that apparently 
existed within their group of friends. But she had been 
already a witness... and a participant... why not again? 

“Some were occupied... or just had other things to do... or 
just went to sleep early... we do it when we want to... or just 
feel the need to blow some steam... we do this for sometime 
now and with more partners available... there are much 
more possibilities..." he went on. 

Something rang funny in her mind. Cho rolled Harry's last 
comment. Then it struck her... did Blaise did this kind of 
things before? Of course he did... he saw him in action after 
all. Does this mean he did this behind her back? During their 
relationship? She just had to know. 

“Did Blaise did this while we were together?" she asked 
point blank. 



Harry laughed and hugged her close, amused at her 
straightforwardness, “No... since you two started dating... he 
said he was out... so that is a no... but before... well... let's 
just say he was around..." 

Cho did know that Blaise was with some witches before they 
started dating, but to do it so openly and in groups... that 
just was more then she knew. And now, after what had 
happened and what she had seen, she just needed to know 
more. "Let me make sure I know what's going on..." she 
pressed one more time. "You, Hermione, Fleur and Blaise and 
some other guy you don't want to tell me about... you did 
this when ever and with who ever you want from your 
group?" 

"There are others... but I'll let you discover them on your 
own... or just be surprised..." Harry laughed. "We're just in 
school... it's time for experiencing... we love to have fun... to 
fuck... what can I say? The more... the merrier..." 

He paused, staring into her brown eyes, "Welcome to the 
Phantom group." 

"You mean... Phantom is a group?" 

"Nah... I just made it up... but it sounds good for a name... 
anyway... I don't know about you, but I think I could use a 
quick dip in the pond before heading back to my bedroom. 
Care to join me?" 

Anyway... that sure was a long weekend for Cho... 


Chapter 58 - Living dangerously 

Fleur squirmed nervously as she sat in her high-backed 
wooden chair. The faces of the students in the study hall told 




her they didn't know what was making her so nervous. If 
they'd known she had a tongue eagerly lapping up and 
down the inside of her thigh and pushing toward her gooey 
cunt, they would have been far more attentive to her then 
doing their homework. 

But they didn't know that Harry was under the study hall 
supervisor's desk. They didn't know she had her skirts hiked 
up around her waist. And they definitely didn't know what 
she was feeling at that instant as her lover's tongue drove 
mercilessly into her juicy cunt. 

“Uh, and why, uh, ummmm, why did we had to do this 
now?" she whispered. It was getting harder and harder for 
her to keep a straight face. The words jumbled together the 
closer that lapping tongue came to her hot pussy. 

"Because you said you needed some help today..." came a 
faint whisper from under her desk. 

Fleur Delacour couldn't even concentrate. Harry Potter could 
be such a nasty piece of shit sometimes. But right now, all 
she cared about was getting tongue fucked. 

"Ooooohhh... your so gonna pay for this..." she whispered, 
trying to look like nothing so kinky was happening to her 
while she was watching over the Hogwarts students in the 
study hall. Miss Prince, the regular study hall supervisor, 
asked her if she could do this for today, because she had 
something important to atend to. It wasn't the first time the 
silvery haired witch has done this for the librarian, but it 
sure was the last time she will tell Harry about it. 

"Looking forward to it..." she heard a faint snicker from 
under her desk. Harry was enjoying the feeling of power he 
had over her. She didn't dare call him on it. The humiliation 



of being found with him under her skirt and licking her twat 
would be too much. 


She would also get her ass thrown out of Hogwarts mastery 
program so quick she wouldn't know what happened for a 
solid week. And she didn't want to be out of Hogwarts before 
Harry was. He just was the best lover she had and she just 
couldn't miss on all the fun she had since knowing him. 

Good thing there were only a few students in the study hall 
and they were to busy doing their homework. Plus, they 
didn't pay much attention to their supervisor, just their 
homework. 

Leaning back in the desk chair and straightening her legs, 
she was able to give the pussy-eating lover a better shot at 
her cunt. His rough, wet, pink tongue slurped up the tiny 
flood of her cunt juices. Nearer and nearer he came to her 
pussy lips. As his tongue brushed against the blood- 
engorged cunt lips, she came. 

It wasn't a fireworks-flashing and heavenscrashing come. It 
was simply a sharp intake of her breath and a warmth 
flooding her entire body. She felt her tits pressing hotly 
against the confines of her bra. For the millionth time she 
wished she wasn't wearing it. The cloth chafed and rubbed 
her tender titties until she wanted to scream. 

But, of course, that was out of the question. Supervisors 
didn't scream for no apparent reason in the middle of study 
hall. 

His tongue slipped under one of the quivering flaps of her 
cunt lips and probed into her cunt hole. She shivered in 
reaction. Hot and cold surges raced up her spine. She had to 
bite her lower lip to keep from yelling out something 
obscene like, "Tongue-fuck me, Harry darling. 1 want to feel 



that wet tongue of yours drilling deep into my poor little 
cunt!” 

No matter how much she wanted to cry out those words, 
they were forbidden to her. And her lover knew it. He 
enjoyed putting her in spots like this. Never before had he 
actually eaten her out in public like this, but he had done 
some nasty things to her... like pinching her ass when 
nobody was looking, run his hand up under her skirt, drag 
her in a broom closet, drag her under his invisibility cloak 
while he and Hermione were joined in the Great Hall... 
mmmm... that sure was a hot one... 

She abandoned herself to the sensual feelings assaulting 
her body. His tongue probed deeply into her cunt. Then he 
began tongue-fucking her with more force than she would 
have believed possible. His tongue might have been a prick, 
it was so hard and long. 

Swirling in her cunt hole like a tornado, he sucked up all the 
flowing love juices from her twat. His lips pressed firmly 
against hers as his tongue tried desperately to dig all the 
way up into her steamy, humid little twat. 

As his soft lips caressed her clit, she came again. The veela 
was aware she was sweating profusely now. In the airy 
november weather, there was no explanation for it - except 
sex. And as hip as the students were around here, it 
wouldn't take them long to figure out why she was gasping 
like a fish out of water and twitching around on her chair like 
it was electrified. 

Luckily for the veela, after about half an hour of this hot 
treatment, the study hall became empty. It was almost seven 
p.m. and by this time, everybody usually finished their 
homework and were in the Great Hall, having dinner. And by 



this time, she was limp as a dish rag and feeling the full 
effects of Harry's tongue working all over her snatch. 

"C-come on up, Harry," she said to the wizard crouching 
under her desk. It took a few seconds for him to unbend his 
long, gangly legs. His unruly sweating hair seemed to reflect 
the blue fire torches like she had never noticed before. 

He smiled broadly. "Didn't you like me sucking on your 
cunt?" 

"You shouldn't have done it. You could have gotten us both 
into a shitload of trouble!" she flared. 

"Shitload? Tch-tch, such language and from someone like 
you... someone that likes doing stuff like this... but don't 
worry... I had my invisibility cloak with me... you know I'm 
careful..." 

He was smug and self-assured. And the gleam from around 
his lips was definitely the remains of her cunt juice that he'd 
failed to lap up. She shuddered as she looked at him. He was 
so hot and sexxy... 

"Let's do something a bit more satisfying," he said. "Hop up 
on your desk and spread. Those lovely legs of yours. I think I 
want to bury my pecker in that gooey cunt of yours." 

"Now look, Harry this has gone far enough!" 

"I'll pull my invisibility cloak over us..." he grinned. 

She looked him square in the eye and decided she could live 
with that. "Okay, Harry. But no more quickies like this," she 
said, not really believing it. 



She hopped up onto her desk and dangled her long, slender 
legs over the side. She felt his saliva drying on the insides of 
her thighs. She opened her legs a little to let the cool, crisp 
air from the opened window flutter in. As it caressed her 
crotch, she shivered. 

He was one hell of a cocksman. He knew all the moves. And 
in this past year and something they've done so many kinky 
things with the finest stud she'd ever had. All it took was 
practice and she was certainly giving him all that and more. 

“Merlin, I can never get over how damned good you look!" 
he said, the words whistling through his teeth. 

His eyes raked her tender body. She was twenty and lush. 
That was the only word for it: lush. Her tits were more than 
any man's mouth could hold. And it would take someone 
with huge hands to even encircle those succulent mountains 
of titflesh. 

He wished she wasn't wearing that damned bra. He liked to 
see her nipples poking hard and mushroom-like against her 
blouse. That way, when he opened the blouse to spill out the 
tasty melons of flesh, the nipples would drag and rub 
against the cloth, making her even hotter. 

But those twin mounds of boob were hardly all that pulled 
him like iron to a magnet. She had a trim waist, no trace of 
flab at all. He could almost circle her waist using both his 
hands. And if he did, all he would find would be vibrant, all- 
alive, all-loving witch. 

But it was her ass so sexily perched on the edge of the desk 
that turned him on the most. He loved the feminin flare of 
the veela's heart shape behind. He could fuck her thinking 
about that soft, springy cushion and really get his rocks off. 



Reaching out, he grabbed one of her ankles in each of his 
hands. Lifting, he moved quickly between her wide-spread 
legs. His cock was hammering hard and long and needy. He 
had to get into that yearning, juicy cunt and fast or he'd 
certainly blow his wad. 

“Get that skirt up high," he commanded. 

She obeyed. He had already removed her panties so when 
she hiked the material up to her waist, all he saw was the 
gleaming gash of her cunt. The silvery fur surrounding her 
cunt hole was glittering with her excited cunt sauce. 

“Merlin, you got such a beautiful snatch," he said, licking his 
lips. His hands shook just a little as he pulled her legs in to 
his sides. He loved the way the soft, smooth flesh rubbed 
against his body. If he couldn't get her totally bare-ass 
naked in a bed now, this was just about as good. 

She shuddered as his hands moved up her legs. The satiny 
skin flowed under his grip until he was cupping the swells of 
her asscheeks. She groaned once, then opened her eyes and 
looked between his legs. His prick was jutting out of his 
pants, an ugly red. 

He was ready to fuck. 

And she was ready for him. 

“Hurry, damn you, hurry!" she urged. 

Her body was shaking with need. She had to feel his long, 
hard prick fucking her. The hollow feeling inside her cunt 
had grown until it threatened to devour her. The eating out 
he'd given her had only ignited the fires of lust in her body. 
Nothing less than an all out fucking would possibly quench 
her raging desires now. 



“So you're hot for my cock, huh?" he said. “Okay, let me 
give it to you! Balls deep!" 

He rammed forward. And his aim was accurate. He split her 
pussy lips with the turgid head of his cock, then dived deep 
into the humid channel of her cunt. They gasped in unison 
as his purple headed cock vanished from sight in her snatch. 

She lifted her ass a little off the desk. She tried to shove her 
body down hard around his impossibly long prick. He was so 
thick and long - very long. 

She shuddered again and closed her eyes. She concentrated 
on the way her body was reacting to this brutal fucking. 

There was so much skill in the way he shoved his prick into 
her steamy hot twat. Even if he didn't tease or torment her 
with the blunted end of his cock before penetrating her 
softly yielding body. There were to horny now for words. Now 
both of them knew this was just pure physical sex. They 
were fucking because they were both hornier than hell. And 
it felt good having his prick buried all the way up her cunt. 
Nothing elaborate about motives. It felt good. 

“Go on, dammit, go on! Move! I want to feel that fuckin' cock 
of yours moving inside me!" 

His cock was pulsing and bucking like a racehorse ready to 
be loaded into a starting gate. She imagined she could even 
feel the contours of his long thick prick. The thick blue vein 
on top of his cock throbbed with lust every time his heart 
beat. 

And the folds of skin all along his prick slowly vanished as 
his lust mounted. The more he desired her, the more her 
steaming hot cunt worked its magic on his prick, the less 



loose skin there was. Soon, the skin was stretched along his 
cock as taut as the head of a drum. 

The veela felt the sexual tensions building in her belly. The 
single swift entry all the way up into hertwat had taken her 
breath away. Now she supported her weight on her hands, 
body rocked back, legs locked around the wizard's body as if 
she were afraid he might escape. 

There wasn't any chance that would happen. He wanted to 
fuck her as badly as she wanted him to. 

"Shit, you got the hottest cunt ever!" 

Then all thoughts were driven from her mind. He began 
fucking her with long, deep motions of his hips. His prick 
slipped back down her well-greased cunt until just the 
glance of his prick split her turgid pussy lips. The pink flaps 
were trembling like leaves in the wind. Then he slowly 
stuffed his prick back into her juiced-up silt. 

"Faster, oh, ummmm, oh your cock! It's so looooong! But 
fuck me! Fuck my poor little cunny! I want to feel you 
moving inside me!" 

"Wanna get fucked, huh? Want it bad?" he demanded. 

"Stop playing with me! Fuck me good! Your cock is so nice in 
me. It fills me up. I... I'm going mad! Fuck me!" 

"Sounds like you want this!" 

He punctuated his last word with a sharp inward movement 
of his hips. He ground his bush into the witch's. Her cunt 
juices trickled out around the thick plug of his prick, then 
trickled down across his balls. It felt so damned good for 
them. She was hot. She was juicy. And she was hornier than 



hell - and for him! A sixteen years old stud in one of the 
most beautifull witches ever that was balling her bettet then 
all her other lovers put together. There was a large measure 
of desire. Her cunt gripped his prick like it would never let 
him go free. 

He pulled back, breaking her death's grip on his cock. When 
only the tip of his throbbing cock remained inside her cunt 
again, he paused. Sweat ran down his face and got into his 
eyes. He had to brush it away. He wanted to see every little 
thing as he fucked this hot sexxy perfect veela, completely 
wanton in her needh. 

She was biting down on her lower lip again with enough 
force to bring blood. The tiny river of red dribbling down her 
cheek was going totally unnoticed. She was too wrapped up 
in the cock driving hard into her cunt. That was her 
universe. Everything revolved around that axis of hard 
monster meat. 

Her eyes were screwed tightly closed and he couldn't see 
the piercing blue of her irises. The wild strands of her silvery 
hair flew in all directions, as wanton as she was. She held 
the hem of her skirt up so that he could get a clear view of 
the cunt he was so avidly fucking. 

The pink scalloped, inner pussy lips poked out and lewdly 
kissed his cock. The red pillar of his prick drove relentlessly 
in and out of her cunt mouth. The juices leaking from her 
snatch lubricated his cock to the point where he felt almost 
no friction as his prick rubbed sensuously against her cunt 
walls. 

But if he didn't feel the friction then, that didn't mean he 
wasn't getting a large charge out of the fucking. The sight of 
him bringing the veela to such a state of arousal, was 



enough to keep him hard. But the real thrill was feeling that 
clinging soft cunt grabbing feverishly at his cock. 

If he'd fucked into a slot lined with velvet he couldn't have 
found a silkier feeling berth. And the heat boiling from her 
cunt threatened to melt him down. 

“Here it comes!" he grunted. Then his hips exploded in a 
wild frenzy of fucking. 

He was tireless as he drove his prick into her tight pussy. She 
sucked his prick in with a violence that left him gasping for 
air. But, he never slackened his pace. His prick flew like 
lightning in and out of her gooey twat. 

She was coming totally alive now. His cock was touching 
even her most deeply buried nerves. She was letting him 
have his will with her. The way he fucked her took her breath 
away. 

The warmth spread throughout her loins. As his prick 
continued fucking furiously into her, the cunt juices burned 
away. She felt his naked cock against the trembling walls of 
her cunt. She tightened her stomach muscles and really 
clamped down hard on his buried cock. 

He grunted and she came. The completely filled feeling 
assaulted her totally. She lifted her ass up off the desk again 
and tried humping herself to get even more of his delicious 
prick into her needy cunt. 

Twisting and turning, she shoved herself down into his groin. 
His cock fucked even deeper into her softly held cunt. The 
warmth turned into a small fire. The tiny blaze burst into a 
blinding explosion that shook her teeth together hard. 


She came. 



Her words had long since become incoherent. She cut loose 
with a long, heartfelt, “AAAAAieeeeeee!” that rattled the 
windows in the study hall. She no longer cared if anyone saw 
them, heard them. Her emotions were running away with her 
now. 

“Bloody hell, not so fucking loud!” he whispered. “If 
someone sees us..." 

But she wasn't listening to him. She was listening to the call 
of her cunt. It was blazing bright now with lust. His cock was 
stoking the witch's repressed passions until she could cut 
loose and be free. 

As he continued to fuck her, she came again. Her clit 
brushed against his sweat-soggy bush. This small 
stimulation was all it took for her passions to break free 
again. 

She began to feel like a machine gun. She came and came 
and came. His prick filled her; she came. His pubic hair 
lightly touched her aroused clit; she came harder. 

“More, oh sweet Merlin, let me have mooooooore!" 

Then she felt the hot surge of his jism as it splattered into 
her cunt. She tensed her cunt muscles again to drink in 
every precious drop of her lover's cum. He groaned and 
rocked back and forth and tried to really fuck the living hell 
out of her. 

She took his prick all the way up her cunt, then she milked 
his prick entirely dry of all its lead-heavy cum. Then his lips 
met hers and one hot french kiss started... 


...SS...SS...SS... 



It was the next day when Fleur got her revenge on Harry. 

She convinced Hermione to borrow Harry's invisibility cloak 
with out him knowing. And being Friday, she knew when to 
hit. Right during his last class of the day that happened to 
be history with Binns. After all, it was only polite to pay him 
back. 

She waited under the invisibility cloak and with silencing 
charms on her feet until the class started and until the sixth 
year students were bent over their desks... sleeping the 
class away. Well, most of them, Hermione and a few more 
studios ones were taking some notes under Binns monotone 
voice. She spotted Harry from the start, sitting himself in the 
last desk, near the classroom door, with his book vertical in a 
wide V in front of him and his head on the desk. 

Then a sudden inspiration hit Fleur. She could make this 
class one of endurance for Harry. Payback could be so much 
fun sometimes. 

She slipped along the room without any of the students 
seeing her, being under the invisibility cloak. Then she knelt 
down in front of his desk and crawled until she was under it. 
Just then, Harry felt some movement under his desk and 
looked there. He was struck speachless when he has seen 
some lips, a nose and some very blue eyes looking back at 
him. He opened his mouth like a fish out of water, the words, 
“What the fuck are you doing here!" forming on his lips, but 
never loud enough to be heard by anyone. 

She simply smiled and motioned him to come closer. 

When he did, she wrapped her arms around his legs so he 
couldn't move away. Then she ran his zipper down. His limp 
penis came tumbling out. 


“Look," he whispered, “you can't do this! Not in here!" 



“Hell I can't! I want your cock! And this'll pay you back for 
what you did yesterday.'' 

She pulled the limp snake of a prick into her mouth and 
began sucking. Her tongue worked over the delicate tip of 
his prick until he was biting his lower lip to keep from crying 
out. 

She was getting him excited! And during his history class! 

He couldn't move away from her now. Not with his half-stiff 
prick in her sucking mouth. He was happed as neatly as he 
could be. And, she had no intention of letting him go. 

“The class..." he whispered again. 

“Screw the class!" 

Her mouth worked feverishly all over his prick. The once 
limp cock was rising up from the dead. Half-erect, then fully 
erect and throbbingly hard, she kept it in her mouth. The rod 
of manmeat pleased her. He had a nice taste to him. 

Her tongue swirled around the very tip of his prick. She felt 
his cock buck and throb with added desire for her. His words 
might tell her to leave, but his cock was giving her a totally 
different story. His prick wanted all the mouth love she could 
give! 

“Love the taste! Love your cock!" she cooed. 

“Bloody hell! I should never have... uh, yes, Mione?" he 
whispered when his girlfriend turned back towards his desk, 
wondering what he was doing. “Uh, ummm, no, nothing. Just 
mumbling to my self... uh, oh Merlin..." 



His whispered words tumbled and fell from his lips. He was 
trying like hell to keep his girlfriend from looking more 
attentive under his desk. If she did, she would see 
something more fitting to a biology class. She sure wouldn't 
mind and more likely join in. But then all the class would 
watch and have a damn good show, because he couldn't 
stop two of the hottest witches in school from giving him a 
blowjob. 

The veela was loving the wizard's prick to death. She used 
her teeth to lightly score the sides of his cock. The ugly red 
smears were quickly soothed by her soft, wet lips. She kissed 
away any of the hurt she might have caused and left behind 
nothing but total arousal. 

He obviously wanted her to keep going. He pushed forward a 
few inches his chair and shoved his hips toward her face. He 
was having a hard time preventing his body from taking 
control. She didn't mind if he face-fucked her. It would be 
fun. 

She allowed his prick to slip from between her ruby lips. 
Kissing and licking, she headed for his balls. When she got 
to the hairy little bag holding his family jewels, she sucked 
the entire sac into her mouth. Her tongue tormented the 
trapped balls. She could feel them tumbling around in the 
thick stew of his jism, trapped and waiting to explode. 

"Want more?" she taunted him. 

"Stop it. NOW!" 

"Say something, Harry," came a whispered voice from the 
desk next to him. It was all Fleur could do to keep from 
laughing at the confusion on Harry's face as he tried to 
figure out what to do. 



“Uh, no, Draco. Just talking to myself. Go back to sleep.” 


Fleur silently snickered. She would have his prick all to 
herself for the next half hour! 

She sucked in his balls and really gave them a tonguing. He 
had to reach down and lace his fingers through her silvery 
hair to keep from sliping from his chair. Normally, she 
guessed he would simply lie down on the stone floor and let 
her continue sucking on his prick. 

He couldn't do that now. He had to stay on his chair. 
Otherwise, the entire sixth year class would pay attention to 
something for the first time in Binns class... and it sure 
wouldn't be what was thought. 

She gave him the best head ever. Her cheeks went hollow as 
she sucked on the tip of his prick. The acorn-sized glans was 
actually growing in size as she ran her tongue back and 
forth over it. 

When, she found the tiny triangular flap of skin dangling 
down beneath the cleft head, she tasted the bitter drop of 
his pre-cum. He was cocked and ready to fire. 

She redoubled her efforts on his prick. She tried to stuff her 
tongue down his piss-slit. Just trying was enough to get 
them both really excited. 

His hands tightened on her head. He began puffing her face 
in to his groin. He wanted to face-fuck her now. He wasn't in 
a position to tell her what he wanted. He had to do it all with 
the motion of his hands. 

She allowed him to pull her face slowly down his long cock. 
She didn't want to gag on his cock, but she did anyway. It 
took a great deal of skill to completely swallow a his cock. 



And she sure had it after all this time with this beautifull 
nine inch monster snake. 


The second time she went down on his prick, the rubbery tip 
of his glans bounced off the roof of her mouth. She twisted 
slightly, her tongue a rough, wet cradle for his cock. Then 
the long, hard, throbbing cock shot down into her throat. 

For a long second, she thought she was going to choke. She 
kept it down and even managed to massage the underside 
of his cock by swallowing a couple times. As her Adam's 
apple bobbed up and down, he let out a deep moan. 

A shrill whisper from his front came, “You okay, Harry? You 
look sorta white. You sick?" 

“No, Mione, I'm not sick." 

“If you say so." 

There was a giggle coming from his girlfriend which Harry 
just ignored. He was too aroused and occupied by the hot 
witch sucking on his cock to attempt to give his girlfriend 
the right answer. 

“Admit it, you love me sucking you off in public," Fleur 
whispered to him. His hands shook as he reached down and 
lifted her face up to meet his gaze. 

“Merlin, I think I hate you more than anyone else in the 
whole damned world, and if you don't get to sucking on my 
cock. I'm going to go out of my skull!" 

She smiled at that. He might say he hated her, but he loved 
the wet, clinging feel of her lips on his prick. And sucking? 
He couldn't get enough of the blow job she was giving him. 



She dived back to work. 


Her tongue shot out and circled his glands. The purpled 
hood of flesh was trembling with desire now. She wasn't 
quite up to swallowing his entire prick again. 

Right now, she was more interested in just giving him the 
best head she was capable of giving. Then came Harry's 
whispered voice and the words chilled her to the bone. 

“Stop! Right there, Draco. Or I will kill you right where you 
stand! Don't move your desk and chair so close to me." 

“Huh?" 

Fleur turned and saw Draco's school pants leg right at the 
edge of Harry's desk. Another move of the slytherin and he 
would be able to see everything. But she didn't stop. She 
kept sucking on the gryffindor's prick. This was exciting. The 
thrill of discovery made her cunt gush with fuck fluids. 

The possibility of actually being discovered by Draco 
sucking off Harry gave her mouth added vigor. 

“M-move back where you were," whispered Harry stuttering. 

“You don't look so good, Harry. Want to go down to Madam 
Pomfrey and get some help?" snickered Draco. 

“NO! Uh, just back up, umm, NOW..." Harry almost blew loud 
enough for the hole class to hear. 

Lucky, Binns voice put almost all of them to sleep by now, 
except for a few and Hermione who again looked behind, 
towards her boyfriend, with a grinn on her full soft lips. “Are 
you sure you're okay, Harry? You got this funny look on your 



face. Almost like you were getting a...” whispered Hermione 
from Harry's front. 

"Mione!" 

"Right... your okay... very okay..." she snickered. 

Fleur was smiling broadly. The thrill of the almost discovery 
made her all the hotter. She sucked on Harry's prick as if 
she'd never done it before, as if it were a brand new 
experience for her. 

His prick was so damned tasty, she couldn't get enough of it. 
Licking and kissing the sides of his cock wasn't enough for 
her. As her nose burrowed into his tangled bush, she let her 
tongue play with his balls trapped in their hairy sac. 

She batted them around, until she could feel his balls locked 
up inside tumbling and lurching in real desire. 

Hastily she clamped her mouth over the tip of his prick, 
afraid he was going to shoot his wad. Through some massive 
exertion on the wizard's part, he kept his pearly white jism 
in. 

She loved it. She could suck on his cock all the longer now. 
His hands guided her silvery-haired head in and out with the 
most seductive motion possible. Her lips tightened down 
into a perfect "O" that caressed every part of his cock as it 
slipped into her mouth. 

Moaning in pleasure, she made certain she breathed hot and 
heavy when his bush came close to her face. The hot air 
slipped and stimulated through his pubic hair. The wizard's 
prick jumped a little bit harder every time she exhaled. 



Harry was making a valiant effort to keep from losing it all 
right then and there in front of the grinning Hermione and 
Draco, that continued to look at him with those eyes of 
theirs that promised only one thing. The humiliation he was 
going to feel when they will tell the others what happened 
to Harry during history class. Draco knew what was 
happening to Harry, but he didn't knew with who. Hermione 
put two and two together and figured already that it was 
Fleur under Harry's desk, giving him a blow job. Oh... she 
sure would try that the first time she got the chance. That 
will teach her boyfriend to cheat on her... she almost 
giggled out loud. 

In the mean time, Fleur twisted and saw the desk on the 
other side of Harry move a little closer and Blaise was 
leaning closer. Another sudden surge of fear seized her by 
the throat. For a second, she was unable to move. Then she 
thought, what the fuck, Blaise was one of the guys and she 
continued doing what she was doing. Blaise started to say 
something, but Harry stopped him with just a look. Blaise 
suddenly understood what was happening with his cousin 
and why Hermione and Draco were sneakering, looking at 
Harry. 

Then suddenly, Fleur felt Harry slump forward in his chair. 
Then he slipped down, under the desk. "Open the cloak!" he 
whispered. 

Fleur didn't understood what he wanted to do, but then she 
kindof got the idea. She opened the cloak and soon, she and 
him were under his invisibility cloak, packed like sardines. 

Fleur couldn't see the others when Harry suddenly 
disapeared from their view, but she could guess what the 
scene was like. They would be all snickering and grinning 
like mad at how crazy their cousin and boyfriend was. 



Soon, both were confortable under the invisibility cloak, he 
on his ass on the stone floor, and she slouched down but not 
so far that she would let his prick slip free from her mouth. 
Then Harry started to drag himself back towards the 
classroom door, followed by the hot veela with his dick 
inside her mouth, still under the cloak. 

She was having too much fun giving him head while they 
were sneaking out of the history class to quit now. At long 
last, they were out of the classroom. She didn't knew how 
Harry managed to open the door, but she didn't care. She 
was on a roll. Finally, outside, and still under the cloak, Harry 
breathed a heavy, sigh of relief and then said, “Merlin's 
balls! Your more crazy then me!" 

“Don't you like the feel of my wet, sucking lips all over your 
great big cock?" she teased, finally letting his prick from her 
soft lips. 

“Dammit, I do! But in front of the whole fucking class? Lucky 
Hermione and Draco and Blaise helped to cover our retreat! 
Shit, Fleur, you're out of your skull." 

“Yes," she agreed. “With lust - for you!" 

Still under the cloak and on the stone floor of the corridor 
outside the history classroom, she applied herself even more 
vigorously to his prick. Her mouth was hotter than a blast 
furnace. She sucked harder than a milking machine could 
have. And she was rewarded by the tangy flood of his jism. 
The first spurt hit the back of her throat. The next she 
allowed to smear all over her tongue. That gave her all the 
encouragement she needed. 

Sucking harder, she milked the entire creamy load from his 
balls. He was left with a limp cock by the time she was 
satisfied. 



“Bloody hell, I wouldn't have beieved it," he moaned. 

“During a history class, she gives me a blow job!" 

Fleur got her knees under her and got her body up and 
licked off a vagrant drop of his cum from her face. It tasted 
just as good as the power she'd felt over him earlier. 

“You couldn't have gotten all your kicks from sucking me 
off," Harry stated. 

“What do you mean?" 

“You didn't get your rocks off, did you?" 

Fleur thought about it for a moment. She still felt that 
hunger for long, hard cock in her twat. That was almost a 
constant thing with her these days. So, no, she hadn't 
gotten everything she wanted from sucking him off. 

“I could do with a bit of prick in the proper place - and I 
don't mean in my mouth." 

“Yeah, I thought so, you horny witch. Let's go into that 
empty classroom down the corridor. I want to... teach you a 
lesson." 

His cock was tingling just thinking about the hot, clutching 
cunt waiting for him. If she took the risk of sucking him 
durring a classroom full of sixth years students, not to 
mention getting caught by some of their other lovers, then 
there probably wasn't a hell of a lot she couldn't be talked 
into doing. And he knew that much to well. Fleur was a kinky 
witch on the same level as Hermione. And Hermione was one 
of the kinkyest. And he still fondly remembered what they 
have done yesterday in the study hall. 



“Let's go..." he said, geting on his feet and starting to pull 
his pants up again. 

“Anything you say, love." 

She didn't look away as he eyed her in open appreciation. 
His hands were already roaming over her trim, athletic body 
as if itching to start undressing her. 

“We should get out from the cloak..." she said primly, 
observing that the cloak was not covering them much more. 
“Because I don't think will make it to the empty 
classroom..." 

“It sure would be fun under it... here in the hallway..." 

They laughed and got out from the cloak, then Harry fold it 
and put it in one of his pockets. 

His hand was resting firmly on her ass as they went along 
the hallway. Then suddenly, they walked into someone when 
they went around the corner of the hallway. 

Dumbledore and Cho Chang. 

The Headmaster looked over saying, “Mr Potter... I thought 
you had history class now." Then he looked at Fleur, 
momentarily confused. 

“Oh... I just needed him for some prefects duties. 
Headmaster... I just asked Fleur to get him for me..." said 
Cho suddenly, understanding from their flushed faces that 
this two were up to something... that kind of something. 

“Well... then I wont keep you from your Head Girl dutties. 
Miss Chang. Mr. Potter... I need to have a talk with you about 
what I've been hearing about some goings on in this old 



castle. You wouldn't know anything about those, would you, 
Harry?" 

"Like what?" he asked innocently. 

Dumbledore cleared his throat, looked at the floor and finally 
said, "Well, you know. Fooling around..." 

"Fooling around? I don't understand." All the time he was 
talking, Harry's hand was working down the back of Fleur's 
skirt. His hand was slipping between her silk panties and the 
smoothness of her assflesh. 

When finger found her asshole, he jammed it into the hot, 
tight interior of her rectum. Wiggling the finger made her 
jump around as if she were very nervous. 

"I'm sorry about making you so uneasy. Miss Delacour. It's 
just that I've heard that some of the male prefects are taking 
liberties with some of the female prefects." 

"I'm, ummmm, sure that Harry wouldn't know about that!" 
she said. The finger was running in and out of her ass in a 
mock fucking. She was warming to the anal assault. The way 
her guts were churning at the moment, it was everything 
she could do to keep from ripping off her clothes and 
begging Harry to fuck the hell out of her. 

"No, I guess he wouldn't know. Mr Potter is one of our most 
upstanding prefects." 

Cho, hidden behind the Headmaster, looked at Harry's 
crotch as she said, "You can say that again. I doubt if there's 
anyone in this whole school more upright than Harry at this 
moment." 



Harry smiled. His finger was warming the ass of the most 
seductive witch he'd ever seen. And it wasn't just any witch, 
either. It was the one who had given him a blow job during a 
history class. She cared for him. It was time for him to show 
her how much he cared for her. 

“I'm sure any of us would be only too happy to report such 
promiscuity among the prefects, Headmaster." 

“Thanks. I knew I could count on all of you. Hell, it's rough 
enough trying to run herd on these young hellions of 
students. All the time running off behind the bushes. You 
know." 

“Yes, sir. We know. And we won't be beating around any 
bushes unless you give the okay." Harry was still smiling. His 
finger fucking of Fleur's ass was going along just fine. He 
was burying his finger all the way up her hot shit chute 
before flexing it. He had her perfectly under control. She 
couldn't move without his finger guiding her there first. 

“Good afternoon." the Headmaster turned and walked off. 

And Harry steered Fleur toward the first empty classroom 
they could find. 

Cho just called out to them, “Have fun!" 

In unison, Harry and Fleur answered, “We will!" 

They laughed, then went into the deserted classroom, his 
finger never leaving the snug berth of her asshole. He 
steered her around the desks and into a tiny room. The odor 
of unused place was so strong, she almost choked. 


“In here? Merlin, Harry, the smell!" 



'That's nothing. It's just an unused place... but if you want... 
I can put on a refreshing charm." He got his wand out and 
pin a few seconds the unused room stench was gone. 

"And here's a nice, level table. I wonder..." she said. She 
reached out and touched the wall. It was about three feet 
away. "Just about the size of a single bed." 

"But not as soft. Unless there's a nice, yielding witch under 
me." His other hand cupped her left tit and firmly squeezed. 

As he did, a bolt of carnal delight lanced down into the 
veela's chest. A finger up her asshole, wiggling and stirring 
her passions up, now she had to cope with his hand pawing 
her tits. 

She loved it. The only problem was that she wanted more 
than he was giving her. 

"Let's not fool around too much, Harry. I want to feel that 
fine cock of yours fucking deep into my cunt!" 

"In a while. I've still got to recuperate from that fine blow job 
you gave me in class. If you have to wait too long, well, it's 
all your fault for getting my rocks off so good." 

He shut up any reply in the best way possible. His lips 
fastened firmly onto hers. His tongue forced between her 
lips and then sought out her tongue. Rough, wet tongue 
stroking a pointy tipped tongue, he raced back and forth 
until they were both gasping with pleasure. 

She let her tits rise and fall, even though they still had that 
damned bra encasing them. She wanted her naked flesh to 
press against his chest. To feel her rigid nipples poking into 
his would be sheer heaven. And she wanted it all! Greedy? 
Sure, and he was the one responsible. She had tried to hold 



down her lusts. It wasn't possible. The same thing that had 
happened yesterday was happening today. 

The Headmaster had to be getting word of what was going 
down. She was certain to be caught soon. And to hell with it! 
Her body demanded satisfaction, pleasure, all the cock it 
could take! And she was going to get it, all of it! 

Her hands worked down the wizard's trousers to expose his 
already stiff prick. She'd thought he would need a little help 
getting hard again. He was obviously playing with her. His 
prick was throbbingly alive and ready to fuck. She stroked 
up and down the virile length of prick until she felt his finger 
twitch deep in her ass. 

He was being pushed to the point of coming again. She 
didn't want him to lose it. Not with her hand around his 
cock. She wanted to feel that lovely cock inside her cunt, 
fucking her, making her a very happy witch. 

Without it, she was just a bundle of unfulfilled lusts. With 
that pussy pleaser giving her all the joy she could stand, she 
was fucked. It was what cunts were made for - cocks! 

And she wanted every last inch of Harry's massive nine- 
incher. 

She found it hard to get her fingers to grip his cock. Not, 
only was it big around, it was still sticky with her own saliva 
front when she'd given him head. But she didn't care. Her 
body was in constant agitation. He could do anything he 
wanted to her and it would be fine. 


Anything at all - as long as she could feel that prick fucking 
her all the way up into the deepest recesses of her cunt. 



“Love the way you taste,” he whispered hotly into her ear. 
“Think I'll just nibble a bit more!” 

She sighed as his hot tongue stabbed into the hollow of her 
ear. He was licking and touching all the right places to turn 
her into a weak, watery witch. Her legs were sagging. He 
held her up with the finger in her ass. 

She finally managed to hook the edge of her ass onto the 
table. This was the support she needed. She wished she 
could have seated herself all the way back. It wasn't 
possible without him removing that finger so lusciously 
fucking her anus. 

When the finger came out of her asshole with a tiny little 
pop, he told her, “Lie back on the table. It's plenty big 
enough.” 

“So you know? From experience?” 

“What the hell difference does it make. Let me close the 
door and lock it. I wouldn't want someone coming in and 
seeing us.” 

As the door closed, she felt as if someone had thrown a black 
rug over her head. She gasped out, “Harry! I... I can't see!” 

“Do you have to?” 

She softly moaned as his fingers clamped down on her silk 
panty-clad pussy. 

“Mmmmm, oh, that's so nice! No, I don't guess we need the 
lights. As long as you know where everything goes.” 


“I think I can find all the right holes,” he said. 



She simply lay on the table top and let him undress her. 
When he undid her bra, she sighed in relief. That damned 
thing was chafing her tits. It felt so good having her naked 
boobs out and swinging free. He even briefly kissed first one 
then the other of them. 

His wet lips unerringly found the turgid nipples cresting the 
snowy white cones of titflesh. He licked back and forth 
across the summits a few times to make sure the nipples 
were rock-hard, then he began lightly nipping his way to the 
huge base. 

“Ummm, more, Harry darling! I love the way your mouth 
feels all over my tits!” 

”1 know. And I love sampling such delicious treats!” 

His tongue circled the tit. Then he staffed spiraling up the 
silky smooth cone to the crest of the other. He didn't miss a 
single patch of the soft skin. He left behind a trail of saliva 
which started drying. The coolness contrasted sharply with 
his hot, rough tongue. 

And it was that difference which made her even hotter for 
him. The alternating sensations surging down into her chest 
made her feel more alive than ever before. 

"Go on, Harry, fuck me! I love this, sure I do, but my cunt! I 
feel so fucking empty!” 

"Soon, love, be down there very soon now!” 

His fingers stoked along the lines of her ribs. 

When his fingers dipped under the elastic band of her 
panties, she was ready for him. Her hips lifted easily off the 



cold, black-topped table. She wanted him to get her naked 
as fast as possible. 

Only then could they get down to the real fucking. 

“More, Harry! I love the way your hands move all over me!" 

“I just bet you do. Merlin, you sure are perfect. You're one in 
a million. And that gooey cunt of yours is a real mantrap. I 
bet it's all ready and waiting for me." 

“For your cock!" 

He laughed. His fingers had found the hidden triangle of her 
pussy mound. Tracing along the fleecy edges, he came down 
to the already rigid sex lips. They were coated with her cunt 
juices. She was ready to fuck. 

“Please, Harry, can we have some light? I want to be able to 
see you while we're fucking." 

“But the light makes the sense of touch less intense. In the 
dark, you feel everything more strongly. There, isn't that 
good?" 

She felt his middle finger dive deep into her cunt. Once 
inside her, he wiggled it around until she almost came. But it 
wasn't the same. She wanted to look him in the face, see the 
look of passion cross his fine features while they were 
fucking. 

“Yes, but I want to seeeee!" 

He sighed and moved away. She started to protest when his 
finger slipped from its juicy berth. Then a blue fire spell 
came from his wand a flowted over her, bathing her naked 
body in a funny blue white light. 



“Merlin, you look so sexxy!" he exclaimed. Her tits rose and 
fell in the most delectable manner possible. He wanted to 
eat them, to lick them, to savor them for hours and hours. 
Nothing could be a finer treat. 

Nothing but the ghostly, glowing area between her legs. 

His attention shifted reluctantly from her boobs to her 
snatch. She was somehow able to make the inner pussy lips 
slip free of the outer labia. They were waving back and forth 
in the strange light in the most obscene and tantalizing 
manner he'd ever witnessed. 

He felt his cock jump a little in anticipation of being kissed 
by those lewd cunt lips. 

“Come to me, Harry! I want you! I want your sweet, long 
prick fucking me!" 

He heaved a great sigh now. The way his balls were churning 
and tumbling, he knew he wasn't going to be able to last too 
much longer. He was going to grant this sexy witch her wish. 
He was going to fuck the living hell out of her. 

He climbed up onto the cold table and slipped between her 
wide-spread legs. Her thighs beckoned him, plump and fit. 
But it was more than her lovely legs he wanted now. His 
target was in sight. Moving forward, he was able to poke his 
prick into her juicy twat. 

She shuddered at the first penetration. He didn't simply 
shove himself balls deep into her. He was more gentle than 
that. He was so knowledgeable about what turned her on. 

The thick purpled head of his cock rubbed lasciviously 
against her inner pussy lips until she was hardly able to lie 
still on the table. The slight friction was enough to drive her 



out of her head with lust. The witch hunched up in a vain 
attempt to ram his prick all the way up her aunt. But he was 
too quick for her. He was teasing her, tormenting her, 
making her so damned hot she would beg him for his cock. 

“Please! Give it to me! Don't toy with me like this! You're 
driving me out of my skull. My cunt's burning up with 
desire!'' 

“You want more of this?" 

His hips slid forward a fraction of an inch. The entry into her 
cunt split her pussy lips and safely deposited, the thick, 
bulbous end of his cock inside her cunt. She felt the 
throbbing fuck stick as if it were an entire percussion section 
of an orchestra. Each pulse sent ripples of delight 
throughout her body. 

And she was greedy. She wanted more of his fine cock. 

Another inch and she was reduced to sobs that wracked her 
body. She let her tits heave up and down. Each breath was 
like liquid fire in her lungs. Even her throat felt as if it were 
coated with sandpaper. Her entire body was as alive as a raw 
nerve in a tooth. 

“All the way! Fuck me deep, damn you!" 

He slipped another couple inches of cock into her seething, 
steamy hot cunt. Even this didn't satisfy her. She wanted it 
all. Her yearning cunt demanded nothing less than all out 
fucking. 

Another couple inches and he was buried so deep she felt 
his balls wetly slapping against her upturned ass. Hips 
sliding from side to side, she was able to move all around 
the impaling spike of his prick. The way it jerked around in 



her tight sheath of pussy was almost more than she could 
bear. 

This was living. This was being fucked by a real stud! 

“Fuck me good. Oh, sweet Merlin, ride me, ride me hard!" 

Her entire body was bathed in the blue white light. As he 
looked down on her body, he felt strange sensations ripping 
through him. There was no mistaking the gripping tight twat 
around his swollen cock. That was something he'd felt often 
enough to enjoy to the maximum. 

But the way her body looked was so odd. The rivers of sweat 
flowing down her curvaceous body glowed like molten gold. 
Her silvery hair, was changed into a tangle of the most 
erotic-colored hair he could imagine. And there was nothing 
in the world he wanted more than to fuck her. 

She felt his prick slide back an inch, then another and 
another until only the thick head of his glands remained 
between her pussy lips. She sighed as the pressure inside 
her cunt went away as his cock slid free. He had been 
stretching her inner membrane to the breaking point. 

He was so damned big! And her poor little cunt was so 
small! 

But she wasn't complaining. She knew more was on the way. 
Opening her lust-glazed eyes, she could see his face framed 
erotically by her twin mountains of tit. Raising her head a 
little more, she was able to look down the entire length of 
her body and see the ugly red cock slipping back into her 
cunt. 

It was no longer red, however. The blue white light overhead 
had changed it into something else. She had to laugh at the 



sight. 


“What's so funny?" he demanded. 

"Your cock! It looks like a popsicle! An blue white popsicle!" 

"Does it feel that cold inside you?" 

"Ummmm, oh, no! NO! It's hot and big and fills me up!" 

He began fucking her with short, rapid stokes designed to 
push her to the brink of orgasm. The friction rapidly burned 
away her cunt juices. The once slumbering embers of her 
lust began to smoulder. Then they burst into little fires 
nibbling away at her guts. 

When he began fucking with longer, deeper strokes, the tiny 
fires burst into all-out blazes threatening to consume her 
body with lust. 

She allowed her body to respond to his fucking. She lay back 
on the table, limp and excited and completely aroused, and 
let him fuck her as he wished. She simply enjoyed the 
feelings assaulting her tender young body. 

"I... I am on fire!" she moaned out. Her fingers gripped his 
upper arms. She felt the smooth flow of his muscles. He was 
so strong, so masterful. And he made love better than any 
wizard she'd ever fucked before. 

She came. 

The blue white-colored world around her went away in a 
moment of confusion. Her mind was soaked with orgasm. 

She became the slave of the wizard's prick. All she could 
think about was getting more and more of his prick as deep 
up her cunt as she could. 



Her fleshy hips rose and crammed down on his impaling 
spike of prick. She wanted still more. She wasn't satisfied 
with the power or the depth of his strokes. 

She was thrashing about his cock like a fish on a hook. She 
was screaming and moaning and trying as hard as she could 
to get even more of his cock inside her convulsing cunt. 

Then the climax died a little. She became even more aware 
of what he was doing to her. He had gone back to the short, 
rapid strokes designed to burn her cunt with erotic friction. 
His cockhead rubbed as sensuously as possible against her 
velvet-hung cunt walls. 

He was pushing her right back up the pinnacle to another 
climax. 

She couldn't keep her hand from reaching down to her clit. 
She began diddling herself. The rocket blast of desire 
shooting into her tensed body was enough to push her over 
the edge again. She came. And came. And came again. She 
felt like an erotic machine gun going off. It was great. 

Still he fucked her. He seemed tireless. His hips moved like 
well-oiled pistons. She felt her body being wrung out like a 
dishrag. No wizard had ever before made her feel this way. 
She was usually able to outlast any wizard and his debatable 
cock. 

But not this one. Not this stud. He was wearing her out and 
she was loving every second of it. 

She lifted her ass and began grinding her bush down into his 
as soon as his cock drove all the way up her tunnel of 
clutching, hot cunt. She was filled to overflowing with his 
prick. He burned her and made her feel like a complete 
witch with every fucking stroke into her softly yielding body. 



She came again. 


“Oh, shit," she heard him moan between clenched teeth. “I 
can't hold on any longer!" 

Her body exploded with a frenzy of effort as he fucked her 
even faster than before. She wanted the maximum turn-on 
from this before his prick blew out its creamy load of jismn. 

"Faster, Harry, faster! Burn me up with passion! Your fucking 
cock, it's... oohhhh!" 

They came together. She felt the first surge of his pearly hot 
cum splatter into her cunt walls. But they were already 
rippling and churning with her orgasm. She gripped with 
insane fury on his arms while he was still frantically fucking 
her cunt. They came together at the crotch with a lewd 
sucking noise. 

Neither of them noticed it. They were too wrapped up in the 
fine feelings washing through their love-tossed bodies. 

She looked up into his weary face. He looked tired but she'd 
never seen him happier, either. He was sweating heavily, the 
rivers of salty tracks all over his body. She wanted to lick 
that sweat off, but she was too limp from the fucking to 
move. 

That wasn't all that had gone limp. His prick slipped from 
her still clutching cunt in one smooth, liquid movement. 
Behind it came a tiny trickle of the wizard's jism. It puddled 
on the black-topped table, looking weird and blue white 
fireball inside this tiny room. 

"You were right, you know," he said. "That fireball adds a 
hell of a lot to the fucking." His eyes got soft and misty as he 
thought about it. 



'That was idea!" 


They both laughed, their arms locked firmly around their 
slippery bodies for comfort after the hard fucking. 

"I don't know about you," Fleur said, "but I could use a 
shower. I'm positively grimy from rolling around on this 
table." 

"Yeah, I know what you mean. I got plenty worked up, 
myself." 

"And I'm hot!" 

"You can say that again! And your cunt's a really steamy 
one, too!" 

"I meant, there's no ventilation in here to speak of. That little 
charm you did simply doesn't work too well." 

"We can go up on the Astronomy Tower to cool off." 

She felt his prick stir a bit. She reached down between her 
legs and found the limp little organ. It was just a small 
sleapy snake, but still long and big around to make her a 
very happy witch. And it was stirring, rising once again to 
the occasion. 

"What's on the Astronomy Tower?" she asked. 

"Well, I'll be up there. Isn't that good enough? Or do you 
want something else?" 

"I'd love to have that fine cock of yours fucking me again!" 
"Fuck, fuck, fuck. Is that all you ever think of?" 



“No. Sometimes I think about sucking you off. I don't much 
care which it is, as long as I can feel that lovely prick of 
yours as much as I want. But feeling it driving hard between 
my legs, going all the way up into my cunt, that's super!'' 

“Shit, can't you girls have enough after one fuck?" 

“You should know. You, the stud prefect with the reputation 
for attacking all the students." 

“Not so!" he protested. “I never attack any of the witches 
unless they ask for it or look like they might ask for it some 
day when I wouldn't be around to help them out." 

“So that's what you do, huh? You help them out." 

“Sure. Horny, inhibited, I bring out the best in them. I make 
them come to their senses, so to speak." 

“You made me come, that's for sure!" 

“Witch. But I love you, anyway. Now, let's get out of this 
stuffy room and out onto the Astronomy Tower. There's a 
moon tonight. A full moan. So let's you and me go up there 
and fuck like lunatics!" 

“Sounds like a winner, just like this!" 

She felt his cock give another surge as she stroked along its 
length. It wouldn't be long before he would have a fully 
usable fucking tool again. And she wanted to be on the 
receiving end when it rope to the occasion. 

They hastily put their clothes on, she giving him sideways 
looks. The wizard's body was even more spectacular than 
ever. Well-muscled, he obviously got a lot of exercise. His 
sexxy abs and pecs sure were a turn on for her. 



She reached out and gripped his flesh between her fingers 
and pulled. He yelped, then kissed her. The kiss deepened 
until she thought he was going to fuck her in that tiny room 
again. 

She almost wished he had because of the disappointment 
when he finally broke off the kiss to say, 'To the Astronomy 
Tower. I want some fresh air. Hell, after being cooped up in 
this tiny room, I need it!" 

"Is that all you need?" she taunted. 

"Nope. I could do with a well-spread witch who was willing to 
plant herself firmly down around my cock. And then move 
just a little bit while I was fucking like hell." 

"Is that all you need?" 

"I need you." 

The kiss lasted a little longer, but by the time the veela 
came to her senses, Harry was showing her out of the small 
room. He didn't quite push her along the deserted hallway of 
the school, but he came close. 

"I don't want to have to tell someone why we have our 
clothes so disheveled." 

"It sure is fun!" 

"Shush, now. Here's the stairway. On up with you. And 
wiggle that sweet ass all you want going up. I love to 
watch!" 

And he did. Seeing her wiggle her bottom as she mounted 
the stairs to the roof was almost enough to get him hard 
again. Her ass rolled gently from side to side in the most 



seductive manner possible. He wanted to rape her by the 
time she finally got out onto the flat, broad tower. 


“Ummm, it is cool out here, Harry. And the moon! Oh, it's 
full!" 

"And high in the air, too." 

She looked down at the bulge in his pants. "That's not all 
that's on the rise. I can see something even more thrilling for 
me." 

He laughed and took her by the arm. "If we're going to be up 
here to fuck, we're gonna do it so that it's exciting. Even 
more exciting than down in that empty room." 

He seated her on the stone ledge running around the tower 
so that her ass dangled out over a ten story drop. She 
clutched wildly at the edge of the tower. 

"Don't, Harry. I'm scared of heights!" 

"You haven't even seen the heights yet!" He unzipped his 
pants and let his newly reborn prick snap to attention in 
front of his groin. In the moonlight, it looked like a wand of 
silver topped with a gleaming purplish knob. 

"Now that's the kind of height I like!" 

She dropped to her knees to suck on his cock. He didn't 
protest. She loved the way that cock came totally alive in 
her mouth. It had been erect but not fully stiff. As she 
sucked and licked it, his prick stiffened noticeably. It was like 
raising the dead. 

And she ended up with a throbbingly real, wonderfully 
vibrant cock in her mouth. 



'That feels damn good, love, but I want to bury it 
somewhere even nicer." 

"Now where would that be?" she asked needlessly. She could 
feel her cunt beginning to drool at the prospect of having 
this wondrous length of cock buried in it again. 

He said nothing. Looking down into her blue eyes made him 
feel like he was being pulled into another universe. And it 
was better. This other world was filled with tight cunt and 
sucking mouths and wanton witches. 

Wanton witches like Fleur. 

She lightly touched his prick again. The cock was glistening 
from her saliva. As a cool wind began to blow across the 
tower, she felt her sweat vanishing. She also saw that the 
wizard's cock was beginning to shiver. It was the middle of 
november after all and she didn't want it to get too cold. 
Well... there were the warming charms they put on 
themselves earlier before they came outside. That way, they 
could run even butt naked in this november weather and 
still feel warm for the next few hours. 

Immediately, she stuffed it back into her mouth. 

"Hmmmm, that's nice, but I told you your cunt's what I want 
to fuck. Not that sweet face of yours." 

She felt strong hands reach under her arms and gently lift 
her. Reluctantly, she left his prick dancing in the air in front 
of his crotch. 

His fingers began working their magic all over her body. 
Feathery touches here, stronger ones there stimulating her 
boobs, fondling them, cupping them in his palms, then 
moving on. 



Before she knew it, she was naked again. He had totally 
undressed her to stand bare-ass naked in the moonlight. She 
smiled a little, then twirled around for his inspection. 

“Well, love, do you like me like this? Butt naked?" 

"I love you like this!" 

"Now you get naked." With her help, it was only a matter of 
seconds before the wizard was standing like a Greek God in 
front of her. That hard-on he sported told her this was going 
to be a memorable fuck. He wasn't going to quit until they 
were both totally pleasured. 

She threw her hands around his neck and pulled his head 
down to her face. Lips crushed brutally into hers. The kiss 
deepened. His tongue flashed out and into her mouth to 
dance around her tongue, teasing, tormenting, luring her 
out. 

As her tongue lightly touched his teeth, he sucked down 
hard. He trapped the pink, agile little tip between his lips 
making sure his teeth held her firmly. Not enough to hurt, 
but enough to keep her from escaping. Then he teased her 
tongue tip with his. Light, flickering motions soon reduced 
her to quivering mass begging to be fucked. 

Releasing her tongue allowed her to gasp out, "Bloody hell, 
you make me feel like a whore! I never wanted cock more in 
my life! Your cock!" 

His hands stroked up and down her sides. He traced each 
and every rib with calloused fingers. As he worked down her 
spine, he made sure he properly outlined each and every 
bone in her backbone. When his fingers found the 
delightfully rounded surface of her ass, he burrowed 
between the meaty ass cheeks. 



The humid canyon seemed to beckon to him. 

His finger went all the way down until he discovered her 
asshole. A little shove and he was able to thrust his finger all 
the way up her back. 

A tiny gasp escaped her lips as she felt the finger driving 
deep up her shit chute. The finger warmed her, excited her 
more than she'd have thought possible. The feel of his 
throbbing cock so close to her snatch should have been 
enough. 

That finger was the icing on the cake. She wanted him to 
fuck her more than ever now. 

“Go, Harry love, do it! Do it to me! Shove that swollen prick 
of yours up my twat! I want to feel you moving inside me!" 

“Don't want much, do you?" 

“I want that monster cock of yours! That's a fucking nine 
inches!" 

Using his finger buried up her anus, he guided her toward 
the verge of the tower. Gently, he used his weight to press 
her down. She felt the cold stone ledge under her ass. Then 
she was dangling, ass out, over the ten story drop to the 
ground. 

“Wh-what are you doing! Don't let me fall!" 

“I won't do that. But we're gonna fuck with you dangling off 
the tower. You get a charge out of exhibitionism. This is the 
ultimate. Combines real physical danger with the chance of 
being seen." 


“But all they'd see would be my ass!" 



“Yeah,” he said, smiling wickedly. “You're gonna be mooning 
the whole bloody school. Including that dumb statue of our 
dear founders, especially good old snake face and grinning 
like a fouldor... not to mension hot assed Helga and 
Rowena.” 

Fleur turned and looked over her shoulder. There was 
nothing but a hundred feet of empty space between her and 
the statues on the ground. She shuddered at the thought of 
falling. Then it occurred to her that Harry was right. The 
physical danger was getting to her. 

And it was turning her into the horniest witch on the face of 
the earth! She'd fuck anything that moved, no matter what! 

Glancing back down at the statues, she said, “I wonder why 
they gave them such horrified expressions.” 

“They were turned to stone by a basilisk, at least that's the 
talk... I just hope you're not going to duplicate their 
expressions when you feel this.” 

She gasped as she felt his purple-headed cock nudge into 
her cunt lips. She snuggled down a little bit in his arms so 
she could open her pussy lips and suck in the glands of the 
wizard's prick. She wanted to feel that hot, driving poker of 
manmeat all the way up into her belly. 

She didn't get it. He simply turned and went to the pile of 
their clothing. She gasped when she saw him coming back 
with his broad, thick black leather belt. And clutched in his 
other hand was her smaller, thinner one of brown vinyl. 


“Wh-what are you going to do? You're not going to beat me? 
Tie me up! You wouldn't!” 



“Nope. But if I don't do this, I might lose control at the wrong 
time and we'd both be sorry.'' He fastened the belts together 
in a large loop. He put it over his head and shimmied it down 
around his waist. Then he put it over Fleur's head and 
repeated the action. They were tied together at the waist by 
strong leather. If either of them slipped, the other would be 
able to hang on and prevent a deadly fall. 

“I like a bit of dangerous thrill when I fuck, but I don't want 
to end up dead when I screw. And it would be such a waste if 
you croaked.'' 

“That's all I am to you, an inconvenience!" the woman 
flared. 

“Nope. Right now you're a delectable woman waiting for 
something only I can give her." 

She felt his cock pressing into her pussy mound. The thick 
fur was tangled and matted from the previous fuck fest 
down in the empty room. But the erotic rubbing of his cock 
against her pubic mound was enough to make her forget all 
about her mock anger. 

This was living. This was why they'd come up to the tower. 
She didn't even notice as he maneuvered her back to the 
edge of it. She knew her ass was hanging out in thin air, but 
it didn't matter. She was letting his turgid prick come over 
closer to her cunt mouth. 

When he stabbed forward with his hips, his prick went 
sailing down the slippery slit of her pussy lips. He parted 
them and stimulated them as he stroked back toward her 
ass. 


She felt a sudden surge of delight pass into her cunt. She 
sighed and wiggled her hips down over his cock. It was 



soothing and stimulating at the same time. She didn't 
understand how a wizard's cock could affect her like his was 
doing. 

It didn't matter. All she cared about was getting that big, 
round, wonderfully hard prick into her pussy. 

"Go on and fuck me! I want it! I WANT IT!" 

His hands gripped her ass with ferocious strength. She felt 
herself being lifted up into the air. When her feet no longer 
touched the roof, he swung her backwards. She lifted her 
legs and wrapped them around his waist. 

She immediately sucked in her breath and held it, the action 
had driven his cock impossibly deep into her cunt. She felt it 
bending down as her body bent backwards. Her hair 
streamed down over her head, dangling over the edge of the 
roof. 

Opening her eyes, she was horrified at the sight of the 
ground. She was being held almost entirely upside down - 
and dangling over the edge of the building. She could see 
now why he had insisted on the rough leather belts around 
their waists. 

Sure, that iron-hard cock in her cunt was supporting her just 
a bit. It turned and throbbed and made her feel good. But 
when he began fucking her, it would enter and leave her 
cunt. If either of them came, it could have been disaster. 

"Bloody hell! This is spooky, Harry! I... I don't know if I like 
it." 


"You will. Just give it a few minutes." 



His hands gripped firmly into her soft, pliant assflesh. She 
giggled a bit as his fingers worked their way between the 
globes of her ass to press into the damp canyon bottom. 
When he began lifting her by the ass, she thought he was 
going to rip those softly yielding ass cheeks from her body. 

But it was necessary. This moved her up enough to allow her 
cunt to take even more of his cock. She felt his balls wetly 
slapping against her ass. Then he dropped her. She let 
herself go. He caught her at just the right moment. 

Not only was there the feeling of falling, his prick left her 
cunt. She tensed her belly muscles in a vain attempt to stop 
it. Although he grunted from the impressive strength of her 
cunt, both gravity and the action of his hands on her ass 
made his cock leave her cunt. 

She looked straight down at the ground. The thrill of danger 
ripped across her mind like a jagged razor slash. She was 
headed directly down to the ground, the only things holding 
her up being the leather around her waist, the thick prick 
resting firmly inside her cunt lips and the wizard's hands on 
her upper arms. 

She shivered and began swaying from side to side. This 
drove his cock into her cunt at an entirely different angle. As 
he pulled her up, the cock rubbed first one side, then the 
other of her well-oiled cunt. She loved it. 

She loved the thought of falling - falling with the wizard's 
prick still actively fucking her to climax. 

"Oh, Harry, Harry! Fuck me good! Th-this is super!" 

"I knew you'd like it," he gasped. The wizard's hands were 
getting slippery. He was sweaty and hot even though the 



cool night breeze was caressing his broad chest and resting 
icy fingers on his back. 

She wigged her ass against the rough stone of the tower. 
Even this sharp, searing pain gave her a new and totally 
different thrill. His cock was giving the ultimate in human 
pleasure. The pain gave her something to compare that joy 
to. 

And the distance all the way to the ground! 

Her body went berserk with orgasm. She screamed and 
thrashed around in her lover's grip as best she could. 

Falling. She could fall to her death at any instant. 

Or be discovered. The professors and prefects that were 
walking their night rounds. What would they think seeing 
her stark naked, dangling over the edge of the tower, a long, 
hard prick fucking her juicy little cunt? 

She didn't even want to think about those things. They were 
in her head but it was her cunt that drew her undivided 
attention. The way the wizard's prick drove mercilessly into 
her filled her with a bliss she hadn't known for too long. 

“Keep going, love, keep fucking my poor little cunt!" 

Her only answer was a grunt from the straining wizard. He 
had braced his feet against the edge of the tower. He didn't 
want to fall forward. If he relaxed for a spilt second, they'd 
both hurtle down to the hard ground ten stories under them. 

His balls were aching from the strain. His belly muscles 
pulled taut and were beginning to complain from the 
unusual fucking position. His prick was being bent 
downward at an unnatural angle. 



It may have been unusual for him to fuck downwards into a 
gripping, steamy twat, but it was stimulating him to the 
breaking point. He could barely keep his lead-heavy jism 
locked up in his balls. 

Twisting to and fro, he managed to fuck her cunt with every 
ounce of strength in his body. He lifted her up and drove his 
prick relentlessly into her pussy. Then he bounced a little on 
his toes to make sure it was driven as far into her inner 
reaches as possible. This done, he simply relaxed and let 
gravity pull her body off his prick. 

"C-can't hang on much l-longer!” he moaned. “You're 
pushing me to the brink! Gotta fuck you, fuck you!" 

He began pulling her body even more firmly into his. Their 
crotches ground together in a liquid move of lust. His bush 
mingled with hers, the cunt juices spilling out of her aroused 
pussy. 

The tickle of the fuck fluids on his balls made them harden 
into a compact little bag that ached and pained him. He 
fought back the burning tide of his cum. He wanted more of 
her hot pussy. He wanted to feel it massaging his entire 
buried length of needy prick. There was nothing in the whole 
world that mattered more to the wizard at that instant. 

He had to really get his rocks off. 

Looking down past her body, he saw the ground. It was 
framed by her heaving boobs. The big mountains of titflesh 
were bouncing around, giving the view an erotic aspect it 
wouldn't have had otherwise. The thick, red, pointy tips of 
her nipples were erect and demanding. He wished he could 
reach down and take them between thumb and forefinger. 



They'd feel bloated between his fingers but that wouldn't 
matter in the least to him. And the witch would get an 
added thrill from this attention that would otherwise be 
lacking. 

But he needed his hands on her arms for support. He 
couldn't hope to hold her aloft with just the belt around their 
middles. 

He allowed his gaze to pass her mounds of succulent tit and 
go across her belly. It was concave with the strain of the 
fucking. He imagined that his prick was causing such a 
suction in her cunt that it was pulling her belly down into 
her fuck channel. 

But that was ridiculous. This was simply a reaction to the 
unique fucking position he'd gotten her into. The silvery 
triangle of her pussy mound was like an arrow pointing out 
the last bit of passion between the two. His long, firm cock 
was driving forcefully between her pinkly scalloped inner 
pussy lips. 

Those delicate flaps of aroused flesh were obscenely, 
wantonly kissing his cock. As if they were oral lips sucking 
his prick, he was pulled into the humid depths of her cunt. 

And he came. 

He couldn't stand it any longer. His balls were churning 
around until he thought he'd go crazy from holding the fiery 
tide of his jism back. 

His cock gave a convulsive lurch, then spewed out his lava- 
hot cum. He creamed in her cunt until he was milked dry. 

And the entire while, he was lifting and dropping her body 
around his prick. The heat, the clutching of her gooey twat, 
the unusual position, all conspired against the woman, too. 



As he was pouring forth his manseed, she came. Together, 
they twitched and ground their crotches together in a wild 
display of unbridled passion. 

The veela felt like she was falling and soaring at the same 
time. She forgot all her fears of high places. It no longer 
mattered. She was anchored to the world by the wizard's 
driving cock. And she was soaring on the gossamer wings of 
her own come. 

He managed to pull her up over the brink of the tower and 
softly kissed her. His lips were sweaty and hot and 
demanding as they crushed into hers. 

Words weren't enough at that moment. The kiss told of their 
mutual desires, their mutual enjoyment. That was enough. 
For the time being. 

The kiss lasted for minutes, perhaps hours or years. Fleur 
was completely lost in the sweet taste of her lover's saliva, 
the urgent passion as his lips worked against hers. Most of 
all, the driving, probing tongue poking between his lips was 
too insistent for her to deny. 

Her own lips drifted open and allowed the entry into her 
mouth. His tongue went wild. It touched all her teeth, 
stroked along the roughness of her own tongue, then 
carefully ran between her teeth and lips. 

She was gasping with a new passion by the time he broke off 
to gasp for air. “Merlin, I can't stand it!" 

“What's that?" he asked grinning. 

“My need for you! You just fucked me the best I've ever been 
fucked and already you've got me hot for your cock again!" 



Chapter 59 - Costume party 

“You wont believe what I found out!" Blaise told Harry one 
morning at breakfast, after reading the letter delivered by 
an owl. 

“What?" 

'There will be a Halloween party at the Three Broomsticks!" 

"Every Halloween there is a costume party at the Three 
Broomsticks... and only adults can go..." 

"Yeah... but you know what my mom told me?" 

"What?" 

"To crash it..." 

"No fucking way..." 

"Yeah fucking way... and you know who else will be there?" 
"My mom?" 

"You win a cookie, pumpkin... and you know what I want to 
do?" 

"Crash the party and fuck your mom?" 

"Even better... crash the party, fuck my mom and fuck your 
mom too..." 

"My mom wont go with out dad... so... not so much luck..." 
"Unfortunately for us... he wont be there..." 

"Are you serious?" 



“Very... and my mom just told me to be there..." 


“No fucking way..." 

“Yeah fucking way... just read this letter..." 

As fast as possible, Harry grabbed the letter and read it. 
“Shit, cous... she even told you what costume she and mom 
will have..." 

“Tell me about it..." 

“To bad we have to disappoint them..." 

“We're not going?" 

“We will... but we'll make them a surprise..." 

“What kind?" 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Harry's point of view 

I had gone to great lengths to make my self just the right 
dark wizard costume and I was going to crash the Three 
Broomsticks's party. The guests at the Halloween party 
didn't have to reveal their identities until eleven o'clock so I 
would have plenty of time to do something real kinky to my 
aunt Bella and then leave before anyone was any the wiser. I 
thought that I had everything covered as I made the 
costume to have a full face black mask under the black 
cloak and even a voice changer to mimic a dark wizard's 
mean voice. So, even on the off chance I had to speak to my 
aunt, she wouldn't know it was me. 

By eight o'clock I was all costumed up and walking down the 
street in Hogsmeade toward the Three Broomsticks party. It 



was thundering and lightning, but the rain had let up a little 
as I splashed along in my dark wizard boots. There were 
several other spooks and goblins scurrying about, heading 
towards the party while I neared the dimly-lit Three 
Broomsticks. Me and Blaise split up when we came out of the 
secret passage from Hogwarts to Hogsmeade and he would 
be taking another route towards the Three Broomsticks and 
he would be taking care of the other... target... my own 
mom... 

Walking up the front walk, I saw that the porch had been 
decorated to resemble a cave. There was a fake dark ages 
witch standing over a steaming caldron with a long stick in it 
as she pretended to be stirring it. The front door was open 
and I could hear music floating out through it. Stooping 
down, I slipped inside the door and let myself in. 

Looking around the pub, I saw that the only light was 
coming from several candles that were strategically placed 
around the pub. You could barely make out any of the details 
of the room, but there was just enough light to keep yourself 
from running into something. There were some couples 
dancing while several others were gathered around a long 
table running along one the walls. In the middle of the table 
there was a caldron with a make-believe fire under it and 
wisps of steam coming up out of it. Everyone around it had a 
punch glass in their hand and they were happily chatting 
away. There were just about every kind of fiend you could 
think of mingling and circulating around the room. 

It was enough to make a wizard dizzy trying to take in all of 
the cleavage hobbling around in the room. It was more like a 
party of nude models, like in that muggle adult magazine. 
Playboy or something... than a Halloween party at the Three 
Broomsticks, I told myself. It seemed almost like a contest to 



see which witch could bare the most skin without stepping 
over the line and baring all. 

Just then I spotted my aunt out on the dance floor with some 
guy dressed in some muggle Ironman costume. 

I made my way over to the caldron and got me a glass of 
punch. Then, making myself as inconspicuous as I could, I 
stood watching my aunt as the music stopped and she and 
her new friend made their way over the punch caldron. I had 
seen my aunt at family parties before and I saw that she was 
displaying all of the symptoms of someone a bit tipsy at the 
moment. Then I took a sip of the punch and realized that I 
had made a big mistake. Coughing and choking I thought I'd 
took a swallow of firewhiskey. It was hard to be 
inconspicuous coughing and choking like I was as I saw my 
aunt glance over in my direction. 

I saw her work her eyes up and down my costume. Was she 
checking me out thinking that I'm Blaise, I wondered. Blaise 
owled a letter back saying how he will be dressed, but in his 
place it will be me. Mmmm... a nice start with out me having 
to do anything. Then my eyes strayed down to the twin 
beauties being held prisoner down inside her slinky, black 
dress as they tried to make their escape from the swooping 
neckline. Then I remember her words from the letter to let 
them hang out and give everyone a gander at them. If she 
got drunk enough would she really do that? My aunt was 
capable of some awfully daring things, but not that... I told 
myself. 

Then I saw her say something to the costumed guy she was 
with, turn and start toward me. "Well, hello, Mr. Dark 
Wizard," I heard her purr in her sultriest, sexiest voice. 


"Uh, hello. Miss Vampirella?" I said. 



“It looked like you were having second thoughts about the 
punch," she softly laughed, lifting her glass up to her bright, 
red lips and taking a sip of the fiery punch. 

"Uh, yes. Ma'am, it is a tad on the strong side," I told her as I 
cleared my throat. 

"Rosmerta calls it Witch's Brew," she tipsily giggled. "She 
says that it'll burn the hair right off your chest," she cooed. 

"You certainly don't have to worry about that," I self¬ 
consciously laughed, glancing down at the cleavage 
between her uplifted breasts. 

"Why is everyone so interested in my breasts tonight?" she 
tittered. "Why even a dark knight whistled right before I 
came here..." 

"A dark knight? Was he a tall one?" I asked her as I felt my 
cheeks heat up from the blush that was spreading out over 
them. Thank Merlin for the mask. 

"Do you know him?" she whispered. 

"Maybe..." I muttered as my cheeks grew hotter and hotter. 

It was almost as if she could see right through my mask. Like 
she knew it was me and was trying to embarrass me... 

"Well, Mr. Dark Wizard, aren't you going to ask me to 
dance?" 

"Uh, sure. Miss Vampirella. Uh, would you like to dance?" I 
spoke in that synthesized voice. 

"But of course," she smiled, taking hold of my hand and 
leading me toward the dance floor. 



As we stepped out onto the dance floor, the dim, flickering 
light from the candles hardly revealed anything as the 
couples slowly swirled around the room. The soft, slow beat 
of the music with the occasional rumble of thunder and brief 
flashes of lightning gave the atmosphere a definite, 
Halloween feel. I almost expected Dumbledore to step 
through the door at any second. 

Taking my aunt in my arms, I tried to hold her at a 
respectable arm's length, but the moment our arms 
intertwined, she moved in so close her breasts were 
brushing against my chest. Then as we began to slowly 
dance, I felt her hand begin to crawl down under my black 
cloak and within moments she was softly clutching and 
pawing at my ass. 

I could barely breathe and I thought my heart was going to 
burst as we danced closer and closer. Dancing as close as we 
were, there was no way of disguising my aroused condition 
as I felt my aunt's abs brush against my rock-hard cock. 

“My, oh, my, Mr. Dark Wizard, is that a concealed wand 
you're carrying?" she murmured, stepping closer and 
grinding herself against my throbbing maleness. 

“Maybe," I said, finding myself trapped in her arms as she 
held onto me tightly. 

“Good," she tipsily giggled rubbing me harder. 

The whole thing was rapidly getting out of hand I told myself 
as we continued to circle around the dance floor with her 
clinging to me and rubbing herself against me. Then she 
eased up and moved back a tiny bit. 

Then I felt her fingers fumbling with the zipper on my pants. 
Luckily, my cloak blocked the view of the shocking “crime" 



that was being committed right in front of all of the other 
ghosts and goblins. 


“Miss Vampirella, uh, I don't think this is the right... 
uhhhh..." I choked out, trying to escape her saunting grasp 
as I felt her unzipping my pants. 

“I just want to see what kind of weapon it is, Mr. Dark 
Wizard. You don't mind if I hold it for a while do you?'' she 
whispered, batting her long, curled eyelashes at me. 

“Uh, uh, but... “ I wheezed as I felt her fingers ease down 
inside my pants and find the opening of my shorts. 

“Uh, Miss Vampirella, uh, not here..." I implored her, not 
ready for something so crazy right here on the dance floor. 

Then it was too late to do anything else as I felt her hot, little 
fingers slip inside my shorts. This is crazy, I told myself as 
we continued to innocently sway to the beat of the music 
and dance around the room while my aunt measured the 
size of my peter with her fingers. 

“Oh, my, Mr. Dark Wizard, I am impressed," she tipsily 
giggled, squeezing and plucking at my cock with her 
fingers. “I do think this is one of the largest wands I've ever 
held in my hand..." 

I didn't know what to say... or do as we continued to circle 
the floor and she kept squeezing and rubbing my cock. 

Finally, I felt her pull her hand back out of my pants and 
slowly zip them back up. 

“Mr. Dark Wizard, I think I'd like to get to know you a little 
better. What do you think about going to my place where 



where we can do that?” she purred as she thrust herself 
against the concrete stiffness in my pants. 


"I think I'd like to get to know you a lot better...” 

"Good...” she smiled, innocently batting her purple eyes at 
me again. 

This was going better then I thought. My balls were on fire 
and I could smell the stench of burnt flesh. My aunt was 
going to find out that her perverted son was not around, just 
her horny nephew... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

After she apparated both of us in her house porch, my aunt 
unlocked the front door and stepped inside, pulling me in 
after her. Shoving the door closed, she tossed her little, 
black purse and wand on the table setting beside the door. 

"Mr little wizard. Darling, if you don't mind. I'm going to go 
slip into something a little more... comfortable, so make 
yourself at home,” she purred as she went clacking across 
the hard wood floor toward her room. If she only knew who 
was under the mask, I told myself. 

"Okay,” I subserviently muttered. Waiting for her to find out 
is just going to make it so much better when she does finally 
find out. 

Walking over to the bar, I slipped off my mask and picked up 
a bottle of bourbon. Holding it up to my lips, I tipped it up 
and let it gurgle down my throat. Coughing and choking, I 
fought to keep the molten liquor from coming back up as it 
splashed down into my belly like torrent of sulfuric acid. 
After a few moments, I could feel the alcohol begin to settle 
my jangled nerves and I steeled myself for a second shot. 



As the second wave of alcohol fanned out from my belly, I 
slammed the bottle down and pulled my mask back on just 
as I heard the clack of my aunt's high heels coming back 
down the hallway towards the living room. 

Then as she swept back into the room, my eyes almost 
bugged all the way out of my mask. She had changed out of 
her slinky, black dress into a long, flowing gown of that 
looked like it was made out of black mist. The gown was so 
sheer, it was a gown in name only as it did little to conceal 
any of the breathtaking charms underneath it. And now I 
could easily see that the two spectacular wonders hanging 
down from my aunt's chest were free to move without any 
restraint from man-made contrivances. I could even make 
out the darkened areolas and jutting nipples tipping the 
wondrous creations. They were exquisite, sculpted out of the 
finest alabaster and carved by the hand of a master sculptor. 

She was still wearing her sheer, black nylons and black 
garters with their red, lace ruffles stretching around her 
thighs to hold the nylons up. And to complete her new 
Halloween costume, she was wearing a tiny, almost thong¬ 
like pair of translucent, black panties with ruffles of red lace 
running along the edges of the leg holes and another 
flourish of red lace running down the front. 

The drone of rain pounding down on the roof drowned out 
everything else as I stood gawking at her like a moron. 

“Can you drink through that thing?" I heard her ask as she 
came jiggling, wiggling and clacking toward the bar. 

I didn't speak, I just reached up and pulled out the little 
drinking tube attached to the mask. 

“Oh, I see," she laughed as she poured herself a bourbon 
and water. 



“So, Mr. Dark Wizard, is there a Mrs. Dark Wizard?" she asked 
me as she slowly twirled her drink making the ice cubes 
softly clink against the glass. 

"Maybe... maybe not..." I told her as I watched her beautiful 
breasts jiggle and bob, gently bumping against one another 
as she twirled the glass. "Uh, how about you? Is there a Mr. 
Vampirella?" 

"Maybe... maybe not...," she purred. "But enough chit-chat, 
Mr Dark Wizard, I invited you over to get to know you 
better," she smiled, reaching down and taking hold of my 
gloved hand and leading me toward the couch.- 

Stopping in front of the couch, she slowly turned me around 
until my back was facing the couch. Then with a little shove, 
she pushed me down onto it. Landing with a soft grunt, I 
watched to see what she was going to do next. So far she 
had made no move to unmask me, but I didn't know how 
much longer I could pull that off. Like it matter after! 

Standing in front of me, smiling seductively, she reached up 
to the little bow at the neck of her gown and gave it a soft 
tug. As she did, the diaphanous gown slowly crawled down 
the slope of her shoulders until it slipped off them and went 
slithering down her body to land in a muddle of black 
around her tall stilettos. 

"You have the most beautiful breasts I've ever seen. Miss 
Vampirella," I groaned as I eyed them with reverent wonder. 
They were perfect, even down to the puffy, distended 
areolas and swollen nipples tipping the dangling treasures. 

"I bet you tell all the witchs that," she softly laughed making 
the mountainous peaks softly jiggle and bob even more. 



“No, Ma'am, I don't..." I murmured, watching them hang 
down below her as she leaned down and reached out to my 
pants. Grasping hold of the wide plastic belt with all the fake 
buttons and gadgets on it, she slowly slipped it through its 
big, silver buckle and unwrapped it from around my waist. 

"We won't be needing this," she drunkenly giggled, holding 
the belt out and letting it drop to the floor where it landed 
with a loud clank. "I've been just dying to take a peek at 
your concealed wand, Mr Dark Wizard." 

"I, uh, I..." I mumbled out through the voice synthesizer, 
knowing that I was in a world of pleasure. 

"I wouldn't let you stop me even if you wanted to," she 
cooed, unbuttoning my pants and slowly running the little, 
gold zipper down its track. "It certainly looks like a Dark 
Wizard-sized wand..." she giggled as she spread my pants 
open to reveal the bulge jutting out against my jockey 
shorts. 

Then, as she started inching my pants and shorts down over 
the curve of my hips, I reached down and pushed up off the 
couch to raise my ass off it so she could pull my shorts off 
my insanely-hard cock. The stretchy waistband snagged on 
the barbed head of my cock for a second, but as she pulled 
harder, she tugged it free and my cock sprang out into the 
open so stiff and hard it was jutting up at least two or three 
inches above my belly. 

"Oh, my, Mr Dark Wizard, you are certainly excited, aren't 
you?" she murmured as she jerked my shorts down around 
my knees and let go of them. Then she reached up to my 
twitching cock and slowly tickled her long, red fingernails 
down its shaft. 



My heart was going to explode as it thundered like a bass 
drum down inside my heaving chest. 

“Uh, yes, yes, I am...” I mumbled, afraid that I would shoot 
my wad if she even touched it again. 

”So... was it easy to sneak out?” I heard her ask as she 
slowly knelt down onto her knees between my legs and 
pushed my shorts down around my ankles. 

"Pretty much...” I muttered, watching her ease my boots off 
and then pull my shorts off over my feet. 

"I thought so,” she softly laughed, curling her hand around 
my cock and slowly working her fisted hand up and down it. 
"We have the entire weekend then...” 

"Oh yeah... and with a hot ass like you... I'll go back to 
school straight to Madam Pomfrey needing vitamins...” I told 
her as I saw that the clear goo seeping out of the head of my 
prick was slowly trickling down over her clenched fingers. 

"Oh, you silver-tongued devil, you,” she laughed. "But I 
made some stamina potions... just in case...” 

"Maybe I wont need them...” I grinned on. 

Holding my breath, I watched her lean toward me. Then she 
began to rock her shoulders from side to side making her big 
tits swing back and forth while her big, swollen nipples 
flicked back and forth across my cock. 

Letting out a soft, shuddering breath, I watched her let go of 
my cock and wrap her hands around the outsides of her 
beautiful breasts. Then, leaning in closer, she trapped my 
cock between the dangling treasures and squeezed them 
down around it. Most of my jutting nine incher disappeared 



down between the squished pair of pink mountains leaving 
only the swollen, purple head sticking up out of the 
cleavage between her tits. 

I couldn't believe how soft her breasts were as she slowly 
pushed up and down and fucked my cock with them. 

"Does that feel good, Mr Dark Wizard?" she purred as she 
continued to push up and down while she squeezed her 
breasts around my primed cock. 

"Yes... Yes, Ma'am, but you'd better watch it, or you're going 
to get a face full," I groaned out as my hips began to 
involuntarily jerk up and down. 

"Oh, it would be a shame to waste such a prize," she 
grinned, leaning back, letting go of her breasts to free my 
cock. 

Grasping hold of the base of my cock, she roughly wrapped 
her fist around it and slowly squeezed her way up the shaft 
of my cock. As she did, I watched a gush of clear prefuck 
bubble up out of the hole in the tip of my dick. Then I saw 
the tip of her little, pink tongue ease out from between her 
bright, red lips. As I watched on with feverish anticipation, 
she leaned down and ever so slowly twirled her tongue 
around the head of my cock licking away the gushing goo as 
she did. This was all so crazy, I told myself as I watched her 
stiffen her tongue and gently poke at the oozing hole. 

Then, after a few seconds, she pursed her bright, red lips 
around the tapered tip of the head of my cock and began to 
gently suck. As she softly sucked, I watched the head of my 
cock slowly disappear up between her full, red lips. 

She is sucking on my cock, my fevered brain screamed at 
me. My aunt! My aunt is sucking on my cock! This was 



haven! It was beyond crazy! It was insane, I railed as I felt 
my aunt's hot, little tongue slowly twirling around the head 
of my cock while her lips slowly slipped further and further 
down the thick shaft of my cock. 

The pleasure of having my cock inside my aunt's warm, 
sucking mouth was rapidly bringing me toward an eruptive 
conclusion. 

"Uh... oh... Miss Vampirella... gonna... gonna come... " I 
groaned out as I reached out and grasped hold of her head 
with my hands and began to hump my cock in and out of 
her mouth. 

Then she jerked her head back and pulled her lips back up 
off my cock. 

“Do you want to come in my mouth or do you want to come 
in Vampirella's hot, tight pussy?" she asked me as she slowly 
licked her pink tongue around her full, red lips. 

“What? What do you want?" I wheezed as my spit-covered 
cock slowly stopped twitching and jerking. 

“My hot, little pussy is so lonesome for some big, bad cock," 
she cooed, running her hand down to her pussy and rubbing 
it through her panties. 

“Your pussy... your hot, tight pussy... “I groaned. 

“You would really do it, wouldn't you?" she muttered. “You 
would really fuck your aunt... " 

“Huh? What? You... You know?" I gasped as needles and pins 
dug in all over my body. She knew. She knew it was me. 



“Yes, I know..." she whispered, grabbing hold of my knees 
and digging her long fingernails in as she slowly pushed 
back up onto her stilettos. “Blaise is a bit shorter and not so 
BIG around." 

“So... you dont want me then?" I dumbly asked dropping my 
hands down to cover my cock. 

“Yeah, I do... but I wanted my son now... is he with Lily 
now?" she tipsily laughed as she slowly clacked back over to 
the bar. 

“That was the idea... want to change back?" I asked her as I 
laid the mask down on the couch beside me. 

“Nah... your already here... and your mom would soon join 
us with my son... after she has enaugh..." she crookedly 
smiled back at me. 

“So... we wait or continue?" I said not knowing what to do as 
I reached up and slowly pushed the mask up off my head. 

“Wait? You think I could wait until they join us?" she 
laughed, taking a long pull on her bourbon and water. 

“Then why did you stopped?" I asked, unbuttoning my shirt 
and peeling it back over my shoulders. 

“Just wanted to pay you back for being such a sneak..." she 
said to me as the look of amusement on her pretty face 
became a very large grinn. 

“I thought so... because your hot, little pussy was lonesome 
for some big, bad cock?" I grinned, pushing up onto my feet 
and wrapping my hand around my jutting cock. “Some of 
this, auntie?" 



“Aham... maybe... or I can make you wait until my son joins 
us...” she said, self-consciously lifting her arm up and 
draping it across in front of her dangling breasts as she 
stepped around behind the bar. 

"Could you resist me that much time? If I know my mom... 
she will take her time...” I told her as I slowly stroked my 
hand up and down my cock while I padded over toward 
where she stood behind the bar. 

"Let's see who has the strongest will...” she started, but 
stopped when I stepped up in front of her and grasped hold 
of her tiny waist with my hands. 

Then with a grunt, I lifted her and gently set her down on 
the bar. 

"Ahhh... who the fuck cares...” she whispered as I dug my 
fingers down under the waistband of her sheer, black 
panties. 

"Already giving up?” I whispered as I began to inch the wisp 
of black silk down off the curve of her hip but could only pull 
them down a little as her panties were trapped underneath 
her, caught between her butt and the bar below. 

"Maybe,” I heard her murmur, and then she reached down, 
rested her weight on her hands, pushed up and lifted her 
butt up off the bar to free her panties. Sensing victory, I 
quickly tugged her panties out from under her and then 
pulled them down the long, sloping curves of her legs. With 
her panties around her ankles, I eased them off over one of 
tall, spiked stilettos and let go of them. The panties started 
to slide down off her other foot, but snagged, and dangled 
down from the toe of her other stiletto. 



“Please...” I heard my aunt softly plead as I slipped my 
hands down between her stockinged legs and began to 
gently push them apart. Staring down at the furry tangle of 
black curls covering the tip of my aunt's belly as her legs 
parted, I watched the wet, glistening folds of pink flesh 
slowly appear. The roaring in my ears was deafening and I 
was getting lightheaded as it felt like every single drop of 
blood in my body had concentrated down inside my 
painfully-hard cock. 

I slowly lifted my hand and brushed my trembling fingers 
over the pink, vulnerable flesh marveling at its softness. 

"Oh, Harry... ” I heard my aunt softly moan as I gently 
fingered the soft, clinging folds of flesh apart to expose the 
seeping wound between them. Slowly running my first two 
fingers around the juice-slickened opening to coat them with 
the slippery goo, I eased them down inside the clinging 
warmth of her pussy. 

As I began to gently work my fingers in and out of the sticky 
hole, I looked up to see that my aunt had her head thrown 
back and her long, black hair was dangling down behind her 
back as she supported herself on locked arms. 

"Harry...” she gurgled as I felt the muscles inside the velvet- 
lined sheath gently nipping and clutching at my fingers. 

Then I slowly eased my juice-slathered fingers out of the 
wet, sticky hole and slowly dropped down onto my knees 
between her outstretched legs. Slipping my arms under her 
legs, I slowly lifted them and settled the backs of her thighs 
on my shoulders as I found myself face to face with her goo- 
covered cunt. 

"Oh, Harry please... don't take so much...” I heard her gasp 
as I slowly twirled my tongue around in the sweet 



succulence that lay between her legs. Licking and lapping 
everywhere, I sucked and nipped the soft, fleshy folds 
bordering the seeping opening of her womanhood. 

“Harry... “ came another moan as I stiffened my tongue and 
gently probed the clinging softness of her femininity. 

Finally, after several long moments of this, I pulled my 
tongue out of her and slowly licked my way up the gorge 
between her pussy lips. Then I felt the tip of my tongue 
brush across the hard, swollen nub of flesh sticking up out of 
its hooded hiding place. 

“Oh... Merlin... yesssssssss... “ I heard my aunt hiss as her 
hips gave an involuntarily lurch. 

Raking my tongue back and forth across the fleshy nub, I 
attacked it with determined purpose. 

“Yes... yes... yes... yes..." I heard my aunt pleading as I 
ravaged her defenseless clit with my lashing, flogging 
tongue. My senses were being bombarded by my aunt's aura 
as I hungrily feasted on the moist lushness between her 
legs. The air around me reeked of the fermented musk of her 
overheated sex; I could still taste the sweetness of her 
nectar on my tongue as I busily flayed her clit with it; my 
whole field of vision was filled with wet, pink flesh and the 
tangle of soft, red curls above it; the soft moans and 
murmurs she was making were accompanied by the wet 
slurps my mouth was making as I licked and lapped on her 
clit; the contrast between the slippery softness of her pussy 
lips and the hard nub of swollen flesh jutting up above the 
lips told of her aroused excitement. 

I could feel the muscles encircling the opening of her cunt 
tightening, clenching down and forcing more and more of 
her thick, creamy juices out onto my chin. The muscles in 



her long legs were tensing as the rounded backs of stiletto 
heels softly pattered against my back. 

“Oh, Harry, lick it harder. Honey, faster, faster, faster, oh, 
please... “ I heard her beg as her long fingers curled down 
into my hair and grabbed two handfuls. I felt a lance of pain 
as she roughly pulled on my hair and yanked my mouth 
against her drooling cunt. 

Keeping my lips locked around herclit, I glanced up and saw 
that her big, full, round tits were flailing all around as she 
jerked my face against her and used her heels for leverage 
to hump her pussy against me. 

“Oh... Baby... oh... so close... so close... oh... Baby... Baby... 
Baby... “ I heard my aunt whimper out as her thighs began 
to slowly clamp down against my cheeks. Her whole body 
was trembling and the tremulous movement was growing 
more and more erratic and animated. 

All of a sudden, I heard my aunt give out a long, choking 
gasp as her fingernails tore into my scalp and her heels 
crashed into my back. 

“Harryyyyyyyyy... “ she screamed out as her thighs clamped 
against my cheeks and squeezed so hard I thought she was 
going to squeeze my brains out through my ears. Then her 
body began to shake and lurch in convulsive jerks and 
twitches as a river of cunt-juice spewed out of her pussy and 
splashed out onto my chin and throat. 

I was actually afraid that she was indeed having a 
convulsion as she twisted and contorted around on the bar. 
Her back was bowed so far I was afraid that her spine might 
snap any second. I could see two little dribbles of spittle 
leaking out of the corners of her full, red lips as she flung her 
head every which way while she came and came and came. 



Finally, she gave out one last gasp and went limp. Shoving 
up to my feet, I grabbed hold of her to keep her from falling 
off the bar. As she slumped against me, I eased her down off 
the bar onto one of the bar stools that lined the bar. Life was 
slow to return to her as I saw her big, purple eyes finally 
flutter open. 

Looking at me with a dazed, faraway look in her eyes, she 
seemed unable to focus them on my face. 

'That was... oh. Merlin... so bloody fantastik?" she 
whimpered, looking into my eyes with a heated, needy look 
on her sparkling and sweaty face. 

"I thought soo..." I said, looking down between her legs and 
seeing that the big, lube-coated head of my cock was just 
brushing against the juice-smeared lips of her drooling cunt. 
"And I'm just starting..." 

"So... what's next?" she asked, reaching out and wrapping 
her arms around my neck as she continued to gaze deeply 
into my green eyes. 

"What auntie really wants..." I said, slowly leaning toward 
her and ever so slowly curling my hips up. Then I saw a big 
grinn flash across my aunt's face as the head of my cock 
slowly parted the fleshy folds and slipped inside the clinging 
warmth between her legs. 

"Oh, yes, Harry, please don't stop..." I heard her beg as I 
pushed deeper and deeper into the tight clutch of her 
emptiness. 

"Just what auntie wants..." I whispered, reaching down, 
curling my hands around her legs and lifting them as I slid 
my arms under them. With her legs draped over my arms. 



she was totally exposed and defenseless as I pushed deeper 
and deeper into her. 

“Oh, Baby, this is so fucking good... “ she whispered as our 
groins finally ground together and we were one again just as 
we had been just a few months back, aunt and nephew, 
joined together as one, in such a fantastic and wonderful 
way. 

I sure loved what I was feeling. The silky warmth of her flesh 
consuming my maleness. The emotions swirling around 
inside my fevered brain. The closeness I felt toward her was 
overpowering. I wanted to force my whole body, my whole 
being inside the clinging warmth of her womanhood. I 
wanted to become her. Be her and feel what she was feeling. 

“Oh, Harry, so fantastic..." she groaned as I lunged upward 
and thrust even deeper inside her. 

Reaching around her thighs, I grabbed hold of her jiggling 
breasts and roughly squeezed them as I leaned down 
between her legs and found her lips with mine. Kissing her 
with open-mouthed abandonment, I found her tongue as we 
traded spit, our tongues twirling, our teeth scraping 
together as we kissed with a passion I had never felt before. 

Slowly backing my mouth off hers, I began to pump into her 
with deep, bone-jarring strokes. Letting go of her tits, I 
grabbed hold of the bar to give myself more leverage as I 
drove into her harder and harder. She had a wild, crazed 
look in her eyes that told me she had slipped over to my 
side as I wildly pounded into her. She wanted it as badly as I 
did now. 

I could feel the tips of her high heels ticking against my ass 
as it jerked back and forth. Her hands were curled around 
my shoulders and her sharp nails were painfully digging into 



my skin. Her tits were wildly floundering up and down in 
rhythm with the frantic pommeling her hungry cunt was 
taking. We were both out of control and mindless of 
anything but our own depraved needs. 

“Oh, Harry, oh... oh... ohohohohooooooo-" I heard her groan 
out as her legs began to jerk and twitch in my arms. Then I 
felt the sharp points of her heels dig into my ass as her cunt 
collapsed down around my pistoning cock. I knew that I 
couldn't hold it back as the tight wet hole began to 
frantically clutch and pull on my cock. 

“Fuckkkkk... “ I growled out as my balls imploded and a 
searing jolt of pleasure ripped through my cock making it 
jerk and spew out a giant gush of white-hot cum into my 
aunt's cunt. 

“Ohmerlinnnnnnnsballsssssss... '' I heard her gasp as she 
clawed and kicked me trying to drive my spewing manhood 
deeper inside the clutching, sucking depths of her 
womanhood. 

I knew that such passion and joy was something very rare. It 
was beyond belief. It was heaven itself as I pumped my very 
self into the fiery depths of her womb. We were one and the 
same as our essences joined, mixing together deep down 
inside her. 

On and on it went as I emptied myself down inside the cum- 
filled chamber of her womanhood. I was wizard, she was 
witch and we were doing what wizards and witches had 
done since time immemorial but no other two people could 
ever have felt such feelings. 

At last it was done. I was finished. I had nothing else left to 
give her except my love. She had taken every last seed I 
had. I was totally drained. 



I couldn't decipher the look in her eyes as I slowly backed 
my softening penis back down the cum-filled channel of her 
clinging cunt. 

"So wonderful..." she softly whispered when my cum- 
slathered cock finally slithered out between the cum-coated 
lips of her pussy as every last ounce of energy suddenly 
drained from my legs and I slowly sank down to my knees 
between her legs. 

Then for the second time of the night, I found myself with 
my face only an inch or two away from the cum-smeared lips 
of my aunt's pussy. Basking in an orgasmic afterglow, I 
stared at it, watching it continue to contract and relax while 
the product of my fiery upheaval slowly oozed out from 
between the gorged lips. After a while I leaned in and slowly 
circled the tip of my tongue around the still-exposed tip of 
her clit. A soft murmur floated down to my ears as I finally 
drug my tongue across the wiggly nub. 

"Oh, Harry... " she moaned out as she thrust herself against 
my licking, probing tongue. Then I felt her lift one leg and 
settle it down on my shoulder. This was shortly followed by 
her lifting her other leg and dropping it down on my other 
shoulder to trap my head between her legs. 

Then as I lapped and licked at her clit, she grabbed hold of 
my hair and pulled me against her as she roughly hunched 
her pussy against my tongue and pressed the round backs 
of her stilettos against my back to use it to gain leverage. 

Snaking my arms up around her hips, I groped my way up to 
her heaving breasts. Finding the swollen nubs sticking out of 
their centers, I pinched them roughly twisting them between 
my fingers and thumbs as I stretched them out from her 
breasts. 



Ravaging herclit with my busy tongue, I pulled on her 
nipples as hard as I dared while my aunt's heels beat a 
tattoo against my back. Unlike the gradual build up of the 
first time, this time her whole body was already tensing up, 
muscles tightening, straining as she clawed her way toward 
the finish line. 

Then all at once, her whole body went stiff as she began to 
shake and shiver. Thick spurts of creamy goo began to squirt 
out of her cunt, coating my chin and chest with the gooey 
emission. 

“Harry... Harry... Harry... “ she wailed as I kept my flicking, 
licking tongue plastered against her spasming clit. 

It went on and on for her as she came and came, but at last 
she was done and sat on the bar stool gasping for breath. 

“Too much..." I heard her pant as she eased her legs down 
off my shoulders, freeing me from her fleshy prison. Holding 
onto the bar stool I pulled myself up to my feet. As I did, I 
saw my aunt look down at my newly-recharged cock as it 
proudly jutted up out of my hairy crotch. 

“Already?" she murmured, reaching down and slowly tickling 
her long fingernails up the rigid shaft of hard, throbbing 
man-meat. 

“For you... " I whispered, leaning in and giving her a soft, 
lingering kiss on the lips. 

Then she used one of her fingernails to catch a drop of the 
glistening goo oozing out of the slit in the head of my cock. 
Slowly, sensually, she lifted the finger up to her lips and 
licked off the drop with the tip of her tiny, pink tongue. 



“Couch...” I whispered, slipping one arm around behind her 
and the other arm down under the crook of her knees. Then 
with a soft grunt, I lifted her off the bar stool and into my 
arms. 

'This is so...” she softly murmured wrapping her arm around 
my neck and gently nibbling on my ear as I shuffled across 
the living room towards the couch. As I shuffled along, one 
of my aunt's breasts was resting against my chest while the 
other one hung down over her side softly jiggling and 
rippling with each step I took. 

I was the happiest man alive. Happiness and joy filled me 
from the tips of my toes to the top of my head, but most of it 
was concentrated down inside the twitching, lurching 
outcropping of hard flesh jutting out from between my hairy 
legs. 

Then I felt my aunt's hand brush against it as she reached 
down and blindly groped for it. As I slowly made my way 
toward the couch, she began to roughly squeeze and pull on 
it. 

"This is so...” she whispered into my ear and her hand 
showed no inclination to stop its rough harassment of my 
love-organ. 

"So bloody fantastic,” I told her. 

”1 know...” she softly murmured, her kneading, pulling 
fingers becoming even more insistent. 

"Exactly what auntie wants...” I said as I stood beside the 
couchh holding her in my arms. 

"Oh, Harry,” she wept as she pressed her soft lips against 
mine. 



When she finally broke the kiss off, I leaned down and gently 
laid her down on the couch. 

“Harry...” I heard her say as if she was going to say 
something to me but stopped as I stood looking down into 
her purple eyes. 

“Your so beautiful, auntie,” I told her, kissing my fingertips 
and tenderly touching them against her trembling lips. 

“Your so wonderful,” she said as I crawled up on the couch 
beside her. Snuggling up against her, I pressed my steel- 
hard cock against her hip as I draped an arm across her and 
softly clutched my hand around one of her flattened breasts. 

“So soft...” I whispered into her ear as I lovingly kneaded the 
giving softness with my fingers. Fondling her breast with my 
fingers, I gently plucked and pulled on its swollen nipple as I 
felt her hand ease down between us and find my achingly- 
hard manness. 

“Why do you have to be my nephew?” she murmured as she 
softly pulled and picked at my cock. “Why can't you just be 
just another wizard?” 

“But I am a wizard, auntie,” I whispered into her ear. “Your 
wizard now...” 

“I know... I know... I know... ” she said, tears beginning to 
inch back into her voice. 

Then I felt her fingers leave my cock as she slowly lifted her 
leg up into the air and gently draped it across my hip. With 
her leg resting on me, she was spread open and the oozing 
wetness between her legs was once again vulnerably 
exposed to attack. 



“Make love to me," I heard her whisper as I saw her reach 
down between her legs and grasp hold of my cock. Slowly 
curling my hips, I let her lead my maleness up to the juice- 
slickened opening of her cunt. I continued to curl my hips up 
as I pushed into the clinging warmth of her femininity and 
felt it collapse down around my invading cock. 

“So big..." I heard her whimper as our groins finally met. 

“So soft..." I softly whispered thrusting into her and trying to 
bury myself deeper inside her womb. Then I began to pump 
into her with slow, measured thrusts driving up to the hilt on 
every lunging stroke. I could feel my big, heavy balls gently 
slapping up against the soft cheek of her ass as I drove in 
balls deep on every thrust. I could just barely hear the 
creaking groan of the couchsprings over the monotonous 
drone of the rain beating down on the roof as I pumped into 
my aunt with deep, couch-shaking thrusts. 

Suddenly the room was lit up by a blinding flash of lightning 
immediately followed by a deafening clap of thunder so loud 
it shook the house and rattled the windows. Then the lights 
went out, plunging the whole house in darkness as the 
electric smell of ozone heavily hung in the air around us. 

“That was close," I muttered. 

“Uh-huh. Maybe someone is trying to tell us something," my 
aunt said in a whisper. 

“Maybe," I grunted as I slowly began to rock back and forth 
again. 

Unlike the first fiery conflagration, this was making love as 
the embers of our lovemaking slowly grew hotter and hotter. 
Tiring of the awkward position of lying on my side, I slowly 



pulled back and eased my juice-drenched cock back out of 
the tight, clutching warmth between her legs. 


“Don't stop," I heard my aunt murmur as I gently lifted her 
leg and eased it back down on the couch. 

“I'm not," I whispered, lifting my leg over her leg and 
dropping it down onto the couch between her legs. Then I 
pushed her legs wider apart to bare the succulent wetness 
between them and make room for me. Crawling on my hands 
and knees, I inched up between her outstretched legs until 
my hands were resting just outside her shoulders and my 
cock was bobbing up and down just above the little nest of 
black curls adorning the tip of her belly. Leaning down, I 
gave her lips a soft, lingering kiss as I felt her fingers on my 
stiff cock. Lifting my lips off hers, I looked down between us, 
over her flattened breasts and flat belly to watch as she bent 
my peter down toward the seeping love-wound between her 
legs. But in the dark, I could see nothing. 

Feeling the warmth close down around the head of my cock, 

I dropped my hips and slowly eased up into the clutching 
tightness of her pussy. Then we were one again, our loins 
locked together in an passionate marriage of the flesh and 
our fevered minds filled with the passion of our clinging 
union. 

“Oh, Harry..." she gasped out as she collapsed herself down 
around my manhood when I began to move inside her with 
slow, tempered thrusts. 

As the embers began to glow once again, I wanted to savor 
every exquisite sensation of our bonding. The feel of my big, 
heavy balls rubbing along thecouch covering as I slowly 
pumped into her; the feel of the warm moistness clutching 
at my cock as it slid in and out of the silky opening of her 



pussy; the feel of her big nipples rubbing against my chest 
as her breasts heavily floundered up and down on her chest; 
the feel of her hot breath on my neck; the soft touch of her 
lips on my skin; the slippery smoothness of her nylons 
rubbing against my hips as she tightly grasped me between 
her legs; the soft, breathy grunts she made every time our 
bodies met; the feel of her fingernails on my ass as she 
urged me on; the crazed pants of passion as she fought for 
her release; I want to remember every second of this 
wondrous occasion. 

Suddenly, I felt her flinch as the room was bathed in light 
when the lights came back on. I could almost sense her 
nearness to the rush of pleasure that would fill her body 
when she came. Her hands were pushing and pulling, her 
legs clamping tighter and tighter as they frantically worked 
up and down against my rocking hips. Her head was thrust 
back against the couch, her eyes tightly clenched as the 
frown on her brow etched itself deeper and deeper into her 
forehead. She was mouthing soft, unintelligible animal-like 
sounds while her hips began to work up and down as she 
thrust herself up at me and took me up to the hilt on every 
pounding stroke. 

Then it broke over her with a fury. Her whole body gave a 
jerk as her legs straightened out by my legs and stiffened 
into rock-hard slabs. Her fingernails dug into my butt, 
trapping me and pulling me down against her straining body 
as her cunt insatiably sucked and clutched at my imprisoned 
cock. 

I lost it! A spasm of pure, electric pleasure arced through my 
cock as my balls erupted sending a spout of fiery-hot cum 
up through my cock and out into my aunt's ravenous cunt. 



“Oh-Merlin-Yessssss...” my aunt screamed out into the 
stormy night as her arms wrapped around me and pulled me 
against her while she frantically sucked and pulled on my 
spurting, squirting penis. 

The first eruption had drained me and while this one was 
just as intense and gratifying, it only lasted a few seconds 
before I found myself completely drained by my aunt for a 
second time. 

As sanity returned, I watched my aunt's face soften as she 
dreamily looked up into my eyes. 

“Sleep..." she whispered, giving my softening cock one last 
soft squeeze. Slowly backing out of my aunt's cum-filled 
cunt, I rolled off over her leg and snuggled back against her. 

Turning, she reached over to the lamp on the nightstand 
beside the couch and the living room was suddenly plunged 
into darkness... 


Chapter 60 - Escort Service 

Cissy and Lily were having a cup of coffee one morning 
when the subject of Lucius, Cissy's husband, came up. 

“So Cissy, when is Lucius getting back?" Lily asked. 

“Not for another two weeks," Cissy muttered. “I'm so tired of 
him being gone all the time, I could scream." 

“Well, he does make good money on his trips... my James 
sure does..." Lily grinned. 


“Money can't buy everything," Cissy complained. “I miss 
him. I get lonely." 




“Why don't you pay a visit to Draco sometimes during a 
Hogsmeade weekend? I do it, Bella does it and it's very fun 
to spend some time with our sons.'' 

“My son can't fix what I'm lonely for, if you know what I 
mean," Cissy snickered. 

“Oh..." Lily laughed, the kinky plan she and Bella made 
starting to take shape. “Maybe you need something like an 
escort service... I use it sometimes when I get to feeling 
frisky and James isn't around to take care of business." 

“Escort service?" 

“Yeah," Lily said, reaching over and opening her purse. “It's 
called The Phantom'." 

“That's an odd name for an escort service," Cissy smiled. 
“Why do they call it that?" 

“All of the escorts are Hogwarts students... seventh yearers... 
mostly..." Lily smiled, pulling a business card out of her 
purse and pushing it across the table to Cissy. 

“Hogwarts? Maybe I'd better not. What if Draco is one of the 
escorts?" Cissy joked, her cheeks reddening ever so slightly. 

“Well... he is just in his sixth year... so not likely... but who 
knows? He's handsome enough... but maybe he doesn't 
have the attributes required for the job," Lily snickered. 

“Attributes? What do you mean?" 

“Attributes. You know. Equipment. All the escorts I've, uh, 

I've been escorted by, have been, uh, you know, uh, rather 
well endowed, if you know what I mean," Lily smiled. “Top 98 
percentile of the male population-so they claim." 



“Lily Potter... you ought to be ashamed of yourself,” Cissy 
gasped, her face turning beet red. “How can you talk about 
my little boy like that?” 

“For one thing, you're the one who brought it up and I 
wasn't specifically referring to your son. And oh, by the way, 
while we're on the subject, he's not a little boy anymore. 
Cissy, in case you haven't noticed, because I have... ” 

“Lily, stop it. Stop talking about Draco that way. It's, it's 
indecent to talk about him that way. And don't get any 
bright ideas about him either.” 

“Indecent? What do you mean? He's seventeen now. He's 
not your little boy anymore.” 

“He'll always be my little boy, Lily. You have one the same 
age... how can you talk and DO IT with boys that young?” 

“Whatever...” Lily smirked, “but owl the service. As tight as 
you're this days, you could use an escort to help you unwind 
a little...” 

“Lily, you're such a slut... even now... ” Cissy fussed, picking 
up the card and looking at it. 

“That's what James says,” Lily giggled. "... and likes... but, 
really, owl them... or even better... give them a mirror call... 
I'm sure one of the escorts can take care of your problem for 
you.” 

“It doesn't bother you in the least to cheat on James?” 

“It's not really cheating. Cissy. Fuck, it's just sex. Cissy. It's 
not like I'm gonna run off with one of them or something. 
And besides, I love James and always will. But sometimes... 
when he's not around... I just need a replacement... if you 



want, you can do what I do... I bring a polyjuice potion with 
me and some of James hairs and give it to them... they will 
take it happily... as long as they get paid and your pussy... 
plus... if you want... you can always take some polyjuice 
potion yourself... and be someone else and they will never 
know who you are... at least that's what I do... I don't want 
one of those guys to tell my Harry that they just fucked his 
mother..." 

"I'll have to think about it..." Cissy said, slipping the card in 
the pocket of her blouse. 

"Well, I've got to run. Talking about all this has got me very 
horny... and James is home for a couple of weeks..." 

"You lucky bitch..." 

"That I am..." she laughed, pushing back from the table and 
standing up. "You know... you could join us if you want... like 
the old days..." 

"Not likely... I stopped doing that when I got married... 
remember?" 

"Oh, yeah... I forgot that Lucius is such a party popper when 
it comes to that..." 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Pulling the card out of her pocket. Cissy studied it. 

The card had "The Phantom Escort Service" emblazoned 
across the top in black. Then in the center of the card there 
was a silhouette of a wizard in a black cloak. Below it, 
centered, were the following words broken into three lines: 
ALL OF OUR ESCORTS ARE COURTEOUS-WITTY-EDUCATED- 
CHARMING-COMPETENT-WITHIN THE 98TH PERCENTILE OF 



THE QUALITIES WITCHES DESIRE IN A WIZARD...and then 
down at the very bottom of the card in smaller letters was 
this: (DISCRETION IS OUR KEY CONCERN) 

You can't she told herself. You can't cheat on Lucius like that. 

But what would be wrong with a night of dancing and 
dining? That wouldn't be cheating... would it? I can't 
remember the last time I went out for a night of frivolity. It 
would be fun to have someone fawning all over me for a 
night. 

Really, Cissy? You can't be really considering doing this. It's 
crazy. Your forty years old. What young wizard would want to 
go out with a witch twice as old as he was? Well... the 
lifespan of a witch was around two hundred years, maybe 
three hundred if they were one of those powerful ones and 
their bodies were in the best shape for a lot longer time. 

So... even if she was forty, she still looked like when she got 
out of Hogwarts... well, maybe with a bigger bust... But what 
would they talk about? Well... escorts were trained in that 
sort of stuff weren't they? It was their job to please the client 
wasn't it? 

But Lily had been rather descriptive about the other duties 
the escorts had performed for her. But I'll be the boss. I can 
cut it off at any time I want. Cut it off? That didn't sound 
very pleasant, she laughed to herself. Especially for the poor 
escort. 

But wait, she told herself. Hadn't Lily suggested the escort 
service to her because she had suggested that she wanted 
someone to take care of her problem? Lily was right. If she 
just needed someone to take her out dining and dancing, 
she could just ask Draco. It was just the other thing that 



Draco couldn't help out with. She felt uncomfortable even 
thinking about Draco in the context of the whole thing. 

Could she, she asked herself? She'd done some pretty wild 
things before she got married... but since then, she change 
herself alot to please her husband's more... serious attitude. 
But... Lily still was the same wild slutty witch she knew since 
their Hogwarts days. And now this? Lily had done it and 
nothing had happened to her. And she'd done it more than 
once the way she had talked. And they said that discretion 
was their key concern, didn't they? 

Decisions, decisions. Sticking the calling card back in her 
pocket. Cissy quickly made herself a drink and headed up 
the stairs of Malfoy Manor. What would she wear... if she 
decided to go through with it, she asked herself? Why was 
she even thinking about it? She couldn't really go through 
with it. 

But, she excitedly thought. It would be fun to get some 
polyjuice potion and look like some else, dress up and go out 
with some young stud. Why not? 

Not so fast there. Cissy. Get a hold of yourself. Taking a sip of 
her drink. Cissy sat it down on her vanity and looked at her 
reflection in the mirror. Why not? You're still a young hot 
looking witch and will still be for a very long time... she told 
herself. Lucius was gone for so much time anyway and she 
didn't have much to do in this big old manor. But Lucius will 
find out if she would done that. So what? That's why there 
was polyjuice potion since she was worried about some else 
finding out. Or she could just go out like this... no polyjuice 
potion... just herself... with her hair change back to black, 
her original hair... a bit more make up... some eye and nose 
and cheeks transfigurations... and she could be Cissy the 
slut... not Cissy the lady of the manor... Nobody would 



recognize her. She was sure of it. After all, this wasn't the 
first time when she has done this. Before she married Lucius, 
for some years, she sneaked many times in the muggle 
world and did many wild things. Not many in the wizarding 
world knew about those times... 

Watching her reflection in the mirror. Cissy reached up to 
the top button on her blouse and pushed it through its 
buttonhole. Then, before moving to the second button, she 
reached into her pocket and pulled the card out again. 

Smiling to herself, she laid the card down on the vanity and 
unbuttoned her second button. In a matter of moments. 

Cissy sat on her vanity stool with her unbuttoned blouse 
loosely hanging down from her shoulders. She hadn't felt 
like this for over seventeen years. It was like there was 
electricity in the air. Lily was right. She was wound up so 
tight, she felt that if she touched herself, down there... she 
would fly apart in a million pieces. 

Could she really do it, she feverishly asked herself as she 
pushed her blouse back over her shoulders and let it slither 
down her back? Reaching behind her back, she looked down 
at her breasts as they rested inside the plain, white brassiere 
she had wrapped around her chest. Her big, full, round, firm 
tits could still catch anyones attention when she wanted to 
show them off. Especially Lucius... when he was around to 
notice, which wasn't often and why she was in the dilemma 
she was in she fussed to herself. Unfastening her bra, she 
straightened her arms out and let it slide down her arms to 
reveal the jiggling pretties it had been hiding. They didn't 
sag at all and were still the perfect semi spheres from her 
youth, she told herself, reaching up and gently cupping the 
globes of creamy-white tit-flesh. 



She couldn't believe how stiff and swollen her nipples were 
as she rubbed a finger across one of the jutting nubs and felt 
a jolt of electricity spark down to her throbbing clit. Why 
were they so fucking sensitive? Surely the thought of 
getting laid by some cock couldn't be making her that 
aroused. There had to be something else. But what? 

Draco? Really? Get real, Cissy and stop joking around. This is 
serious. You're thinking about cheating on your husband and 
the thought of your own son being one of the escorts is 
getting you hot and bothered. You're sick. How can you even 
think that about your own son? Pervert! And what about the 
odds. There were about one hundred male students in 
seventh year at Hogwarts... another hundred in sixth, if they 
were from that year. So the odds were two hundred chances 
to one that Draco could be an escort. If he was one of them. 
But Lily said they were from the seventh year only... so she 
was sure Draco wasn't one of them. 

Easing her big tits back down onto her chest, she let go of 
them and reached down to the button on the waistband of 
her skirt. Plucking the button open, she ran the zipper down 
over the curve of her hip. Watching the mirror image of her 
big tits bobble and shake. Cissy hooked her thumbs down 
under the waistband of her skirt and panties. Then, with a 
wiggle of her hips, she slowly pushed the clingy cloth down 
off over the arc of her loins. Once clear of her hips, the skirt 
and panties dropped down her legs to land in a tangled 
muddle at her feet. Stepping out of them, she reached down 
to pick them up. 

Picking up her panties, she sniffed them before tossing them 
on the bed along with her skirt. Did pheromones really work, 
she giddily wondered? If they did, the heavy scent of her sex 
would certainly be communicating the urgency of her need 



to everyone she came in contact with. She was H-O-T and H- 
0-R-N-Y! And she could smell it... 

But still, she thought as she stepped across the room to her 
closet. This was a big step. No, a huge step. A step she 
hadn't taken for years now. Never once had she been 
unfaithful to Lucius. It was kind of scary in a way. She and 
Lucius were comfortable with each other. Each knew what 
the other liked and tried to please the other. 

Walking into her closet, she slowly stepped down the line of 
dresses, pausing to pluck and pull at this one and that one. 
At the end of the line, she had pulled down two dresses from 
the rest of them. 

With the two dresses draped over her arm, she hobbled and 
wiggled her way back out to her bed and carefully laid the 
dresses out on the bed. Standing by the bed, she studied 
the two dresses trying to decide which one to wear. 

Black or red, she pondered picking up the black dress? 
Holding it in front of her, she stepped over to the mirror. 
Black makes me look so slutty. But do I want to look slutty? 
And black is the color of authority and power. But is that the 
image I want to portray to the young wizard? 

Stepping back over to the bed, she laid the black dress 
down and picked up the red one. Holding it pressed against 
her, she studied it in the mirror. 

Red is the color of passion and love. The most emotionally- 
intense color. It can even provoke a biological response in 
people going so far as to get them hot and bothered, even 
quickening their pulse and increasing their breathing rate. It 
also makes a witch look much more sexxy. Well, isn't that 
what you want, fool? 



So, she smiled to herself, was there any doubt in which 
cocktail dress to wear? It would be red, hands down. But she 
liked black, too. So why not wear both colors? Red dress, 
black lingerie, nylons and heels. 

Her mind made up. Cissy picked up the black dress and 
returned it to its place in the closet and then went over to 
her dresser. Pulling open her lingerie drawer, she picked out 
a little, quarter-cup, black lace brassiere that only offered 
support without hiding any of the grandeur of her 
spectacular rack. Next she picked out a black garter belt 
with six long, black garters hanging down from it. The belt 
itself consisted of alternating panels of sheer and solid cloth. 
Gathering up a pair of sheer, black nylons and almost non¬ 
existent black panties, she walked back over to the bed and 
dropped all of the finery on top of her little, red dress. 

What am I doing, she asked herself? Here I am picking out 
what to wear when and I don't even have an escort? That 
might not even have one available for the night. Well, mirror 
call them, fool, she berated herself. But first, better put a 
cloak to hide your face. 

Doing that, she picked up her mirror, and said “Calling The 
Phantom Escort Service". She had an odd moment of panic 
as she said that. Sitting naked under that cloak that was 
bidding her face, it seemed awkward... and more than a 
little odd as she heard male voice and saw a hooded face in 
the mirror. It made her want to hide herself even harder... 
but why... she scolded herself. 

“Hello... The Phantom Escort Service." 


“Uh, hel-hello... 


/; 


“Can I help you?" 



“Uh, yes, yes, I was wondering if, if you might have an escort 
available, uh, uh, tonight?” 

"And when would like to set up the escort to accompany you. 
Ma'am?” 

"Uh, seven? Seven o'clock, tonight?” she timidly asked. 

"Oh, tonight? I see, uh, let me see. Could you hold for a 
second while I check?” 

"Uh, yes, yes, I can hold,” Cissy mumbled feeling more and 
more uncomfortable with each passing second... 

"Yes, Ma'am, we do have an escort available for tonight,” the 
voice said after a few moments of silence. "What type of 
function will the escort be accompanying you to?” 

"Just, uh, just dinner and dancing in muggle London... I 
suppose.” 

"I see. Well, the fee for such services is one hundred 
galleons... and of course, you would have to pay for dinner 
and any other associated expenses.” 

"I understand,” Cissy answered. 

"Is that acceptable?” 

"Yes, yes, that is acceptable.” 

"Then I need a little information from you.” 

"Uhm, okay... ” 


"Your name?” 



“Mrs., uh, Cissy..." Cissy almost panicked and hung up. Dare 
she give them her real name? They didn't have to know her 
real name, did they? Make up one, she anxiously thought. 
"Adkins," she lied. "Uh, Mrs. Cissy Adkins." 

"Mrs. Cissy Adkins," the voice on the other end repeated. 
"Do you have a place where would you like to meet?" 

"Uh, Leaky Cauldron," she said, knowing that she couldn't 
be pick up from the Malfoy Manor. So... a room at the Leaky 
Cauldron would be the best. 

"Leaky Cauldron... in the pub or up stairs in some room?" 
the voice asked. 

"Yes, yes. Leaky Cauldron... room fourteen..." 

"Okay. I have a Mrs. Cissy Adkins... seven o'clock... at Leaky 
Cauldron... room fourteen. Correct?" 

"Yes, yes that's right," Cissy mumbled. 

"Your escort will be there at seven o'clock... thank you for 
using The Phantom Escort Service and have a good night..." 
Then the mirror became blury again. 

A surge of relief and guilt washed over Cissy as she set her 
mirror back down on the vanity and let her cloak fall down 
from her shoulders... 

...SS...SS...SS... 

Stepping over to her floor-length mirror. Cissy stopped to 
take inventory of the merchandise before she took her 
shower. Not bad for forty, she told herself. Five feet eight, 
one hundred fifteen pounds and a figure that many muggle 
womens their early twenties would die for, she smiled 



running her eyes up and down the reflection of her body in 
the mirror. What could she do? She was a witch after all... 
and witches looked like this even when they were a hundred. 

But what about this, she asked herself as she ran her fingers 
through the curly tangle of blonde curls covering her 
mound. I used to keep it bald back in the day, but with 
Lucius never being around, she had stopped bothering to 
keep it check. Surely, I need to do something with it, 
though. A trim or bald or something. What do the young 
ones like nowadays? 

So, a trim it will be, she laughed to herself as she went 
hurrying down to her bathroom. Opening up the medicine 
cabinet, she laid out all the implements she was going to 
use to perform the modification of her pubic ornamentation. 
Scissors, razor, comb, hand mirror, and shaving cream sat on 
the counter when she was finished gathering up the 
equipment she would need. 

Smiling to herself, she picked up the scissors and the comb. 
Combing the kinky, little curls and pulling them out from her 
mons. Cissy shaped the hairs into a narrow strip of curls that 
ran from just above her clit extending up about three inches. 
Holding the mirror in her hand studying her pussy as she 
trimmed, she made a few more nips and then set the 
scissors and mirror back down on the counter. Taking a deep 
breath to calm herself, she picked up the can of shaving 
cream and gave it a few good shakes before tilting it up and 
squirting out a big puff of the frothy, white foam on the tips 
of her fingers. Putting the can back, she lifted her foot and 
rested it on the edge of the tub as she spread her legs and 
dabbed the white cream all over the tapered tip of her 
tummy. 



stepping back over to the sink, she quickly rinsed her hands 
and dried them off. Then she nervously picked up the razor 
and resumed the position once again. Pinching the fleshy 
lips of her pussy between her thumb and finger, she pulled 
them out and began to slowly, methodically shave off the 
curls until all that remained was a tiny swath of foam- 
covered curls about an inch wide and three inches long. And 
she had tapered the bottom tip of the sliver of curls so that it 
looked like a little arrowhead pointing down. Pointing down 
to her sex, guiding the way for anyone who might stumble 
up on it. 

Giggling to herself, she dampened a towel and quickly 
wiped away the foam. Then she picked up the mirror and 
held it down in front of her pussy. Pulling her pussy lips first 
one way and then the other, she checked it out to be sure 
that she had gotten all of the kinky, blond curls. Satisfied 
she had, she put away all of her barbering tools, pulled out 
the Nair and quickly applied it to her legs. Stepping into the 
shower, she quickly sponged off the foam. Finishing her 
shower, she toweled off and hurried back out into her 
bedroom. 

Where had all the time gone, she giddily wondered slipping 
her little, silver wrist watch back on. Five o'clock already. 

Two hours. Two hours and her escort would be at the Leaky 
Cauldron. She was as nervous as a cat in a rocking chair 
factory. This was all so new to her. She'd never done 
anything this crazy in such a long time. What if she got 
caught? No, no, don't go there. Don't even think about that. 
Thinking like that was like tempting fate. Like flaunting her 
invulnerability in fate's face. See, look at me, look what I'm 
doing and no one will ever know. 

Stepping over to her dressing vanity, she picked up her 
drink, threw her head back and quickly tossed it down in 



one gulp. As the warm glow spread out from her belly and 
quieted some of the angst swirling through her mind, Cissy 
decided that maybe another drink might settle her down to 
a point where all this might just seem doable. Wearing only 
the gold anklet that had been a present from Lucius on their 
eighteenth anniversary and her watch, Cissy dashed across 
the bedroom and down to the stairs. 

Stepping down the steps two at a time, she could feel her 
big breasts heavily tugging at her chest as they hobbled and 
floundered up and down with each step. She loved her girls, 
but they could be such a nuisance at times, she tipsily 
thought as she padded over to the bar. Picking up the bottle 
of firewhiskey, she dashed three fingers into her glass. Then 
as she started to set the bottle down, she tipped it again and 
added another three fingers, filling the glass almost to the 
point of overflowing. Setting the bottle down, she carefully 
lifted her drink and sipped on it until it would be safe to 
transport it back up the stairs to her bedroom. Being careful 
not to spill it. Cissy tipsily made her way back up the stairs 
to her bedroom. 

Setting her drink on the night table by the side of the bed, 
she reached down and ran her fingertips over the lingerie 
lying on top of her little, red dress. Slipping the sheer, black 
nylons out from under the other naughties, she sat down on 
the edge of the bed. Holding one of the nylons between her 
hands, she bent her long, sculpted leg and pointed her toe. 
Easing her arched foot down into the opening of the nylon, 
she slowly straightened out her leg as she pulled the sheer, 
slippery hose up until the reinforced band at its top was 
wrapped around the meaty part of her thigh. Then she 
reached over and duplicated the feat with her other nylon. 


Standing up, she picked up the Lacey, black garter belt and 
wrapped it around her flat, taut belly. Connecting the two 



clasps that held it together, she quickly spun the belt 
around until the clasps were in the back. Then, one at a 
time, she slowly stretched each of the six long garters down 
to the top of the nylons, pushed the little rubber nubs on the 
garters trough their metal grommets and hooked them. 
Pushing up off the bed. Cissy padded over to her mirror and 
turned to face away from it. Looking back over her shoulder, 
she checked out the seam that ran from the bottom of the 
reinforced band at the top of her nylons all the way down to 
the reinforced heel. She saw that one seam was slightly out 
of line so she leaned down, pinched hold of the errant hose 
plucking and pulling on it until she had the seams of both 
nylons lined up perfectly. Smiling, she stepped back over to 
the bed, leaned down and picked up her panties. 

Tipsily giggling to herself, she realized that she had made a 
smart choice. She was leaking out so much pussy-juice she 
was afraid that if she didn't wear panties she would be 
sliding off her chair and landing on her butt all night long. 
Giggling about her tasteless joke, she leaned down, lifted 
her stockinged foot and slipped it into the panties. Then 
hold the panties around one ankle, she lifted her other foot 
and stepped into her panties. 

Standing up, pulling her panties up her legs as she did, she 
pulled them up over her garters and garter belt until they 
were wrapped around the swell of her svelte hips. Now she 
could slip the panties off and keep her garter belt on should 
the occasion arise. 

Satisfied with her nylons, garters, and panties. Cissy 
stepped over to the closet and picked out a pair of spike- 
heeled pumps and slipped her feet into them. Before the 
heels, she had been five feet eight, but with the high heels 
on, she now stood a statuesque six feet tall. 



Tottering on the stilts for the first couple of steps, she went 
clacking back over to her vanity and opened the lid of her 
jewel-encrusted jewelry box. Reaching into the box, she 
pulled out a pair of long, dangling earrings made of three 
circles of white coral. Looking into the mirror, she attached 
the smallest of the three circles to her ear. The middle circle 
was just a little larger than the top one and the bottom one 
was larger still. After she had both earrings fastened to her 
ears, she pulled out two bead bracelets made of opaque, 
white glass. Slipping them up over her wrist, she reached 
down to the spray bottle of perfume sitting beside her jewel 
box. 

Picking up the bottle, she reached up and cupped one of her 
breasts in the palm of her hand. Lifting it, she sprayed the 
perfume along the crease where her breast and chest met. 
Then easing her breast back down onto her chest, she did 
the same to her other breast. Giving a fine misting to her 
cleavage, behind her ears and then her wrists, she finished 
with a tiny spray onto the trimmed nest of curls above her 
pussy. Then finally, she sprayed a mist of perfume into the 
air and stepped through it before setting the bottle down. 

Smiling, she reached back and picked up the brassiere. 
Lifting it up, she wrapped the little, black wisp of lace and 
satin around her waist. Connecting the little clasps that held 
it together, she twisted the bra around until the satin-lined 
cups were resting underneath her pendulous breasts. Then, 
one at a time, he held out the shoulder straps, slipped her 
arms through them and pulled them up over her shoulders. 
Watching herself in the mirror, she pinched the bottom of 
the brassiere between her thumbs and fingers and tugged it 
down a little bit. 


Then she tugged the cups up and cradled her tits in them. 
The tiny wisp of material hid little but did provide support 



and a little push up to make her tits seem even bigger and 
fuller. 

Stepping back, she turned to the left, then to the right, 
checking herself out in the mirror to make sure everything 
was shipshape. Satisfied with what she saw, she quickly 
slipped on her little, red dress. The hem of the dress only 
came down to mid-thigh leaving most of her long, nylon- 
encased legs bare and there was no back at all. The opening 
in the back of the dress ran from her neck all the way down, 
stopping only a scant couple of inches above the tops of the 
cheeks of her tight, firm ass leaving her long, sweeping back 
bare. The only thing keeping her dress from spreading open 
was an inch-wide band of red velvet in the middle of her 
back that ran across the opening and attached on both sides 
by big, red buttons. 

Stepping over to her vanity, she tipped up her drink and 
took another long pull on it. The alcohol was having a 
calming effect on her. Quieting the nagging guilt she still 
felt while at the same time blurring the fuzzy lines between 
right and wrong. Was it really wrong to want to have some 
fun? It wasn't her fault that Lucius was always gone, was it? 
A witch needed to feel wanted, appreciated every once in a 
while, she pouted. 

Glancing at her watch, she saw that it was six. Oh, Merlin, 
she thought as a panicky worm wriggled up her spine. It's 
almost time. Can I go through with it? A final check in the 
mirror, a couple of fluffs of her short, silvery blond hair and 
she was as ready as she would ever be. 

But should she go with this face? Hmmm... better take a 
polyjuice potion with me... just in case... and not to forget 
the cloak. Soon... a black cloaked witch was flooing in the 
Leaky Cauldron and asked for room fourteen for the night... 



...SS...SS...SS... 


Exactly at seven o'clock, there was a knock at the door she 
rented. 

"Coming... " she called out, reaching down and running her 
hands over her dress to smooth out any wrinkles that might 
have formed while she waited. Then with another fluff of her 
hair, she went clopping across the room to the door. 

Stepping up to the door, she flipped open the peephole 
cover and peered out through it. 

A spasm of shock ripped into her brain. Harry? It was Harry 
Potter standing at the front door! What was he doing here? 
And he was wearing a coat and tie? She'd only seen him 
dressed up in a coat and tie two or three times. He definitely 
wasn't a coat and tie kind of guy. Tees and short pants were 
more his forte. 

Wait! Could it be? Was he her date? How had he found out? 
Did he work for The Phantom? 

It appeared that Cissy's worst nightmare was somehow 
coming true. It wasn't Draco... but her nephew, Harry... Lily's 
son. 

Then she saw Harry reach out to knock again. The harsh 
knock shook Cissy out of her reverie and she reached for the 
door handle. Her trembling fingers felt numb as she clutched 
hold of the knob and somehow turned it. 

"Harry?" she wheezed as she opened the door. 

"Uh, Mrs. Adkins?" Harry grinned as they both awkwardly 
stood staring at each other. 



“Uh, uh, what are you doing here?” she asked him, 
stumbling backward so he could step inside. 

"Wow, aunt Cissy, you look fantastic... ” Harry gushed as he 
stepped around her. And she did, his reeling brain railed as 
he watched her slowly push the door closed behind him. She 
was bloody fucking beautiful! He had rarely gotten to see his 
aunt dressed so sexxy and now this. And the fact she had 
dressed this way for him made the whole thing seem even 
more sensual and evoking. 

As she turned back to face him. Cissy saw Harry's eyes 
immediately dart down to the exposed swell of her breasts 
as they ballooned up above the sweeping neckline of her 
dress. 

"What are you doing here?” Cissy asked him again, self¬ 
consciously lifting her hand up to cover the daring display of 
bare tit-flesh. 

"I'm here to take a Mrs. Adkins out to dinner and dancing,” 
Harry grinned, lifting his eyes back up to her meticulously 
made up face. "But if she's not around, how about you and I 
go instead?” 

"I'm so embarrassed,” Cissy mumbled, stepping around him 
and clopping across the room toward small bar in the corner. 

"Don't be. I know that uncle Lucius is never around. I know 
how much you like to dance. So what's wrong with you 
wanting to have a night out?” Harry told her, watching the 
seductive sway of her hips under the clinging tightness of 
her short, red dress. 

"I know... but you? In an escord service?” Cissy asked lifting 
her drink up to her lips and taking a sip. Could he know that 
dinner and dancing weren't the only things on her fevered 



mind? But he worked for the escort service. He must know 
what Lily had hinted at. There was more to the date than 
that. 

“How did you find out about us?" Harry asked her as he 
followed her over to the bar. 

“Uh, uh, your mom. She said that she had used it a few 
times," Cissy explained. "Does she know what you do?" 

"No... I never knew she used it... and the others never told 
me about my mom calling for a... date..." 

"She said that if I wanted to go dancing that The Phantom 
was an escort service that could provide someone that could 
dance," she lied. 

"Well, she's right there," Harry grinned, tipping up the bottle 
of firewhiskey and making himself a drink. "They made us 
go to dance lessons before they would hire us." 

"You... dance lessons? That's hard to believe," Cissy 
laughed, feeling somewhat less guilty about the whole 
thing. It was all innocent enough. Her and Harry, dinner and 
dancing? While it wouldn't take care of the root problem, it 
could be fun going out for a dinner and dancing with her 
nephew. He sure was a... dish... 

"So how long have you been working for The Phantom'?" 
she asked him, noticing that his green eyes were continually 
darting down to the exposed expanse of bare tit-flesh. 

"Since this summer," he told her, taking a sip on his drink. 

"A friend that finished Hogwarts told me about it and... is 
nice to have a few extra galleons to rub together... not to 
mention free food and the company of a pretty witch... or in 



this case... the company of a very hot witch,” he smiled, 
sneaking another quick peek down at her breasts. 

"You're making me blush,” Cissy murmured, blushing and 
nervously brushing her hand across her quivering breasts. 

"I'm not lying, aunt Cissy. You look awesome. You'll be the 
prettiest witch in the whole club,” Harry grinned. 

"So you really don't mind going through with this?” she 
asked, nervously plucking at the neckline of her dress, 
trying to pull it up so that it would cover a little more. 

"Sure... don't you?” 

"Well, I guess, if you won't feel embarrassed being seen out 
with an old woman like me,” she laughed, feeling more and 
more comfortable and less and less intimidated by the whole 
thing. 

"Auntie... your a witch... you look like your twenty...” Harry 
said, his eyes darting down again. 

It was a strange sensation being ogled by her nephew. It was 
a feeling she had never had to deal with before, but there 
was no denying that he seemed to maybe even overly 
interested and was thoroughly enjoying what he was seeing. 
She almost felt naked the way her kept checking her out. 
Thankfully, the booze helped somewhat in quelling that 
feeling. 

"I'll tell you what I'll do auntie,” Harry said. "I'll take you out 
and wine and dine you tonight, if you'll promise that the 
next time you want to go out, you'll call me first. Deal?” 


"Uh, deal...” Cissy smiled, wondering just what he would 
think if he knew just why the whole sordid affair had begun 



with. His aunt, the slut! Sure, she wanted to be wined and 
dined, but she wanted more. More than he could provide. 
Now she would have to find some other way of satisfying 
that need. 

“Well, let's get going," Harry laughed. His mother's and aunt 
Bella's plan was coming along better then ever. Dinner, 
dancing and then fucking... 

“Ready to go?" she asked him as she slowly strolled toward 
the door. 

“Uh, yeah..." he mumbled, following her over to the door, 
unable to keep from admiring the sculpted perfection of her 
cute, little ass under the clinging satin as it rippled and 
shook with each step. It was going to be a long night, he told 
himself. 

“Shall we?" Cissy asked as she picked up her black cloak 
and little, rhinestone clutch off the table by the door. 

“We shall... " Harry joked back as he opened the door for 
her. Soon, two hooded black cloak figures were getting out 
of the Leaky Cauldron and stepping into muggle London. 
After a few steps, still in the alley, they took their hoods off 
and Cissy transfigured their cloaks in some very modern 
muggle overcoaths. Making a few more steps, they signalled 
for a cab. He reached down and pulled the cab door open for 
her. 

As she bent down to slide into the muggle car. Cissy's short 
dress rode up her leg and unknown to her, gave her nephew 
a brief flash of creamy, white thigh and garters. 

Another spasm of excitement sparked through Harry's cock 
as he almost got to see all the way up her dress to the 
secrecy hidden at the juncture where her lovely, long legs 



met at the tip of her tummy. But disappointedly, the hem 
stopped just short of revealing the answer to the question of 
whether she was wearing panties or not. 

Closing her door, Harry ran around the back of the cab and 
jumped in. 

“The Sabor," Harry told the driver. 

“The Sabor, it is... “ the cabbie answered back. 

In the process of embarking. Cissy and Harry found 
themselves sitting in the middle of the backseat so close 
their hips were almost brushing together. Harry didn't know 
what to do. But his mother's words fast came to his mind. 
Leaning away from her, he lifted his arm and eased it around 
behind her neck and pulled her up against him. 

Cissy was startled by her nephew's sudden act of intimacy. 
She hadn't been expecting it and didn't know how to 
respond. Any other time it would have seemed a normal, 
loving gesture, but tonight there was more. There was 
already an awkward sense of tension in the air and this just 
seemed to add to it. 

Sitting with her arms crossed and her hands in her lap as 
they bumped along. Cissy felt the same tenseness she'd felt 
on her first date with Lucius. It was bizarre, but this thing 
was taking on all the trappings of a real date. A date with 
her own nephew! 

Looking back over at him, she saw him innocently smile 
back at her and gently pull her against him. Not wanting to 
spoil the quiet closeness of the moment, she reached over 
and intimately laid her hand on his leg about halfway 
between his knee and crotch. Then to Harry's amazement, 
she gave his thigh a soft squeeze. 



Harry thought his cock was going to rip out through his 
pants as he felt his aunt's hand on his leg. It was a simple, 
blameless gesture, but to him it was almost as if she had 
touched his penis. His brain was on fire and there was no 
way to put it out. 

It was taking every fiber of his being to keep from sweeping 
his aunt into his arms and crushing his lips against hers. 

Squeezing his leg again. Cissy smiled back at him. His lips 
looked so full, so soft. For the briefest of moments she looked 
at his lips and imagined how soft they would feel against 
hers. Then from somewhere in the depths of her fevered 
brain, a crazy, impulsive thought popped into her head. A 
kiss? His lips against hers, softly touching... Her heart was 
pounding so hard she had to turn away. A deep breath. 

Could she blame the firewhiskey? Why did her face feel hot 
and flushed? 

Suddenly, the cab braked to a stop, breaking the spell Cissy 
and Harry had found themselves entrapped in. 

“Uh, yeah, uh, we're here... " Harry muttered, sheepishly 
pulling his arm out from behind his aunt's head and 
reaching for the door handle. Pushing the door open, Harry 
stumbled out into the night air and took in a deep breath to 
try and calm the raging flood of hormones pouring through 
his reeling brain. 

What had just happened. Cissy breathlessly asked as she sat 
anxiously waiting for Harry to open the door for her? She 
had wanted to kiss him? That had been close. Yes, she had 
to admit it, she had been that close to leaning over and 
kissing him on the lips. This is crazy! Get ahold of yourself, 
witch... 



She was fighting feelings she'd never felt for him, yet 
neither of them knew what the other was going through. He 
didn't knew if his seducing technique was working... and 
she never knew that this was a real seduction... 

Opening the door for his aunt, Harry watched her turn on her 
butt and stretch her long, curvaceous legs out of the car. As 
she did, her dress rode up both legs and Harry got a brief, 
but telling peek at the black silk covering the mystical 
triangle where her legs met her tummy. Panties, he 
disappointedly railed. She was wearing panties, he fumed, 
holding his hand out to her to help her out of the car. 

Taking his hand. Cissy pulled herself out of the car and 
quickly shoved her dress back down to cover herself. Why 
did you wear this dress, she fussed at herself. Your tits are 
nearly hanging out in the open and it's so short, you show 
your ass every time you move. What a fool you are... 

Handing the cabbie a ten, Harry took his aunt's hand and 
guided her up to the front door of The Savor. Holding the 
door open for her, he followed her inside and they made 
their way over to the Maitre d's podium. 

“Yes?" the Maitre d asked. 

“Reservations for two for Mrs. Mai... uh, Mrs. Adkins," Harry 
mumbled. 

“Mal-Atkins?" the Maitre d frowned. 

“Mrs. Adkins," Harry corrected himself. 


“Let me see," the Maitre d said as he ran his pen down the 
list of names on the ledger sitting on the podium. 



“Yes, here we are. Table for two for a Mrs. Adkins," he said, 
drawing a line through Cissy's name. “Right this way..." 

Following along behind his aunt and the Maitre d, Harry felt 
like every head in the dining room swung toward them. He 
couldn't blame them. All the women were probably envious 
of his aunt's stunning good looks and the men were 
probably drooling over the delectable prize strutting across 
the room. 

Quickly stepping up to his aunt's chair, Harry pulled it back 
for her. Smiling at him. Cissy gracefully melted down into it 
as Harry gave it a gentle push to push it under her. As he 
did, he couldn't help looking down and found his eyes 
staring down into the bodice of her dress at the two globes 
of creamy-white, quivering tit-flesh. And this time he could 
see the two big, plump berries jutting out just below the 
neckline of her dress. A spasm of excitement sizzled through 
his achingly-hard cock as he saw their aroused hardness. 

Finally Harry was able to tear his eyes off his aunt's breasts 
and stumble around to his chair. 

Why is he blushing. Cissy asked herself when she saw 
Harry's crimson cheeks? Oh, my goodness, he was looking 
down my dress. He saw my nipples. My swollen, hard, aching 
nipples. And now he knows how aroused I am. This is crazy, 
she told herself as she felt a matching blush burn out across 
her own cheeks. 

“Wine?" the Maitre d asked. 

“What would you suggest?" Harry said. 

“Our house wine is excellent," the Maitre d smiled, glancing 
down at Cissy's ample bosom. 



“Fine, a bottle of that,” Harry told him, giving him a jealous 
scowl. 


“Yes, Sir..." the Maitre d haughtily smiled back, bowing and 
stepping away from the table. 

The food was first rate, the wine delicious and before they 
knew it, dinner was over. 

“Do you come here often?" Cissy asked. 

“A couple of times a month," Harry lied grinning. 

“You must be quite popular with the, uh, the, the other 
women," Cissy smiled back at him. 

“I guess so," Harry uncomfortably answered. 

Just then the waiter stepped up to the table with their bill. 
Looking at both of them, he finally set it in front of Harry. 
Reaching into his coat for his wallet, he saw his aunt reach 
across the table and pull the bill over in front of her. 

“I'm paying the bill," she told him. “That's part of the 
arrangement... isn't it?" 

“But..." Harry complained. 

“I'm not going to let you spend all your money on one of my 
silly whims," she shushed him, “so keep your money. It's not 
any good tonight..." she softly laughed, flipping open her 
clutch and pulling out a credit card. 

Handing the card and the bill to the waiter who turned and 
headed off. Cissy reached across the table and took hold of 
Harry's hand. 



'Thank you for coming," she purred, giving his hand a 
gentle squeeze. "I was so lonesome tonight. It's nice to have 
someone to talk to." 

"Glad I could help, auntie," Harry said. 

Moments later, the waiter was back with her card. Slipping it 
back into her purse, she smiled over at Harry. 

"Do you want to dance?" Harry asked her, pushing up out of 
his chair and stepping around behind her chair. 

"I thought you'd never ask," she laughed as Harry pulled her 
chair back so she could stand up. 

The dance floor was hardly big enough for the few couples 
already on it as they slowly made their way toward a booth 
tucked over in the corner of the dimly-lit bar. The light, what 
little there was, was being provided by the tiny candles in 
the middle of each of the tables. 

There was a strange unfamiliar closeness between them as 
they sat sipping on their drinks and listening to the music 
being played by the Trio up on the tiny stage at the end of 
the bar. 

"Ma'am, could I have this dance?" Harry finally asked. 

"I wondered when you were going to ask," Cissy smiled, 
setting her drink down as Harry slid out of the booth and 
stood up. Scooting across the booth. Cissy stood up beside 
him. Normally, Cissy would have been some four or so inches 
shorter than her nephew, but now in her high heels she 
towered three inches over him. 


Taking her by the hand, Harry led her out to the dance floor. 
Then holding onto her hand, Harry slipped his arm around 



her. As he did, she curled her arm above and around behind 
his back. Then they began to slowly move to the beat of the 
music as they swayed across the dance floor. 

Cissy was surprised to find she was actually enjoying herself 
as they danced the night away. She couldn't recall the last 
time she had had so much fun as they danced and made 
small talk. It had all the trappings and feelings of a first 
date! 

It was all so different, Harry told himself. Dancing with this 
beautiful, sexy witch was once again making things hard on 
him. Literally. 

This was a quiet intimacy he had never shared with his aunt. 
It was all so bewildering. The slow, sultry throb of the music; 
the warm softness of his aunt's body in his arms; the 
beguiling fragrance of her perfume; the brush of her hair 
against his cheek; the feel of her warm, smooth skin against 
the palm of his hand; it was all so provoking. 

Harry's cock was so hard, it was aching. He didn't think he'd 
ever been so hard and dancing the way they were, it was 
only a matter of time before his aunt would know too. Then 
she would know what a sick, twisted pervert her nephew 
was, he shamefully thought. 

Then, Harry felt his aunt's soft, full lips brush against his 
neck. He couldn't tell if it had been on purpose or an 
accident, but a paroxysm of excitement shuddered through 
his cock making it twitch. And as fate would have it, his aunt 
picked that very same instant to move in closer. 

CLANG... CLANG... CLANG... went the alarm bells inside her 
head as her belly brushed up against her nephew's cock. HE 
HAS AN ERECTION! Harry has an erection, her fevered brain 
screamed out at her. How? Why? How could he? He was her 



nephew! She was his aunt! Things like that weren't 
supposed to happen. Just then her belly brushed against his 
cock again. Yes, he was hard, she frantically thought. It felt 
like he had a tree limb shoved down inside his pants. And it 
felt huge! 

Oh, yeah, now she knows, Harry anxiously thought as he felt 
his aunt's belly brush up against his cock. She knows she 
made me hard. She knows what a sicko her nephew is. 

What should I do. Cissy hysterically raved at herself? 

The ones in the control center of her brain were running 
around like chickens with their heads cut off not knowing 
what to do. Then the one in charge ordered that a switch be 
thrown. Oh, no, no, no. Cissy screamed to herself. That's the 
wrong switch, she frantically thought as she felt a rush of 
warmth spread out across her loins. Suddenly her swollen 
nipples grew hypersensitive. So sensitive she could barely 
even stand to have her dress touch them as they were 
sending pulse after pulse of pure, raw excitement sparking 
down to her throbbing clit. 

This couldn't be happening, she ranted. How could she be 
aroused in that way by her own nephew? But there was no 
denying it. She was aroused. Then more and more switches 
were thrown as she could feel the lips of her pussy swelling, 
becoming engorged with blood just like her clit. She could 
feel her wet, sticky juices beginning to flow. Her heart was 
pounding and she was having difficulty breathing. Even the 
lighting in the room suddenly seemed brighter as her pupils 
dilated. 

Then as they continued to slowly sway to the music, she felt 
Harry's hand inching down the curve of her bare back, 
moving lower and lower down toward the swell of her butt. 



Now sirens had joined the clanging bells in her head as her 
frantic brain warned her of the impending danger. 

As his trembling fingers moved lower and lower down his 
aunt's back, Harry could feel the muscles in her back 
tensing. But that didn't matter because he was no longer in 
control and held no power of his hands. Then as he gently 
pressed his hand against her back and questioningly rubbed 
his cock against her belly, he felt his fingers brush across 
the edging at the bottom of the sweeping back of her little, 
red dress. 

Cissy felt like she could make out every tiny detail of her 
nephew's giant penis as it rubbed against her belly. She 
could feel the rubbery hardness of its head and even the 
flared rim of the glans where it joined the shaft of his cock. 
Her fevered brain even thought she could make out the jut 
of the big blood vessels crisscrossing the thick, round 
cylinder of meat. 

Suddenly, Cissy stepped back, breaking his hold on her. 

“Uh, I, uh, I need to go to the little girl's room," she 
mumbled, unable to look him in the eye. 

"Uh, okay," Harry guilty hawed. 

As they stepped apart Harry held onto her hand while they 
made their way back to the table. Then Cissy let go of his 
hand and picked up her clutch. 

"I'll be right back," she mumbled as she went clacking 
across the dance floor toward the lady's room. 

Harry was beside himself. What had he done? He had ruined 
everything? It had all been flowing together so nicely. She 
seemed to be enjoying herself. Until he had acted like a 



buffoon. Why had he rubbed his cock against her belly? And 
why had he tried to grope her ass? He had been acting like 
some sex-crazed teenager... what he was after all. 

What had just happened, Cissy asked herself as she sat on 
the toilet lid trying to regain her composure once again. 
Harry had an erection! And he had actually rubbed it against 
her belly... or had it been an accident? Maybe that part of it 
had been an accident, but it was no mistaking that he was 
hard. That part couldn't be explained away. He had an 
erection and she was surely the cause of it. There could be 
no other reanephew for it. 

A part of her was repulsed by it, but another part of her was 
thrilled by it. Her alcohol-contaminated thoughts were all 
jumbled up. She didn't know what to do. She wanted to go 
home and think about it. Think about what had just 
happened between the two of them. Try to find some 
explanation for it, but she didn't want the night to end like 
this. She wanted the new closeness they had shared to go 
on. She wanted the warm, happy camaraderie they had 
shared to go on, but not the new, frightening side of those 
feelings. 

Did he have feelings for her? Those kinds of feelings? It 
made her queasy just thinking about it. Her nephew? Harry? 
She had never considered anything like this ever 
happening. And now that it was, she didn't know what to do. 
They weren't that kind of people. That only happened 
between pure bloods in the times before this century. Didn't 
it? It couldn't happen between a normal aunt and nephew. 
Could it? 

It was crazy. She was so confused by her own feelings. Much 
less the actions of her nephew. 



This couldn't go on. She needed to talk to Harry and find out 
what was happening. Find out how he truly felt toward her. 
But how? How could she ask him if he had those kinds of 
feelings toward her? And if she could bring herself to do 
that, she was terrified of the answer. What if he was? Then 
what? 

It was unfathomable. This morning's innocent comment to 
Lily had led to all this. Lily... hmmm... something was going 
on here. But what? What had been safe and sane had 
suddenly become dangerously absurd. She felt like she 
wanted to cry. But she couldn't. 

It had to be a crazy mistake. None of this could be 
happening. Not to her! And she couldn't spend the rest of 
the night sitting on the toilet in the bathroom. She had to go 
back out and do something. Do something to find out what 
was really going on between them. 

Standing up, she stepped up to the sink. Staring at her 
reflection in the mirror, she saw a scared, fearful forty-year- 
old witch with the looks of a twenty-year-old muggle staring 
back at her. She seemed to be so much older than the 
happy, frivolous witch she had seen in the mirror earlier in 
the day. The witch who had been contemplating cheating on 
her husband. Was this her payback for those cheating 
thoughts? 

Opening her clutch. Cissy pulled out her lipstick and slowly 
ran it across her lips. Then stuffing it back in her purse, she 
nervously plucked at the neckline of her dress, pulling it up, 
trying to hide her overly-exposed breasts. Why had she worn 
the dress? Maybe she was just like Lily. Maybe she wanted to 
be again slutty like she used to be before marrying Lucius. 
Maybe she always was a slut and she just hurried herself 
until now. Maybe? There was no maybe to it. She was a slut 



who would do anything to satisfy the craving that was crying 
out down between her legs. Almost anything. A slut who 
would spread her legs for anyone who could fill that aching 
emptiness and bring her satisfaction. But no... not ANYONE, 
she tried to tell herself. Then the realization of what she had 
just thought struck her right between the eyes with the force 
of pile driver. ANYONE... her fevered brain screamed? 
Anyone? Even Harry, her nephew? The force of the 
revelation made her sick to her stomach as she had to grab 
hold of the sink and hold on to keep from falling to her 
knees. How could she? 

No! No! No! That couldn't happen. Never would she let that 
happen. 

Slowly, she came to her senses. Pushing away from the sink, 
she took one last look at the evil witch who had just thought 
about having sex with her own nephew. Then she went 
clopping across the bathroom to the door. Cissy the slut 
must be kept caged down inside herself... she frantically 
thought,. She could never let that part of her escape again 
into the light of day. She must be on her guard twenty- 
four/seven to keep her hidden away from the world. And that 
battle would start right now... 

Feeling woozy and lightheaded from the struggle going on 
inside her head. Cissy slowly made her way back across the 
crowded dance floor to their booth. 

'Auntie, are you okay?" she heard Harry ask her as she 
stepped up to the table. 

"Uh, yes, why?" she asked, wondering if he could tell what 
she was thinking. If he could tell that she had been thinking 
about them? Him and her and... and... she couldn't even 
bring herself to say it to herself. 



“You, you look a little shaky," he grinned, standing up so she 
could slide back into the booth. 


“No, I'm fine," she lied. “Maybe it's just that I'm getting 
older. Need my beauty sleep, you know," she said, trying to 
smile and joke it off. 

“Auntie, your a young witch and you certainly don't need 
any of that," Harry joked back, knowing that he'd probably 
gone too far. 

“I think we need to go home," Cissy murmured, taking his 
hand in hers and giving it a soft squeeze. 

“But it's only ten o'clock. The night's still young," Harry 
grinned, squeezing her hand back. 

“Please..." she whispered. 

... 55 ... 55 ... 55 ... 

5he apparated both of them to the apparition point in front 
of her manor. Harry took hold of his aunt's hand and led her 
up the front walk to the Malfoy's front door. 

Thankfully, she had made it home without anything else 
happening, she told herself as they stopped at the door and 
turned to face each other. 

“Well, I enjoyed it, auntie. I'm sorry if I did anything to make 
you angry," he apologized. 

“No, you didn't do anything to make me angry," she told 
him. 

“I usually get a good night kiss when I drop my date off," he 
grinned. 



“Well, I wouldn't want to be the first to break the string," she 
tipsily laughed, leaning forward and softly brushing her lips 
across his. 

As their lips briefly touched the caged Cissy down inside her 
made one last attempt to break free. “Don't let him go... " 
the slutty Cissy screamed at her. “Don't let him go... " 

“Don't go... " Cissy whispered, unable to stop herself as the 
prinephewer down inside her struggled with the lock that 
held her confined. 

“What? But I thought," Harry mumbled, bewildered by his 
aunt's strange reversal. 

“No, don't go... you, you can sleep in the guest bedroom. We 
have enough," she told him. 

Why? Why did you do that, she frantically asked herself? You 
were almost home free and now you go and do this? You're a 
fucking fool... 

Harry could see the uncertainty in his aunt's eyes. He didn't 
know what to do. “Are you sure? Back at the club, you..." he 
mumbled, wanting to stay, but not wanting to do anything 
to widen the gulf between them that had seemed to have 
materialized back at the club. 

“Yes. I don't want you to leave. Come inside and we can... 
uh, we can talk..." she shakily told him. 

“Okay, if you're sure," he said. 

Stepping into the house and closing the door behind him, he 
looked over and saw his aunt standing behind the bar with a 
drink in her hand. 



“Firewhiskey or butterbeer?” she asked him as Harry smiled 
and eased his suit coat back over his shoulders. 

“Firewhiskey,” he grinned back, draping his coat over the 
back of a chair and unloosening his tie. Then he slipped the 
tie up over his head and laid it on top of his coat. Walking 
across the room toward his aunt, he thought he saw her eyes 
dip down to his crotch and then away again. It had all 
happened so quickly, he couldn't be sure but thankfully his 
insubordinate partner hiding down between his legs had lost 
most of its earlier tumescence and was no longer blatantly 
evident. But, unfortunately his aunt's glance was all that it 
took to set the mechanism in motion once again when Harry 
felt a tickle of excitement shiver through his cock as it 
began to swell down inside his pants. 

Thank goodness. Cissy happily thought as she saw that the 
bulge which had been plainly evident sticking out against 
the front of his pants was no longer present. His erection was 
gone. Thankful that she no longer had to deal with the 
evidence of her nephew's obvious arousal, that revelation 
also brought with it a bizarre sense of disappointment. Her 
thoughts were spinning and tumbling through her head like 
a squad of gymnasts being loosed in a gymnasium. 

"So... what did you want to talk about?" Harry asked her as 
he eased up on one of the barstools beside the bar. 

"Oh, nothing, in particular," she lied, sliding his drink over in 
front of him. "We don't get many chances to talk much. You 
know, just the two of us..." 

"No, I guess not..." he laughed. 


"Yeah," she laughed, making her quivering breasts jiggle 
and dance down inside the bodice of her red, satin dress. 



Harry could resist sneaking another peek at the creamy- 
white globes of flesh puffing up over the neckline of her 
dress. They were so full and plump, they looked like they 
were going to spill out into the open with each and every 
breath she took. 

Oh, no. Cissy told herself. He's ogling your breasts again. I 
thought that was over and done with. What did you expect, 
fool? Did you think that once you left the club his interest 
would just disappear? 

Nervously brushing her fingers across the quivering globes. 
Cissy tried to hide them from her nephew's leering eyes, but 
even as she did, that same disquieting feeling of pride and 
guilt she had felt earlier came swimming back into her head. 

Well, if he wants to look, let him, she tipsily told herself, 
dropping her hand away from her breasts. He wouldn't dare 
do anything else. But as she did, she had that same sense of 
arousal and excitement she had felt when she had first 
sensed his erection. Suddenly her loins were ablaze while 
her hypersensitive nipples felt as big as ping-pong balls as 
they rubbed against the inside of her dress. They were so 
sensitive and susceptible she wanted to reach up and tear 
her dress off them to let them breathe and be free of the 
itching jolts of excitement they were firing off down into her 
throbbing clit. 

Her chest was so tight, every breath was a struggle as she 
fought for control. But even as she struggled, she came to 
the shocking conclusion that the Cissy down inside her had 
escaped and was wrestling control of her body and mind 
away from her. 


No! No! No! She screamed at the slutty Cissy, who ignored 
her plaintive pleas and went about assuming domination 



over her. 


“Would you like to dance?" she fearfully heard herself ask. 
She was no longer the loving aunt... he was no longer her 
nephew... She was a WITCH... He was a WIZARD! How could 
it happen so fast, she frantically asked herself? It was almost 
like an out-of-body experience as she stood watching the 
despicable creature seducing Harry. 

“Uh, yeah, uh, sure, if you want to," Harry grinned 
wondering what had just happened. One moment she had 
been nervously hiding her breasts behind her hand and the 
next, she had thrust them out at him like she wanted him to 
see them. And now she wanted to dance? Isn't that what 
had gotten him into trouble earlier? When she had felt his 
erection... and he could feel another one rapidly 
approaching as his cock uncoiled and firmed up down inside 
his pants. And then, there was the distant, unfocused look in 
her eyes. 

It was almost as if someone else had taken over her body. 
Taken it over and was controlling it. 

“Yes, I want," Cissy purred, setting her drink down on the bar 
and slowly stepping out from behind it. 

“Are you okay, aunt Cissy?" Harry timidly asked, setting his 
glass down and slipping down off the barstool. 

“I'm fine. Why do you ask?" she smiled, stepping across the 
room toward the entertainment center. Harry couldn't take 
his eyes off her perfect, heart shape ass as it seductively 
rolled and rippled with every step as she slowly made her 
way across the room. 

“I don't know. You're just acting funny... " he mumbled as he 
watched the short dress tautly clinging to her butt when she 



bent down and turned the music on. 


“Funny?” she smiled, standing back up and running her 
fingers across her breasts. “How am I acting funny?” she 
asked him, slowly clopping toward him, blatantly rolling her 
hips from side to side. 

“I don't know... just different... ” Harry nervously smiled, 
letting his eyes stray across her softly-jiggling breasts. 

“Don't you like the way I'm acting?” she asked. Cissy felt like 
she was being torn in two by the battling forces raging down 
inside her. One side, the Lady, the aunt was trying to fight 
back and regain the upper hand. But the other side, the 
slutty, out-of-control side of her seemed to be slowly 
winning. 

“I don't know... uh, I guess...” Harry told her. Was she 
coming on to him? It certainly looked like it, but it would be 
stupid to assume that and do something that could forever 
haunt him. He would let her make the first move and he 
would meekly follow along behind letting her make the 
decision. 

“Come...” Cissy whispered, taking his hand in hers and 
gently pulling him out into the middle of the room. Following 
her lead, Harry eased his arm around her waist and gently 
pulled her against him as her arm curled around behind his 
neck. 

Oh, Merlin, she breathlessly railed to herself. He's hard 
again! He has another erection, her muddled brain 
floundered. Yes. Yes. Yes, she groaned to herself as she 
gently rubbed her belly against the steel-hard cylinder of 
meat pressing against her. Now the slutty Cissy was almost 
fully in control, guiding her, letting her instincts take over 



while the Lady Cissy in her slowly sank deeper and deeper 
into the quicksand of carnal desire. 


Then as they slowly swayed around the room to the slow, 
sensuous beat of the music, she could feel Harry's fingers 
fumbling with the little band of velvet that stretched across 
her shoulders and held her dress together. He was going to 
unbutton her dress... a tiny part of her still fought to stop 
him, but the vast majority of her psyche wanted him to do it. 
She wanted to show him her body. Show him how beautiful 
she really was. Show him what could be his if he wanted it! 

Harry's brain was on the verge of shut down as he felt the 
tension in the velvet band of cloth go limp. The back of her 
dress was unbuttoned. Now the only thing between him and 
her hidden femininity was the bottom of her dress. She was 
nude from her long, slender neck all the way down to the 
small of her back he told himself while they continued to 
slowly move to the beat of the music as if nothing had 
happened. The he boldly began to inch his hand lower and 
lower down the long, sweeping curve of her bare back. 

The excitement sizzling through his brain was making his 
fingers tremble as they brushed against the smooth, flawless 
arch of her back. His aunt was letting him undress her. It was 
just like his mother and aunt Bella said. His reeling brain 
was straining to wrap itself around the profound magnitude 
of it all, but it couldn't as he felt his fingertips brush against 
the top edge of the back of her dress. What would you call it, 
he deliriously wondered? I guess that you would call it a 
neckline but that hardly seemed fair when it was only a 
couple of inches above the swell of her buttocks. 

Oh, Merlin, he's really going to do it. Cissy told herself as she 
felt his fingers fumbling with the clasp at the bottom of the 
backless swoop of her dress. How could she let this happen. 



she frantically asked herself? But then as she clung to the 
last tiny shard of decency, she felt that slip through her 
fingers as Harry slowly pulled the little zipper down over the 
curve of her ass. 

They had almost stopped moving altogether as Harry 
unzipped her dress. But once that was done, he began to 
sway again, leading her, guiding her toward the couch. As 
he did, he felt his aunt's lips on his neck nibbling their way 
up to his ear. 

“Harry..." she softly whimpered as she felt the back of her 
legs nudge up against the couch. 

Then suddenly she found herself falling backwards onto it. A 
soft “Ompfff... " escaped her lips as she landed on the 
couch. Half-sitting, half-lying on the couch, she watched as 
Harry leaned down over her and eased his fingers down 
under the neckline of her dress. She couldn't move, 
paralyzed by the fever filling her reeling brain. 

Slowly, Harry began to peel his aunt's dress down the slope 
of her shoulders as she lay looking up at him with a dazed, 
groggy look on her pretty face. Then he saw her beautiful 
breasts spill out into the open. 

His hands stopped moving as he stared down at the jiggling 
treasures in worshipful awe as they softly jiggled and 
quivered in the tiny, lace brassiere that cupped them. Her 
nipples were obviously swollen and puffy as they stuck out 
of the centers of the round globes of quivering flesh almost 
covering the entire breadth of her darkened, quarter-sized 
areolas. A spasm of electric excitement jolted through his 
achingly-hard cock as he tenderly ran his fingertips across 
one of the stiff, rubbery nubs and felt it flick under his 
fingers. 



“So beautiful..." he whispered as he brought his hand back 
to the sleeves of her dress and began to push them down 
over her belly. As he did, he saw the little lacy garter belt 
peek out from under her dress. Trying to pull the dress lower, 
he found he couldn't as it was trapped between his aunt's 
butt and the couch. Pushing harder, he saw the muscles in 
his aunt's legs tense as she pushed up off her stilettos and 
lifted her butt off the couch to free her dress. 

Pulling the short dress down over the curves of her hips, he 
saw his aunt was looking down at him with a lost, dazed look 
in her smoky, blue eyes. Looking back down, he watched the 
neckline of her dress slip down off her belly to reveal the 
sheer, black panties covering her sex and the long, black 
garters reaching down to the darkened bands of nylon 
stretched the thickness of her thigh. 

Dropping to his knees beside her long, nylon-encased legs, 
he pulled her dress down over her knees, down her calves 
and off over the shoes being careful not to snag it on the 
long, spiked heels. 

Another quick glance up over his aunt's softly-quivering 
breasts to her face, Harry saw that the expression on her 
face hadn't changed as she stared down at him in an almost 
trance-like state. 

Crawling on his knees, he moved over in between her legs. 
Reaching up to the little satin bow between the lacy cups of 
her brassiere, he gently plucked at it. As he did, he felt the 
tension go out of the wisp of a bra as the satin-laced cups 
dropped away from her breasts leaving them completely 
bare and exposed to Harry's feasting eyes. 

They should be declared national treasures, Harry giddily 
thought as he lovingly ran his fingers over the soft, firm 



mountains of creamy-white flesh. Leaning down, he buried 
his nose down in the perfume-scented cleavage running 
down between the quivering pillows of flesh. Groveling in 
the soft, pliancy of her cushiony breasts, he wrapped his 
hands around them and began to squeeze and massage 
them. 

Finally, he kissed his way over to one of the big, rubbery 
nipples jutting out of its pebbled circle of darkened flesh. 
Pursing his lips around her rubbery nub, he began to softly 
suck and gently nip at it with his teeth. 

As he did, he felt his aunt's fingers plucking and pulling at 
the row of buttons running down the front of his shirt. 

Cissy barely even realized what she was doing as her fingers 
frantically worked at the buttons on her nephew's shirt. All 
she knew was that they needed to be naked. Naked so they 
could complete the ruination of the innocence which had 
once existed between them. 

She could feel a warm trickle of spit slowly dribbling down 
the underside of her breast as Harry sucked on her overly- 
sensitive nipple. As he sucked and nibbled on the swollen 
nub, rivers of excitement were flowing from it down to her 
aching, throbbing clit. She was beyond caring now. Only one 
thing mattered. Only the joining of their bodies could satisfy 
the sick, twisted craving down between her legs. 

Then Harry felt his aunt's frenzied fingers on his belt as she 
blindly pushed it through its buckle. With the belt spread 
open, her fingers found the button holding his pants 
buttoned shut. Seconds later, his pants were unbuttoned 
and his aunt was unzipping his pants. 

With a whimper, Harry let his aunt's spit-drenched nipple 
slip out from between his lips as he struggled up to his feet 



between her legs. Stripping his unbuttoned shirt back over 
his shoulders, he tossed it onto the floor and dug his thumbs 
down under the waistbands of his shorts and pants. 

Dropping her eyes down over her nephew's chiseled chest 
and six-packed abs, Cissy expectantly waited to see it. 
Waited to see the thing that had brought all this about by 
declaring Harry's true feelings toward her. 

Then, with a tortured sob, Harry shoved his shorts down his 
legs to free the evil creature that dwelled down between his 
legs. 

“Bloody hell... '' Cissy gasped as her nephew's giant penis 
sprang into view. 

The tree limb she had felt on the dance floor had somehow 
transformed itself into a tree trunk as the evil malignancy 
slashed and danced around while Harry struggled out of his 
pants and shorts. 

Harry was vainly pleased with the size of his penis. Nine 
inches of rock-hard flesh, muscle, nerves and blood vessels. 
While that silly business card his mom concocted bragging 
that the penis size of all of the “escorts" in the service were 
in the 98th percentile, Harry's was in the 99.9 percentile 
range. 

Cissy felt a shiver of fear tickle up her spine as she stared at 
the monstrous column of meat jutting up out of her 
nephew's hairy crotch. He was bigger than her husband. 
Much bigger. Longer and thicker, too. Harry saw the look of 
panic flash across his aunt's eyes as she lay gawking up at 
his penis. Was he too big for her? The last thing in the world 
he wanted to do was hurt her. But they would sort that out 
when it came time to find out, he told himself because he 
had other things on his mind right now. 



“So big..." he heard his aunt murmur as he slowly kneeled 
back down on the floor beside her legs. 


Looking back down, Harry could see that the damp, juice- 
soaked crotch of her panties was wetly clinging to the 
outline of the fleshy folds underneath it. Now he could smell 
her arousal as he reached up and dug his fingers under the 
stretchy band of black elastic that stretched around her 
narrow waist. Pulling down on the band, he watched it move 
down through the neatly-trimmed triangle of fine, brown 
curls above her pussy. Then as the elastic band flicked down 
over the jutting nub of her clit, he saw his aunt flinch and 
heard her let out a soft whimper. 

Then he pulled the panties lower and the beautiful, dew- 
covered rose between her legs came into view. The two 
fleshy pink lips were wetly clinging together, hiding the 
mystical secrecy of her femininity as Harry gazed upon it in 
reverential wonder. Her pussy! His aunt's pussy! 

With his fingers still dug down under the waistband of her 
panties, Harry slowly pulled them down her thighs, over her 
knees and down around her ankles. 

As he did, his aunt slowly lifted one high-heeled stiletto off 
the floor and let him ease the panties off over the shoe. 
Being careful not to let the silky wisp of cloth catch on the 
long, spiked heel, he watched her set her foot back on the 
floor and lift her other foot. Quickly slipping the sheer 
panties off over her foot, Harry grasped them between his 
hands, lifted them up to his face and buried his nose down 
into the fluffy jumble of silk. Breathing deeply, inhaling the 
pungent musk of her sex through his nose, he savored the 
heady scent of her estrous. 



Then his aunt reached out and pulled the panties out of his 
hands. Tossing them down on the couch, she threw her legs 
apart, curled her hands around his shoulders and forcefully 
pushed him down between them. 

Staring down at the portal to her womanhood, Harry pored 
over its esoteric beauty. It was a sight he never dreamed he 
would partake of. The tangle of curls, the little, fleshy hood 
below the curls, the little pink button protruding out of the 
hood splitting at the bottom to form the two, plump, gorged 
lips that ran along the oozing slit between them. Moving his 
eyes down to the trickle of clear goo dribbling down out from 
between the lips, he followed it down as it trickled down the 
smooth, hairless expanse of flesh below it to the fluted circle 
of darkened flesh peeking out of the crack of her ass. Then 
he brought his eyes back up to her pussy. Her sex. His aunt's 
sex! It was profound! Mind-boggling! Enough to drive 
anyone sane crazy. 

Looking up over her taut belly, up through the valley 
between her jiggling breasts, Harry could see the anxiety in 
his aunt's big blue eyes as she stared back down at him. 

“I'm afraid, Harry..." she softly whispered as Harry leaned 
down and kissed the soft, fuzz-covered skin just above the 
tangle of curls above her pussy. 

“You have nothing to fear from me, auntie," Harry whispered 
back as he slowly kissed down through the perfume-scented 
muff above her pussy. 

“I know. Baby, it's just... just..." she sniffed, trying to hold 
back the tears that were threatening to spill down her 
cheeks. “This is so wrong." 


“We can make it right," Harry told her as he eased his 
tongue out and slowly licked it across the tip of her clit 



sticking up from its fleshy hood. 


“Ohhhhhhhhhh...” Cissy groaned as Harry felt the tips of her 
fingers brush against his temples. Reveling in the heady 
scent of sex welling up from between his aunt's legs, Harry 
let her guide his lips down toward the weeping succulence 
between her legs. 

As Harry kissed his way down onto the moist, slippery folds 
of flesh, he felt his aunt's hips roll as she pressed herself 
against his lips. 

"Harry..." Cissy murmured as her fingers clutched tighter 
and she pulled him against her. 

Opening his mouth, Harry covered the whole of her sex with 
it as he probed the slippery softness with his probing 
tongue. The wet, clinging juices flowing out of her pussy 
tasted sweeter than any honey he'd ever tasted as it filled 
his mouth, flowed over his tongue to coat it with its sticky 
syrupiness. Gently sucking, Harry swallowed, letting the gift 
of her sex flow down his throat and into his belly while he 
continued to probe the slippery softness with his tongue. 
Then his tongue found the opening of her sex and he thrust 
into the clinging warmth as deep as he could. 

Savoring the sticky sweetness of her juices on his tongue, 
Harry pulled back slightly and then thrust into her again. As 
he did, he heard a soft moan ooze down to his ears while 
more and more of the thick, gooey cream flowed out into his 
mouth. 

Cissy's reeling brain could barely comprehend what was 
taking place. It all seemed so natural, so warm and loving, 
but there, just below the surface of it all, there was the 
nagging fear that something terrible was going to happen. It 



had all been too easy. There would have to be punishment 
for what they were doing... 


But even while she awaited her retribution, Harry's probing 
tongue was pushing that fear into the background as it crept 
ever closer to her achingly-sensitive clit. Looking back up 
over his aunt's belly, he saw that she had her eyes clenched 
shut and the tendons in her long neck were tensed as she 
thrust her head against the back of the couch. 

Then Harry felt the glossy slipperiness of nylon brush 
against his skin as his aunt lifted her legs up and eased 
them down onto his shoulders. Now he could feel the 
rubbery nubs of the catches on her garters digging down 
into his skin as she trapped his head between her thighs. 
Then as she pushed up against his mouth, he felt the backs 
of the hard, round heels of her stilettos dig down into his 
back to gain leverage so she could roll her hips and grind 
herself against his swirling, probing tongue. 

Raking his tongue across the squiggly nub, he felt his aunt 
flinch while another soft murmur rolled out over her lips. 

“Yes, Baby, there, please. . .'' Cissy whispered as Harry 
pursed his lips around her clit and gently sucked it out of it 
fleshy hiding place. Then her hips began to squirm and roll 
every time he flicked his tongue back and forth across the 
swollen nub. 

Oh... yes... yes... yes... Cissy wailed to herself as Harry's 
rough, flicking tongue scraped across her clit. The physical 
part of being eaten was fantastic, but when incest was 
added to it, it was unbelievable. “Incest," she unconsciously 
mumbled. The word tasted like acid on her tongue as she 
said it. Incest had always been something dark, filthy, and 
unthinkable before. But now? Not only was she committing 



it. Committing incest and loving every unfathomable second 
of it. It was all so natural, so instinctive. 

“Incest... “Harry heard his aunt hiss. Wondering what had 
brought it forth, he paused, looking up over his aunt's belly 
to her scowled face. 

“NO... No... No... don't stop... “ she gurgled as her eyes flew 
open and she stared down at Harry. 

Harry could feel his aunt's fingernails digging into his skin, 
pushing him back down to her clit as her butt began to 
demandingly patter up and down on the cushion while she 
tried to find his tongue with her clit. 

Quickly finding the fleshy nubbin, Harry began to swirl and 
flutter his tongue all over it as more and more of the creamy 
goo gushing out of her pussy poured out onto his chin. 

Harry could barely hear the mewing moans his aunt was 
making as her thighs slapped up against his ears. He could 
barely breathe as the pungent musk his aunt's sex welled up 
from her sex and filled his nostrils with its ripened 
sweetness. 

“Oh... yes... yes... yes... yes... '' Cissy hissed as she felt 
herself drawing closer and closer to that wondrous moment 
of release. Every muscle in her body was tensing, straining 
as she frantically rubbed her clit against her nephew's 
wildly-lapping tongue. 

“Oh...yes...Oh...yes...Oh...yes...Oh...yes..." she suddenly 
gasped as her loins erupted in a fiery conflagration of 
pleasure. Harry felt his aunt's heels dig into his back as she 
thrust up off it and drove her clit against his licking, lapping 
tongue. 



Fiery pricks of pain blossomed from where his aunt's 
fingernails were digging down into his scalp. His aunt's back 
was bowed so tightly, he thought it might snap as she 
frantically rubbed herself against his juice-smeared face. 

Running his hands up to his aunt's flattened breasts, Harry 
roughly clutched them. Clawing and mauling the pillowy 
mounds, he found her swollen nipples with his fingers and 
thumbs. Harshly twisting and pulling on the rock-hard 
nipples, he continued lap and lick at her spasming clit while 
she groveled her way through her mind-seizing orgasm. 

Cissy felt herself sinking deeper and deeper into the fiery 
abyss of her orgasm as she gasped for air and made soft 
choking sounds. 

Thick gushes of hot, sticky cream were spewing out onto 
Harry's chin, coating it with its sticky heat as his aunt came 
and came and came. 

Then, just as suddenly as it had begun, it ended as Harry 
saw his aunt collapse back down onto the couch. Her eyes 
fluttered shut and her head rolled to the side. 

Cissy was an empty shell of a witch as she lay gasping for 
breath trying to keep from passing out. The fiery climax had 
left nothing but a burnt-out hull of the lady she had become. 
If this had left her in such bad shape, what would she be like 
when they made love? 

As his aunt's breathing slowly returned to normal Harry 
lovingly kissed and licked around the weeping wound, 
licking away the juicy evidence of his aunt's explosive 
orgasm. 

"Oh, Baby..." Cissy murmured, reaching out and running her 
fingers through the shortly-cropped hair on his temples as 



his tongue continued to twirl and lap at her pussy. 


“Was it good for you, auntie?" Harry grinned, finally lifting 
his face up out from between her splayed-out legs. 

"Awesome... " she whispered back. 

It was surreal. Never had she felt suck passion. Such love. 
Her whole being was aching to be held by this wonderful 
young wizard. Longing to feel his strength. Yearning to feel 
his manly potency inside her. Feeling it inside her, moving 
inside her, moving with her to make pure, sweet love. 

Harry's heart was so full of need for his aunt, it felt like it 
was going to burst. But it wasn't the warm, comforting need 
a boy feels for his aunt. This was a new, passionate need. A 
possessive need. And now he had to show her this. 

Struggling up to his feet, he stepped out around her legs 
and roughly shoved them together. Then, bending down, he 
thrust one arm under the backs of her legs, hooking the 
crook of his elbow behind her knees while he slipped his 
other arm behind her back. Grasping her in his arms, he 
grunted and lifted her up off the couch. Briefly staggering 
under her weight, he fought to keep his balance until he was 
back in control. 

As her nephew lifted her into his arms. Cissy instinctively 
wrapped her arms around his neck and held on to keep from 
falling. Then, with a whimper, Harry started across the room 
heading up the stairs where the bedrooms were. 

"Yessss... " Cissy hissed as her little, pink tongue flicked out 
and she began to lick it around Harry's juice-lathered lips. 

Lurching down the hallway, Harry heard the clatter of one of 
his aunt's stilettos as it slipped off her dainty foot and fell to 



the floor. For a brief instant, he thought of stopping to pick it 
up, but quickly dismissed the thought as he continued down 
the hall toward her bedroom. 

He would take her in her own bed, he sickly thought. Take 
her in the same bed her husband had taken her. Cuckold his 
uncle in his own bed. As depraved and heinous fucking his 
own aunt was, the fact that he was going to do it in the very 
same bed that his uncle and aunt had fucked to conceive 
Draco made it all that much more depraved. More sick! More 
depraved! 

He was going to take her in her own bed. Cissy's spinning 
brain told her. Take her in the bed she shared with Lucius. 

For some reason, that made the whole thing even more 
wicked. 

Stopping beside the bed, Harry reached out and gently 
tossed her down on it. Landing with another soft, 
"Ommmppfff... " Cissy quickly rolled over onto her belly and 
pushed up onto her hands and knees. Then, grabbing hold 
of his hand, she pulled Harry onto the bed with her. As he 
stumbled onto the bed. Cissy roughly shoved him and rolled 
him over onto his back. 

Before Harry could move. Cissy grasped hold of his cock and 
leaned down between his legs. He felt his aunt's hot breath 
brush across his balls just before her soft, warm lips kissed 
down on them. Then he felt her lips and her hot, wet tongue 
slowly lick and kiss their way up the underside of his cock all 
the way up to its bloated head. 

It was almost too much as Harry felt his aunt lift his cock and 
slowly twirl her tongue around his cockhead before her soft 
lips sank down around it. 



“Auntie...” Harry groaned as his aunt gently sucked on his 
cock making soft, slurping sounds while her lips moved up 
and down it. To Harry, her mouth and lips felt like soft, 
slippery silk as she gently sucked and licked him. 

Then her lips lifted off his cock as she cradled it in both 
hands and worshipfully rubbed her cheek up and down the 
spit-slickened shaft while she kissed and fondled his big 
balls. 

Reaching down, Harry ran his fingers through her hair as she 
fawned and slowly kissed her way back up toward his 
cockhead. Lifting it again, she sank her lips down around the 
rubbery head and sucked almost half of his cock back into 
her hungry mouth. Sucking harder and harder, she worked 
her lips up and down his cock as Harry struggled to hold 
back the flood of semen that was beginning to boil and 
bubble down inside his balls. 

“Auntie... ” Harry whimpered, curling his hips up and trying 
to push deeper into the warm, moistness of her mouth. 

“No... not yet... ” she murmured, lifting her head and letting 
his cock slither out of her mouth. Then she leaned down 
over his cock and thrust her big, soft breasts against it. 
Groveling and softly moaning, she squirmed and rubbed her 
tits up and down his spit-slickened cock as Harry's fingers 
crawled down her belly to the slippery wetness between her 
legs. 

Watching on in a euphoric fog, Harry watched his aunt push 
up onto her knees on the bed beside his hips. As she did, he 
softly probed the weeping softness between her legs until he 
found the opening to her sex and pushed up inside its 
clinging warmth. 



“M mm mm mm...” she murmured as Harry slowly worked his 
juice-covered fingers in and out of the clutching wetness. 

Leaning down, Cissy rested her hands on Harry's muscular 
chest as she lifted one leg over his. Then Harry felt the 
slippery smoothness of nylon brush against his hip as she 
straddled him with her knees rubbing against his hips. 

Pulling his gooey fingers out of her, Harry lifted them up to 
his mouth and sucked them clean as his aunt reached back 
down between her legs and found his jutting maleness. 

This was it. Cissy deliriously thought. There could be no 
turning back now. This was the moment of truth. In seconds 
he would be inside her. Then she felt a tickle of panic shiver 
up her spine as the head of her nephew's penis brushed 
against the soft, swollen lips of her womanhood. 

Incest... her frantic brain railed. Such a nasty word. She 
knew it was horribly wrong, but she couldn't stop. She had 
to have him. She had to show him how much she needed 
him! Show him she would do anything for him. 

But once it was done, it could never, ever be undone she 
frantically told herself. They would be forever tainted by the 
blasphemous deed... but she didn't care. 

Slowly rubbing the round, swollen head of his penis up and 
down between the fleshy lips of her cunt, she coated it with 
her slippery juices. The head felt as big as a snitch... she 
fearfully thought. Was he too big? Would he rip her in two? 

Finally, she seated the rounded tip of the cockhead in the 
oozing, juice-smeared opening of her cunt. 

As Harry felt the silky warmth begin to slowly settle down 
around the head of his cock, he saw that his aunt was 



looking back down between them watching them become 
one. She was so hot, so wet his huge penis easily slid up into 
her clinging softness. Then as his cock pushed deeper and 
deeper into the clutching channel of her cunt, he saw that 
she was frowning. 

“So big... “ she softly groaned. 

Cissy was determined to have all of him. Take all of him up 
inside her as he curled his hips and pushed into her. She felt 
like she was being stretched to the limit as the giant head 
spread her open and slipped farther and farther inside her. 

At last, just as she felt a twinge of pain when the big, round 
knob brushed against her cervix. Cissy felt her pussy cringe 
back, lengthening and molding itself to the giant phallic 
god. 

Now it was done! It could never be reversed. 

“Oh, Harry, what have we done?" Cissy groaned out, looking 
down at her nephew with that a frightened, panicky look in 
her eyes. 

“We're making love, auntie..." Harry murmured, gently 
thrusting up into her. “Sweet, pure love, auntie, nothing 
else." 

“Oh, Harry," Cissy whimpered, leaning down over Harry and 
settling her soft, cushiony buttocks down onto Harry's hairy 
groin as she took every last bit of his penis up inside her. 
Then she pushed up onto her knees, rolled her hips and 
ground herself against him as Harry's hands crawled up her 
over her belly to the big, jiggling globes of quivering, white 
flesh from her chest. 



Cupping the soft, giving flesh, Harry's fingers found the big, 
rubbery nipples jutting out of the tips of her breasts. 
Pinching and twisting the spongy nubs, he could feel the 
muscles inside his aunt's cunt doing the same to his cock. It 
was like having a thousand velvety fingers squeezing, 
massaging his cock as she sat atop him grinding herself 
against him. 

Then she began to slowly rock back and forth, sliding her 
tight, wet cunt up and down the goo-lathered shaft of his 
thrusting penis. If there was a heaven, Harry giddily 
thought, this is what it would be like. All day, every day, 
spending every second inside his aunt's wondrous pussy. 

Rolling his hips, Harry slowly worked his cock in and out of 
the moist, tight wetness between his aunt's legs as she 
leaned down over him and found his lips with hers. Lifting 
his hands up off her breasts, he gently curled them around 
her neck as he flicked out his tongue and found hers with it. 
Their lips weren't even touching as their tongue twisted and 
warred, writhing, intertwining outside their mouths. 

As their tongues clashed together, Harry could feel her 
breasts rubbing against his chest as her big, swollen nipples 
scraped against him. The kiss only lasted a few seconds 
before his aunt pushed up, arched her back and thrust her 
big tits into his face. 

"Harry..." she softly gurgled, rolling her shoulders and 
mashing her tits against him as his mouth opened and his 
lips pursed down around one of her swollen nipples. All the 
while he was sucking and licking the stiff, springy pap, his 
butt was bouncing up and down on the bed as he plunged 
his cock in and out of the clutching warmth between her 
legs. 



Cissy could feel the fiery pressure down in her loins growing 
hotter and hotter as she leaned back and pulled her nipple 
out of her nephew's mouth. Leaning back, she ground 
herself against him as he roughly groped and mauled her 
jiggling breasts. Throwing her head back, she ran her hands 
up and down Harry's strong muscular arms as he squeezed 
and clutched at her soft, giving breasts while she rocked 
back and forth on his thrusting cock. 

"Mmm... Mmm... Mmohh... Mooohh, oh, oh, oh... Merlinnnn... 
" she gasped as her loins erupted in a rush of pleasure so 
deep, so pure, she felt like she was going to swoon. 

As his aunt's groin came crashing down on his belly, Harry 
saw that her whole body was tensing, straining as her 
muscles began to twitch and contract. Her fingers were 
clutching at his chest and Harry could feel the sharp, 
stinging pricks of pain as her fingernails dug down deep into 
his skin. Then he felt the warmth flowing out around his cock 
as a gush of cunt-juice spewed out to cover his belly and 
balls with its hot, sticky heat. As it did, his aunt's pussy 
tightly clamped down around his embedded cock and began 
to clutch and pull at it. It felt like a hot, meaty fist was 
constricting down around his cock, squeezing it, clutching it 
in rhythm with the spasming contractions working through 
his aunt's orgasming cunt. 

She was coming... his aunt was having another orgasm. That 
made his heart swell up with love for her. He wanted to give 
her pleasure. Make her feel wanted and needed again. If his 
uncle couldn't do that... wouldn't do that, then he would do 
it for her. Feverish with the excitement swirling around 
inside his head, he didn't care if he never came as long as 
she did. He wanted her to come and come and come until 
she had no more orgasms left to give. He wanted her to use 
up every last one and then he would find more for her. 



Cissy was ecstatic. Never had she finished so quickly, so 
intensely. It was unreal. How could anything so gross, so 
disgusting as incest make her feel so fulfilled, so whole? 
Having her nephew inside her, moving with her in harmony 
with the incestuous union of their bodies? It was incredible. 
She had never felt so much emotion, such passion. It almost 
took her breath away. 

Harry could feel the tension in her muscles softening as her 
fingernails began to ease back out of the tiny lacerations 
they had inflicted on his chest when she came. 

“Oh, Harry, love..." Cissy purred, reaching up and lovingly 
running her fingers through the sweaty fur covering her 
nephew's temple. 

Knowing that she was probably tired from her wild, frantic 
ride, but wanting to give her more, Harry gently wrapped his 
arms around her and slowly rolled her over onto her back. 

“Yes... more..." Cissy gurgled out, looking up into her 
nephew's lust-glazed eyes. 

Leaning down over his aunt, Harry reached down and 
slipped his arms under her legs and lifted them up. 

Tilting her hips up to open herself to him. Cissy could feel 
the slippery smoothness of her nylons rubbing against her 
soft, satiated nipples as Harry pressed her legs back against 
her. Then Harry began to fuck her. Softly grunting, he slowly 
pumped into her up to the hilt on every deep, jarring thrust. 

“Oh, Baby, Baby... '' Cissy babbled, clenching her eyes shut 
and twisting her head from side to side as she groveled in 
the perversity of it all. 



Rocking back and forth on his hands and knees, Harry could 
feel the hard, smooth side of one of his aunt's stilettos 
brushing against his temple on one side while on the other 
side of his head, he felt the silky smoothness of her 
stockinged foot rubbing against him. 

The energy expended by both of them had produced profuse 
amounts of sweat as it continued to pour off their damp 
bodies that slipped and slid together while they fucked on in 
their mindless pursuit of gratification. 

Oh, Merlin, not another one. Cissy guiltily thought as she felt 
the storm of another orgasm gathering down inside her 
pussy. Harry hadn't even finished once and now she was on 
the verge of a third orgasm. It was crazy. This had never 
happened before. 

“Harry... Harry... Baby... I'm sorrieeeee... '' Cissy whimpered 
as her back arched up and she thrust back at Harry, 
impaling herself on his thrusting cock. 

As his aunt's orgasming cunt came around his pistoning 
prick, Harry finally felt the burn down inside his flopping, 
floundering balls as they splatted up against his aunt's 
sweaty, upturned ass. Then he saw his aunt's bright-red 
stiletto drop to the bed beside her head only missing it by a 
couple of inches. As it did, he felt the warm, soft soles of his 
aunt's stockinged feet clasp his head between them while 
she agonized through yet another climax. 

More and more hot, clinging goo gushed out his aunt's 
clutching, milking cunt as she came around him. 

At last he could feel it! It was almost there. Almost, almost, 
he deliriously thought as he teetered on the razor's edge 
between loosing it and finally finding it. 



“OhhhhMerliiiiiiiiiiiiiin... ” he gasped as his balls exploded 
into a million shards of pleasure and joy. Hunching his hips 
forward, Harry drove down into the all-consuming warmth 
that had enveloped not just his cock, but his whole being. 

He couldn't get enough of himself inside of her as he thrust 
as deep as he could. Then it came. Came out in thick, 
creamy gobs as the very essence of life began to spurt out of 
the head of his cock and down into the sucking depths of his 
aunt's ravenous cunt. It was sheer ecstasy as the spasm 
after spasm of pleasure jolted through his whole body 
making his cock kick and jerk down inside clasping, 
embracing deepness of his aunt's womb. 

She was willingly accepting his gift as she groveled and 
writhed below him. Her fingers were all over him, scratching, 
clawing at him as she pulled and tried to get him even 
deeper inside her convulsing womb, trying to suck his whole 
body inside her. 

Cissy was ecstatic. And she had almost turned it away. She 
had come so close to letting Harry leave. If he had, none of 
this would ever have happened... or would it? Maybe this 
was their fate. Their lot. Maybe this had all been recorded in 
Destiny's Book and now it was just playing out as it had 
been recorded. 

Whatever it was, or had been, it had been glorious. 

At last, Harry was through. He had no more to give her, 
except the deep and passionate monster dong he still had 
deep inside her... bigger then ever. 

“Auntie..." Harry groaned as he felt his cock still very big 
and hard inside the cum-gorged depths of his aunt's womb. 
He never wanted to leave the clinging warmth that was 
enveloping his maleness. As he was still hard as granite 




inside her, he could feel his aunt's pussy softly contracting 
and squeezing him. 


"Oh...no... this is impossible... " Cissy sobbed, feeling him 
bigger then ever deep inside her... like she had never felt 
before. It was as if he was not normal... not like all the others 
she had before... in her youth... 

"Oh yeah..." Harry grinned, raising up his ass and then 
plunging again inside, digging deeper into her. As he did, he 
felt the smooth silkiness of her nylons brush against his 
sides when she plunged her heals into the mattress, and 
lifted her hips up, their groins slapping like trying to become 
one. 

"Your still hard inside me... " Cissy blathered, rolling her 
head from side to side, feeling another orgasm starting to 
built inside her. "Ohhhh... this is not possible... " she hissed, 
thrusting herself against him. Then he began to pump again, 
strokes long and so deep she felt his dick was coming out 
through her mouth... 

And it was only eleven o'clock... 


Chapter 61 - Long night at Malfoy Manor 

Then suddenly, on his up fuck stroke, Harry pull out his 
monster from his aunt clinging pussy and got on his knees. 
His eyes worked over her naked body, drinking in the 
luscious sight of her sweaty boobs and the matted hair of 
her arrow like bush. 

"Merlin, you're even sexier than I thought. To cover yourself 
up all the time is more than a waste, it's downright 
criminal!" 




“I guess that's a compliment," Cissy grinned, so lascivious 
displayed on her bed. 


He pushed her gently up onto the bed and planted his 
mouth firmly on one of her tits. She gasped when his lips 
closed on the very end of her boob. His tongue worked 
around and around like a miniature tornado. He completely 
aroused her nipple. Before she knew what was happening, it 
was hard with new lust for her nephew. 

"That feels so gooooood!" she cooed. "I never dreamed a 
mouth could feel so nice." 

He didn't say a word. He was too busy licking and kissing 
the mounds of her tit flesh. Pushing with his tongue, he 
found he could move the very top a few inches. When he 
released it, the firm, young boob snapped back into position. 
Then he began slavering her tits. 

"How do you make me feel so... sinful?" 

He looked up, surprised. "Sinful? What got that into your 
head, auntie? There's nothing sinful about this. Tell me the 
truth, does it feel evil for me to suck on your tit like this?" 

He closed his lips around the top of her right tit. Sucking, he 
pulled the throbbing nubbin of nipple between his lips and 
firmly grasped the flesh with his pearly hard teeth. Biting 
down a little, he rolled the pebble around in his mouth. His 
tongue caressed and stroked across the very tip until she 
was gasping. 

Her back arched and she thrust her chest out. She wanted as 
much of her boob in his mouth as possible. Gone was all 
thought that this was wrong. The pleasure flooding her 
neglected body told her it couldn't be bad. It felt too damn 
good! 



“More, oh, do it some more! Love it! I love the way your 
mouth is moving all over my tits!" 

At the base of one of her fleshy canes of tit flesh, he started 
licking. He traced the entire circumference, then began 
spiraling up the slope. Behind he left a glistening trail of his 
drying saliva. It tickled and stimulated her snowy white 
flesh. When he came to the very top of her jug, his tongue 
teased the nipple a little. 

He pushed it first one way, then another. She was moaning 
in constant arousal now. He let his tongue push downward 
into the softness of her breast. The hard nipple was like a 
rock sinking in a swamp. When he released it, the nipple 
popped to the surface. All around it was the coppery disc of 
her areola. 

Even these tiny bumps received his attention. He wanted 
this to be so damned good his aunt wouldn't think about 
what he was going to do next. She had odd ideas of what 
was right and what wasn't. He was hornier than hell and 
determined to get his rocks off. To do that, he had to keep 
her so aroused she couldn't argue. 

His mouth left the throbbing nipple and worked down to her 
slightly domed belly. The silky fine hairs on her mound were 
quickly wettened by his tongue. When he got to the deep 
depression of her navel, he stopped. 

Tongue flashing out, he dipped far down into her belly 
button. She moaned, thrusting her belly up to his face. She 
wanted his tongue to impale her through the navel. 

He had better ideas. 

As his tongue lightly touched the very top of her bush, she 
struggled to get away from him. “No," she cried. “Not there! 



I... I can't let you do that!" 


He held her down. She still had a lot of puritanical views to 
get rid of. He was going to help her do it while he was 
enjoying himself immensely. 

He swirled and twirled up little spires of her pussy fur. The 
entire bush was still wet from their earlier fuck. He licked 
and pressed out the foam he found there. 

When he did, he detected another flavor, the flavor of an 
aroused witch. Her cunt juices were slugglishly flowing. He 
tasted the salty tang of their mingled juices, then licked 
across her pussy mound. Heading lower. 

He wanted to get to more exciting territory before she really 
decided to stop him. The tiny spire of her curious clit was 
poking out of the sheath of its protective skin. He seized on 
the opportunity to give her a first class come. 

As his mouth fastened hungrily on the small clit, she 
gasped. "I'm burning up inside! Your mouth is doing it to 
me! I never thought..." 

She was continuously writhing on the satin sheets. He held 
her down but knew she could escape him if she really 
wanted. Her violent motions now weren't from desire to 
escape but simply desire. He was turning her on again; he 
was turning her into the real Cissy... the Cissy she was in her 
youth. 

Her clit was pulsing slightly. He licked across it, tasting her 
cunt juice. He sucked the clitoris into his mouth and used his 
lips on it. The slippery little spike of flesh was literally 
quivering when he abandoned it to push down even lower. 



Pussy lips were rigid with excited blood. He gently took one 
flap of sex lip between his teeth and bit down. She screamed 
out something he didn't understand. He knew she wasn't in 
pain. 

This was joy she was voicing, nothing else. 

“I'm burning up inside! Every time you licked my clit, I 
shook inside! And the way you're chewing on my cuntlips! I 
can't stand it!" 

The tiny fires ravaging her belly spread rapidly. The message 
of bliss blasted down her spine and exploded in her head. 
She came. Another orgasm caused by her nephew and even 
this one she had given her with his mouth was a dozen 
times more potent than any she'd ever felt in the last few 
years Lady Cissy was in control. 

The slithery tongue was like a whip flagellating her tender 
snatch. No matter how she turned, it was there, lashing 
across her pussy lips or clit or pressing firmly into her soft 
inner thighs. It was so wonderful she wanted this moment to 
last forever. There couldn't possibly be more intense 
sensations awaiting her. 

It just wasn't possible. 

She quickly found out different. 

When his tongue probed into her cunt hole, she came again. 
It wasn't a thing she wanted to do. Her body dictated to her 
brain now. Gone were all thoughts of good or evil Cissy. She 
felt good. Her body was responding; it was telling her 
exactly what to do. 

As the tongue rushed into her snatch, she let the ripples of 
delight course through her. And once inside, that tongue 



began exploring the deepest, most secret recesses of her 
cunt. 

“Tongue lick me good!" she moaned out. “I want to get it all 
the way up my cunt!" 

Her fleshy thighs closed on each side of her nephew's head. 
She clamped firmly to keep his head exactly where it was. To 
have it leave her cunt would be disaster. She wanted his 
rough, wet, pink tongue slithering in and out of her cunt. 

“Ummm, you taste good," she heard his mutter. She didn't 
want him talking, she wanted him sucking and licking and 
stuffing that wonderful tongue all the way up her twat. 

Her legs tensed and she pulled his face even more firmly 
into her snatch. By lifting her ass off the hot rock, she was 
able to reposition herself enough to wantonly expose her 
cunt to her nephew's oral attentions. 

Something in the back of her head told her this was to slutty. 
To have a mouth - her own nephew - all over her cunt was 
wrong. It shouldn't happen. But the pleasure surging into 
her body drowned her weak protests. 

When his tongue fucked hard into her cunt again, she came. 
This orgasm was even more intense than the prior ones. She 
didn't understand this change in her. Every time was getting 
better. How could he continue improving? 

Or was it her? Was she changing? 

She hoped so. Her breath was coming in harsh, grating 
pants. The air felt like sandpaper in her throat and her lungs 
were going to explode pulsing wildly with blood, she knew 
they would pop at any second. 



But the center of all her sensation was the rough, cock-hard 
tongue reaming her out. He was giving her one hell of a 
tongue fucking. 

He didn't miss a single soft fold of her gently yielding cunt. 
He pressed into the well-oiled walls with his tongue and 
stroked to and fro. She was stretching her tight cunt to meet 
his every thrust. 

Her nephew was giving her the tongue bath of her lifetime 
and she was responding just like any other witch to his 
mouth love. As his tongue rolled around against her inner 
cuntlips, she came anothet time. 

"Merlin! It's better than ever!" 

The sudden flood of cunt juices almost deluged the nephew. 
He sucked and licked and slurped up her fuck fluids as they 
came pouring out. Her legs held his head firmly. For a 
moment, he was blind and deaf. It didn't matter. 

As long as his tongue was free to move and rub over her 
tender cunt flesh, he was happy. And the cunt juices he was 
drinking in were worth any small discomfort like having her 
firm thighs clamped on the sides of his head. 

As she relaxed, she sighed, "It was super. I never dreamed it 
would be so good." 

"I can make it better." 

"Liar. Nothing could be." 

"Let me show you." 

He felt her tense a little as he licked across her clit. Then she 
relaxed. He figured she would. This was almost common to 



her now. She knew what her body would do as he licked past 
her cuntlips. But she tensed once more as he pressed farther 
down. 

He left the back vee of her pussy lips and pressed firmly 
between the thick slabs of her ass cheeks. She was 
completely tensed up now. But he didn't give up. If 
anything, the way her ass clutched at his tongue spurred 
him on to seek her asshole. 

He found the tight little muscle. Licking across the puckered 
ring of flesh, he felt it relax a little. Licking some more 
caused it to momentarily relax enough for him to stuff his 
tongue into her asshole. 

He thought she was going to pull his tongue out by the 
roots. Her ass muscles clamped firmly onto him. It was 
almost like a noose tossed around his tongue, which was 
then tightened. 

Wiggling a little, he succeeded in working his tongue even 
deeper into her bowels. The muscle continued to grip and 
clutch at his tongue. But he was determined. He wished he 
could tell her to relax, but there was no way his tongue was 
going to be removed for that. 

“Don't, please, don't! That's so perverted! I... I can't be 
enjoying it! But dam!" 

He heard her arguing with herself and losing. His tongue 
drove even deeper up her ass. 

“Stop! My body's on fire! It... it feels like ants crawling 
around in my asshole! Oh Merlin! Shiit!" 

The way she was going, he wasn't going to have to worry 
about her at all. She was getting herself off mouthing what 



she had once considered dirty words. He began tongue 
fucking her asshole as hard as he could. The anal sphincter 
muscle didn't relax. That, however, simply added to the 
friction of the tongue fucking. 

He knew her guts must be really on fire by now. The warmth 
of his tongue would be spreading throughout her belly like 
melted butter. It would fill her to the point where she could 
no longer stand it then she'd come. 

His tongue flew back and forth in the seething hot asshole. 
Wiggling and twirling it the best he could, he made certain 
she got the maximum turn on out of this butt fucking. 

“No more, no more! I... I'm commmiing!'' 

Her legs battered his body as she thrashed around. She had 
gone berserk with this come. 

There was no way he could control her. With only his tongue 
up her ass, he wasn't able to make her stay in one place. 

If anything, he was being threatened with having his tongue 
ripped out by the roots. Her body was strong, young, 
muscular. And her anus was firmly clutching his tongue even 
as it ran in and out of her rectum. 

“No more, please! I'm melting inside!" she sobbed. 

He could feel the wracking sobs of her cries. She was really 
torn apart by what he was doing to her. He let his tongue 
slip from her ass and worked back to her cunt. Driving cock- 
hard into her pussy again took her by surprise. And it had to 
be a pleasurable surprise. 


She came again. 



When she came down from her sexual high, she cried out, 
“No more! My poor body can't take it! It was so great! It was 
super!" 

He looked up at her, his lips coated with her frothy cunt 
juice. She thought a man had never looked better to a 
woman. When he started to kiss her, she hesitated. The cunt 
juice on his lips was hers. She couldn't do that. 

But she kissed him anyway. And she loved the taste of her 
own body on his mouth. This time, it was her tongue that 
surged into his mouth. If he was surprised, he didn't show it. 

Breaking off his kiss, Harry asked, "Like it?" 

"I loved it," she told him. 

"I figured you might. When you really uptight ladies cut 
loose, it's usually all the way." 

"I don't know how I could have stopped being so slutty!" 

She pulled Harry's hand down to her crotch. His middle 
finger curled around her pussy mound and parted her cunt 
lips. The finger delved far into her cunt. 

Catching her breath, she let the pleasurable sensations echo 
through her body. Even this simple thing was so much better 
then ever. His finger prodding into her snatch was so hot! 

She liked it a million times more than ever! 

"You? My prim aunt Cissy? The Lady Malfoy? I never knew 
you could be like that..." 

"Before I was Lady Malfoy... I was a young witch... a very 
naughty young witch... then I was a lady... and now I'm 



back... you reawoke my slutty self... bloody hell, Harry... but 
you're something..." 


"Happy to be of help, mylady..." His hand was pressing 
firmly down into her pussy mound. 

He moved his other hand around her shoulders cradling her 
head and then cupped her left tit firmly. Squeezing down, he 
saw the angry red marks appear where his fingers marred 
her perfect flesh. He took her nipple between his thumb and 
forefinger and began tweaking it. 

The hard little nubbin responded immediately. 

She wiggled in his arms and said, "More fun? I don't believe 
it." 

"I'm here to serv." 

She was silent for a while. The sensations tormenting her 
promised that he might be right. And to take again that 
long, thick cock of his all the way up her cunt ws what she 
really wanted. 

She looked down at Harry's throbbing cock dancing in the 
blue fire torches from around the bedroom. The plum-tipped 
prick was so big. It seemed to appeal to her on a basic level. 
There was something deep down inside that made her want 
to grab that prick and stuff it into her cunt like a hungry 
tigress. 

She snuggled closer to the young wizard sprawled beside 
her on the big bed. The feel of his hand on her cunt was 
even nicer than she'd imagined. With his fingering of her 
nipple, she could forget all about everything else. And 
having the monster pole of her nephew so close by, she sure 
could forget about everything but sex. 



“Ummm, I bet you are,” she said dreamly. Her nephew 
picked up his cue. 


”So... ready for another round?” 

"Oh, yeah... the slutty me wants everything...” 

"I can't wait.” 

He rolled over between her legs. 

Cissy was again in the most ancient sex position. Her legs 
drifted open to widely expose her snatch. Her nephew's 
hand had left her pussy mound but it no longer mattered to 
her. He had a far more exciting thing prodding into her 
sensitive pussy lips. 

The broad head of his prick nudged firmly into her cuntlips. 
The flow of her inner oils increased until she was certain she 
would permanently stain the sheet under her ass. The thick 
juices boiled out of her cunt and frothed onto her legs. Her 
fresh combed bush was entirely drenched by the time her 
nephew edged a little closer to her snatch. 

She gasped when his cock pushed between her pussy lips. 
She felt her delicately scalloped inner pussy lips pout and 
reach for her nephew's cock, as if to kiss it. 

"Ohhh... don't ever stop,” she squiled. 

"Never will.” His voice soothed her. And the way his hands 
moved alt over her boobs, she began to feel an odd 
combination of arousal and contentment passthrough her 
body. 

His hips moved a fraction of an inch toward hers. She felt his 
cock slowly penetrating her body. The cuntlips were lewdly 



kissing his prick now in a way she was positive was like her 
lips were sucking it. 


Gone were all her restrains put there when she marryed her 
husband. She was again letting her body tell her what to do. 
The intense comes she'd felt until now were like just an 
appetiser for the next ones. She gasped as his purpled cock 
head went inside her a few more inches inches. He pressed 
again and more went in. The nerves in her not so much used 
cunt screamed out a message of need to be used more 
often. 

His hips moved a little and he used his cock to stir around 
far up in her twat. The soft folds of her juicy cunt clutched 
and clung to his prick. He knew he was stretching her again 
to the limits her pussy really liked. He rotated his hips, 
stirring both their lusts. When he began pulling out of this 
tight sheath of clutching female flesh, he had stretched her 
pussy walls just a little. Still, there was an obscene sucking 
noise as he slipped free from her pussy. 

She felt tears of joy running down her cheeks as he drove his 
hard spike of cock back into her tight cunt. She thought for 
a moment he was tearing her apart again. 

“More! Give me more of that lovely cock!" 

He grunted as his hips snapped forward. He buried himself 
balls deep into her needy cunt and she was beginning to 
respond to his every movement. That was the way he liked 
it. Having a hot witch, lie under him like a log while he 
fucked away wasn't his idea of a good lay. He liked them to 
respond, to move with him, around him against him. Most of 
all, he liked to fuck his prick into a juicy, hot pussy. 

His sultry aunt certainly qualified on those grounds. Her 
cunt was literally sucking his jizz from his balls. He'd already 



tightened up into a hard, achingly tight sphere. His balls 
were churning and boiling, begging for another release. 

As they slapped against her ass, her cunt juices dribbled 
over the surface of the little bag. The tickly sensation was 
almost enough to make him lose his control and blast out his 
jism into her sucking hole. 

She was loving every moment of this fuck. The way his prick 
rubbed against her pussy walls thrilled her. The friction 
seemed to burn away her love juices enough to warm her. 
The warmth spread rapidly and started tiny fires blazing 
throughout her belly. When her loins were flaring brightly 
from the friction of his fucking, she found herself unable to 
merely lie there and let him fuck her. 

She had to move. 

Her hips began to drive downward as his cock raced up into 
her twat. She rotated her crotch in tiny circles to stimulate 
herself. With herclit being ground into his bush, even more 
intense feelings seeped into her body. No matter how she 
moved, it increased the sensations inside her. 

“My cunt's going to explode! Every time I move like this," 
and she showed him, “it drives me wild!" 

“It's doing a number on me, too," he told her. “You're making 
it damn near impossible for my poor little cock to keep 
going. I'm going to come any second if you keep that up." 

“Just so you keep it up!" 

“Merlin, I'm trying! I want to really fuck the hell out of your 
cunt!" 



Their bodies began to move together in an erotically 
planned move. She was moving clockwise. He moved in the 
other direction. Then he quickly reversed and used the 
motion to drive his prick a fraction of an inch farther up her 
juicy twat. 

The heat was threatening to char his cock to a burned nubb. 
But he knew that wasn't possible, not as long as her cunt 
was flooding their genitals with the oily love juices. He was 
slowly becoming totally submerged in his own pleasure. All 
that mattered to him was lasting, lasting so he could enjoy 
her hot cunt even more! 

He used his hands to lift himself up. It was an awkward move 
but he managed to raise his torso up so that he was 
pistoning into his aunt's twat and was able to look down into 
her eyes. 

Her blue eyes were barely visible behind half-closed lids. 

She was biting her lower lip in obvious ecstasy. And the way 
she was rolling her head from side to side told him that she 
was really getting off on him fucking her. 

Looking down at his crotch, he was pleased to see his fierce 
red, cock splitting the pink, fragile-looking pussy lips. He 
pulled back enough so that his cunt-juice-coated prick was 
just barely touching her cuntlips. The throbbing pole was 
poised like a battering ram. 

Instead of slamming himself all the way into her yearning 
cunt, he leaned forward a little bit. Just the head of his prick 
vanished up her pussy. He rotated his hips, corkscrewing 
himself into her soft, hot twat. She moaned as he entered 
her slowly. 


“Like this better than the hard and fast fucking?" 



"I love it all!” 


'Then how's this?” 

He used short, fast stokes designed to push her over the 
brink of orgasm in a hurry. He was burning up with the 
friction of the rapid fucking. Each stroke only went a few 
inches into her cunt. But she was clamping down harder and 
harder on his length. She was becoming more excited as he 
fucked. 

She let out a tiny, primal animal scream. Then she relaxed 
and lay back on the bed. Her eyes stayed half closed and 
her voice was weak and distant. 

"That was nice. It felt like a red hot poker jabbing into my 
guts. I never thought it would be this nice.” 

"Nice for a nice lady,” he said. 

"I'm not a nice lady. Not any longer. But I'm having a hell of 
a lot more fun!” 

He continued with the short, swift strokes of his prick. He 
was shoving her repeatedly over the edge of orgasm. But he 
was also burning away his own firn control. 

He didn't know how much longer he would be able to give 
his sexxy aunt this much fucking skill. His cock stiffened a 
bit wore. He could feel the added blood hammering into the 
very tip of his cock. He was going to blow his wad any 
second and spew his jism into her thirsty twat. 

"Do more to my poor little clit,” she begged. ”1 want to feel it 
getting all itchy again!” 



He leaned forward and began driving himself deeper into 
her cunt. Only in this way could he begin to touch her clit. 
This wasn't going to work. He was sure he was fucking into a 
vacuum cleaner. Never had he felt such suction at the very 
end of his prick. She was literally trying to suck his guts out 
the pin-prick hole at the end of his cock. 

“Gotta... something else!" he panted. The sweat was 
running down his face and blurring his vision. He could see 
her lust-glazed eyes but they weren't focusing any longer. 
He didn't even know if she was aware of what she was 
saying. 

She was totally lost in the wonderland of lust. 

He was giving her the best fuck a witch ever received from 
any wizard. And he wasn't doing too badly himself in return. 

She seemed to respond like any other witch he usually liked 
to fuck. He could feel the muscles straining all around his 
cock. She was giving him the best hole to fuck any wizard 
had ever gotten. 

“Gonna speed it up. Have to, have toooo!" 

His hips began working deeper, more powerfully. The rapid 
strokes had almost burned the flesh from his fuck stick. Now 
he had to bathe his prick in the healing juices of her cunt. 
And he did. 

Every time he sank balls deep into her, he paused for a 
moment. He reveled in the warmth and tightness 
surrounding him. Female flesh, firm cunt walls, and all his! 

Soon his hips exploded in a frenzy of action. He was a 
human piston driving fiercely into the yielding witch's cunt. 



She seemed to be milking him of his jism. Her every move 
was contrived to rob him of his control. 

With a loud shout, he fucked as hard as his muscular body 
permitted and let his prick erupt. He fountained his sticky 
white cum into her eagerly awaiting cunt. 

She drank his jizz and sucked hard at his prick for more. His 
aunt's cunt was bottomless. As the hot jizz hit her pussy 
walls, she came. 

And clamped down even harder around his cock. He'd 
thought she was tight before. Now she punished him. 

But it was sweet agony. He could live like this forever! He 
wanted to split her apart all the way to the chin. He had to 
sink his cock as far up her cunt as he could. 

His hips became white blurs in the bluefire light. And then 
he'd pumped the last drop of his jism into her cunt. His cock 
slipped from her pussy, exhausted and limp. 

“Damn, but you fuck like a veteran." 

“A veteran of the 70's sexual revolution, huh?" she asked, 
grinning up at him. 

“Was there something like that?" 

“Oh, yeah... the wizarding world never knew what hit her." 

She looked into his green eyes and sighed. Those sure were 
some very intense times. Fucking all day and night 
sometimes. And never stop. Those times were the best times 
of her life. Fucking was everything to her... it was super! 



And now she wanted to be like that again. Slutty Cissy was 
back and Harry was here to help her to really come back. 

But... for the moment, Harry's cock was limp. No worries. If 
he was like his father, he would be back really soon and 
fucking her cunt until she dropped. But until then, a swim in 
the Malfoy's pool would do wonders for them both. 

“Let's take a swim..." she suggested... 

... 55 ... 55 ... 55 ... 

The Malfoy's pool was a wonder. It was more like a cave lake 
deep under the manor. A dark passage lit by blue fire 
torches took them there and even if this was not the first 
time Harry has been here, he was still wondering how it was 
built by one of the Malfoy's ancestors. There were something 
on the bottom of the lake, lighting the entire water surface, 
giving the entire cave a deep blue hue. And then there was 
that splendid waterfall. What could he say. Magic was 
wonderful. 

Naked, both of them went there and when Cissy was on the 
edge of the lake, from a stone ramp, she executed a clean 
dive and cut the water with only a slight splash. The chill 
water took her breath away. But she stroked for the bottom 
of the shallow cave lake, scrapping her tits along the smooth 
stone at the edge of the waterfall. 

5urfacing, she sputtered and tossed her head to shake her 
blonde hair from her eyes. “Cold! 1..." 

Harry had entered the water with less flair but more skill. 
5wimming under the surface, he managed to find one of her 
slender legs. He grabbed it and pulled her under. 


They both laughed when she broke the surface again. 



“Damn you! I'm going to get you good for doing that!" 
“Come on," he urged. 

She easily caught him but found hanging on was harder 
than she'd thought it would be. He was slippery, his naked 
skin oily slick. But that didn't matter. They were too happy 
frolicking in the water like a pair of teenagers. 

And before Cissy realized it, she was reaching under the 
water to grab Harry's balls only to find a long, hard handle. 
He had a splendid boner. Using his cock to guide him she 
pulled and nudged until he was in position. 

She floated in the water, her legs on either side of his body. 
Bobbing up and down, he let her gently drop down on the 
tip of his prick. She wasn't exactly fucking herself but she 
was tormenting the hell out of herself. 

“That feels great!" 

“Says you. You're just begging me to fuck you again, aren't 
you?" 

“YES!" 

“Okay, auntie, you asked for it. Here's your introduction to 
water sports." 

“But isn't that..." 

“Yeah, just kidding. Maybe I should have said here's your 
introduction to really fucking. It's unlike anything you've 
ever tried before. The water holds you up and you float 
almost weightless. Next best thing to fucking in free fall." 


“So you're an expert?" she giggled like a school girl. 



“I should be. I had very good teachers at Hogwarts...” 


“Mmmmm... I sure would like to meet this teachers of 
yours... but now... just teach me what you've learned!" 

His eyes drank in her beauty as if for the first time. The way 
her tits bounced and seemed to float on the surface made 
him think they were two snowy white, lovely melons. But no 
melon ever had the hard nipple lasciviously pointing directly 
at him. She was turned on by all their little playing around. 

Now she was ready to fuck. 

His auntie sure was a nympho when she let herself go. 

Simply fucking her had given her an insatiable appetite for 
sex. And when the plug was pulled on her sexuality, she 
couldn't get enough cock. She'd fuck like a rabbit for hours 
on end. His mother and aunt Bella sure knew what they were 
talking when they told him about how aunt Cissy was. She 
sure could go on all night long, fucking and sucking. 

"Feels good, doesn't it?" 

"Feels like I want all your cock in me. Not just the very tip, 
but every damn inch of your prick!" 

"You sure speak dirty for a lady..." he grinned. That seemed 
to excite his aunt more than anything else. He decided to 
press it and get her really hot to fuck. "Tell me exactly what 
you want or I won't do it." 

"I... I want your cock. Your lovely prick. I want it all and I 
want it fucking into my cunt. My poor little twat! It's so 
hungry for your cock!" 

Her tits rose and fell heavily in the water. He guessed she 
was really starting to churn inside. The words were working 



their magic on her cunt juices would be flooding her snatch, 
only to be washed away by the swift flow of the lake water. 

He kicked his feet off the bottom of the lake and floated 
upward. His cock was already resting just inside her pinkly 
scalloped, fragile cunt lips. As he buoyed up, he penetrated 
her and went surging into her cunt. It took him by surprise. 
He'd been ready for tight, clutching sheath of female cunt, 
but this! 

She was crushing down all around him. He felt as if he'd 
fucked into a blast furnace. Or a vise. He was being 
squeezed and heated by her pussy in a way no other witch 
had ever shown him. 

“You're a demon, that's what you are," he told her. 

“Why? Because I'm so willing to spread my lovely legs for 
you?" 

“Nope. You are so lovely and horny and sexxy and kinky. 
Maybe you just needed a good fuck to remember what you 
were like. Maybe some slutty demon got his hands on you 
and took you over. Merlin, the way you're clamped all down 
on me!" 

“And maybe a demon took you over and gave you a prick 
transplant. I didn't think cocks grew as big as yours." 

“Your tender cultivation did it. Hell, you could give a bronze 
statue a hard-on, auntie!" 

She wiggled her ass just enough to twist around his cock. He 
groaned and almost drowned. He had simply leaned back, 
letting the water support his weight. Her sudden movement 
had pushed him under. 



'That'll teach you!" she grinned. 


But she was busy paddling to stay on top of the water. 
Although it wasn't deep, the water gave her a feeling of total 
freedom. She was cast off from the bonds of gravity. There 
was nothing more she could ask for in the entire world than 
what she had. 

No weight and a rigid, steely hard prick rammed all the way 
up her twat. 

"Did you ever studied geology?" 

"No... what's that?" 

"It's the study of stones. But your dick is so stony but alive. 
The way it quivers and jerks in me is driving me wild with 
lust. I don't know if I can take much more of it without 
coming." 

"So go on," he told his aunt. "Do whatever turns you on the 
most. Fucking covers a hell of a lot of territory." 

He was almost sorry he told her to use her imagination. She 
let her legs drift up and then she started paddling around in 
circles. She was literally screwing herself. While he was 
stationary in the water, she pushed herself in circles, the 
center being his prick shoved all the way up her cunt. 

The friction on his cock warmed him. His balls began boiling 
and lurching in their hairy sac. He knew she was working her 
magic on him again. Her approach to fucking, were turn-ons 
for him. Also, knowing this was excitingly new and different 
for her added to his own thrill. 

"This is fun!" she cried. "And I love the way your cock is 
shaking inside my twat. Am I exciting you a lot?" 



“A whole lot,” he assured her. "You're burning my cock off 
with that water acrobatics deal of yours. Where did learned 
that?” 

"Wouldn't you like to know!” she grinned, and every move 
she made was adding to her own excitement and she hadn't 
heard any complaints from her nephew, either. She was 
giving as well as receiving. 

"Let's really get it on. I want to feel your cock really drilling 
deep into my cunt.” 

He was filling her to overflowing. Her body was beginning to 
ache with need. The hollow feeling had fled when she vee'd 
herself around his body and took his cock all the way up her 
cunt. But it had been replaced with a different feeling. 

Hunger. 

She was sexually hungry for another good fucking. The other 
ones she'd gotten were like an appetizer. Now she wanted 
the main course. The fucking! Those had been worth 
anything. Her own cunt juices mingling whit his hot cream 
deep inside her. The feel of that prick reaming her out was 
what she was after again, though. 

Pleasure! Sheer pleasure! That was where it was at. That was 
all she lived for now! How had she missed out on this joy for 
so long! 

She settled her legs on both sides of her nephew's body 
again. Holding him in the scissors hold was good enough for 
the moment. His cock was firmly lodged in her pussy. That 
was where it belonged. She didn't want it out in the cold 
water too much. Having it go limp on her would be 
humiliating. 



Almost a defeat. She'd keep him hard and willing to fuck her 
silly! 

"Come on, Harry. Fuck me good." 

"Let me get my feet braced on the rock. I need a little 
leverage to do this tight." 

She felt his body moving, then stop. When he began a 
gentle rocking motion, she rode with it. The water lapped 
around her tits making them float and bounce. Then she 
realized he was pulling out of her cunt as she drifted 
upwards. 

When the water released its hold on her and she went back 
down into the tough created, his prick reentered her cunt. 

He was using the wave motion to give her a nice, gentle 
screwing. It was so gentle she was barely aware of the effect 
it was having on her until she realized how great the sexual 
tension in her belly was. 

Her tits were being stimulated. The water was caressing 
them, making the nipples feel even harder and more 
aroused than ever. The motion of the cool water across her 
snatch was also giving her subtle stimulation. It tickled and 
fondled her cuntlips. Even washing through her pussy 
mound was a tiny jolt of joy. 

The thick spike of his cock slowly entering and leaving her 
twat lit fires she thought were still slumbering. The embers 
of the other fucks came back to life. Gently touching her 
own walls, his prick was stoking the flames of her lust. 

She gasped every time he shot all the way up into her cunt. 
Her juices billowed out into the water, swept away. The 
normal lubrication she had come to expect was gone. His 



cock was rubbing her raw. But the friction was so intense she 
couldn't really complain. That seemed to be the thing that 
got her most excited. 

She hurriedly changed her mind when he brushed across her 
clit with his fingertips. That was her trigger. He was playing 
her like a stringed instrument. She was as taut as a string 
waiting to be plucked. 

"Do it to me! Do it tome good!" 

"Do what?" He wanted her to voice the words she found so 
titillating. He wanted to hear her lady like lips forming those 
forbidden words. 

"I want you to fuck me, damn you! I want to feel that damn 
prick of yours all the way up my tight little cunt!" 

She was gasping as she said the words. A tight fist clutched 
fiercely on her chest, squeezing the breath from her lungs. 
She came. Her entire body convulsed and lifted her upwards 
out of the water. 

And when she smashed back down into the water, a steely 
hard prick shot all the way into her cunt. Her orgasm was 
prolonged until she thought she was going to lose her mind. 
The world spun crazily around her. She couldn't focus her 
eyes. Her tits heaved up and down, bobbing wildly. 

And then she was tired. Exhausted. Completely drained 
emotionally. 

Her nephew was still avidly fucking her, though. His prick 
was stiff and quivering in lust. The thought that she could 
make him go to such lengths got her hot all over again. 



“Keep fucking," she begged. “I love it! I can't live without 
that sweet prick of yours screwing me deep up the pussy!" 

Just as he rammed himself balls deep up her twat, he 
slipped. Clutching wildly, he grabbed a handful of titflesh. 
But that wasn't enough to let him keep his balance. He went 
rolling over in the water, taking her with him. 

They both came up, sputtering and laughing. 

“I didn't expect that," he said. 

“And I didn't expect you to give up. Fuck me, damn you, and 
do it quick!" 

“Bitch!" 

“Yours. Now fuck me!" 

He laughed again. This sure was more fun than he'd had 
expected to be with his prim and proper lady Malfoy. And the 
spice of fucking in the water was a bonus for him. Having 
Cissy enjoy it as much as he was added to the entire thing. 

He began massaging her tits. Her flesh was flushed but cold 
from the chilly water. He stroked from the very base of her 
thick tits to the pointy tip of her nipples. She closed her eyes 
and arched her back to shove her boobs harder into his 
hands. 

The marble white flesh was flawless. He could fondle those 
boobs all night long and never tire. Most of all, he loved 
watching the nipples pulse and throb. 

That was as good an indicator of how turned on she was as 
anything he'd ever found. 



“Like this, don't you?" 

“Ummmm, yeah, love it. It's so niiice!'' 

Feeling her butt rubbing into his groin was nice, too. His 
hairy thighs were pressing firmly into his aunt's upturned 
ass as he drove his cock in and out of her twat. This water 
fucking had a lot to recommend it. Lazy, it didn't require a 
lot of exertion to do. He could drift up and down on the 
waves and let that motion send his hips forward and back. 

It was almost like fucking in the middle of a waterbed. 

Only he found this a lot better. 

His aunt would have agreed, if she'd ever screwed on a 
waterbed. 

“1... I feel myself building up to it! Ungh! I... aaaaieeee!'' 

He felt her thrashing around in the water as she came. And 
this time, her violent motions and the convulsions of her 
already tight cunt trapped him. He felt his balls give a lurch, 
then the slow tide of his jism heated the entire length of his 
prick. 

Spewing out another load of his come, he whitewashed the 
walls of her pussy. Somewhere in the middle of the fucking, 
he twisted away and sent gobs of his sperm and semen 
billowing into the water. The white jizz formed tiny strings 
and floated away with the current. 

Cissy laughed and said, “What waste that could have gone 
in a lot better place." 

“Don't look now, auntie, but what I put in is already leaking 
out!" 



She turned in the water and saw the steady stream of jizz 
oozing from her snatch. But she didn't care. The physical 
thrill was what counted. 

And she had really been turned on. What else could there be 
to fucking? 

Cissy pulled the slippery body of her nephew close to her 
and whispered in his ear, “That was fun! I wish we could do 
it again!" 

His hands were roaming all over her ass. The smooth flesh 
was marred only by the goosebumps. The cold water was 
having its effect, even on a hot chick like her. 

“You feel so damned good, I think we might be able to work 
something out in a few minutes." He looked at his limp cock. 
There was no way he was going to get an erection back 
sooner than that. She'd drained him good. 

“Spoil sport," she said, breaking away. Paddling for the rocks 
on the edge of the cave lake, she pulled herself out of the 
water. 

He felt his limp prick give a convulsive twitch. Just the sight 
of his aunt was enough to make him want to fuck her again. 
She was pale white gleaming in the blue light emanating 
from below the water surface. The water made her body 
appear to be coated entirely in oil. It reflected back a 
shining silver color but there was no mistaking the lovely 
skin for anything but a flawless witch. 

She shook like a dog, her ass wiggling for a second. Water 
flew in all directions. Then she turned around and sat on the 
rock edge from where she jump earlier. This time, he felt 
excited blood pounding back into his cock. The sight was 
just too erotic for him not to respond instantly. 



Her legs were slightly parted. He got a clear look at her cunt. 
The blond fur was dotted with sparkling droplets of water. 
Her trim waist flowed upwards and out into a pair of the 
most delicious looking knockers he could ever remember 
seeing. 

Sitting on top of her firm, high placed tits were the bright 
red nubbins of her nipples. They were still erect and jutting 
out in a wanton invitation to be sucked into his mouth. 

He couldn't resist that. No one could. 

He made his way over to her and positioned himself 
between her legs. His hand reached out and gently stroked 
over the wet bush. 

"You're gorgeous and you know it, don't you?" 

"Yes, but tell me again." 

"I want to fuck you again. I want to feel your cunt all around 
me in the worst way possible." 

Cissy smiled a little and lay back on the rock. "Come on up 
and join me, then. I'm ready for you. And... and I want that 
fantastic prick of yours fucking the shit out of me, too!" 

He laughed. He still marveled at the change in his aunt... 
from that prim and proper Lady Malfoy to this slutty hot and 
sexxy witch. She just needed a push. After that, she couldn't 
get enough cock. 

Harry couldn't give her enough. He felt his prick beginning 
to stir into full, fucking life again. It was hurting him 
something fierce, that cock. The cold water had assaulted 
his balls and robbed him of one hard-on. 



He'd loved every second of it when he fucked her. He loved 
to fuck a cunt so tight and clinging. It made his cock feel as 
if it had been shoved into a seething hot furnace. Fucking 
her was one of the nicest things that had ever occurred to 
him. 

“No," he told her. “I want to fuck you again. But not up the 
cunt." 

“You want me to suck you off?" she said eagerly. She licked 
her ruby lips, the tongue making a wet, pink-tipped trip 
around her mouth. 

“No. I want to fuck that lovely ass of yours." 

The words exploded like a bomb in her head. He didn't want 
to fuck her like he had before. He wanted to ram that huge 
prick all the way up her asshole! 

She couldn't let him do that! 

“I... I don't know, Harry. I never done that before..." 

“Maybe I can change your mind..." 

His hands were stroking up and down the insides of her legs 
The soft flesh flowed like satin under his fingers. He slowly 
traced almost up to her cunt, then raced back to her knee, 
only to repeat this teasing, slow approach to her twat again. 

His technique was working. She was breathing harder. Her 
tits rose and fell in a seductive manner. He couldn't take his 
eyes off the way the nipples bounced around. The slight 
swaying made his prick even stiffen 


“You're to big!" 



“Other's took it." 


“Who?" 

“Well... my girlfriend for starters..." 

The sexxy aunt was afraid her nephew's huge girth would rip 
her apart. And the very thought of him actually fucking her 
there made her shiver. She was so confused. The way his 
hand felt on her leg, threatening to dip into her still juicy 
cunt, made her sexually alive. But the thought of having him 
reaming out her ass was a complete unknown to her. 

To take that cock up her asshole? She couldn't bring herself 
to agree to go that far. She had to draw the line somewhere 
or her raging emotions wouldn't let her rest until she'd done 
everything, no matter how obscene or perverted. 

“I can't, Harry. Really. Just, ummmmm, ooooh! Just keep 
stroking up and down on my leg. It feels so good!" 

“I can make you feel good all over. Let me butt fuck you." 

“No, ummm, oh nooo!" But she felt her resistance 
weakening. His hands were driving her insane with renewed 
lust. Her gut was shaking. She had to have his prick fucking 
her. Up her cunt, in her mouth, even into her asshole it 
didn't matter. 

She had to have her nephew's cock. 

“You mean yes, don't you? I can tell." 

She softly moaned as his fingers penetrated her pussy lips 
and urged into her cunt. The sudden entry sent electric jolts 
thrilling through her body. It was so good being this close to 



him. He knew how to fuck her. He could make her feel better 
than she'd ever felt before in her whole life. 

"Umn, I don't know. Your to big, Harry. But your fingers! 
They're so nice!" 

His fingers worked against the folds of her cuntlips until she 
was no longer able to speak. Only incoherent groans of 
pleasure gushed from her mouth. He stroked back and forth 
along her pussy lips until they were entirely coated with her 
thick inner oils. 

His intent was immediately apparent to his aunt when she 
felt his fingers working down past her cunt hole and towards 
her ass. The cunt juice slickened fingers reached between 
her asscheeks and sought her anus. 

She screamed when he touched the tightly clenched little 
muscle. 

She came with the power of an atomic bomb exploding. It 
was entirely unexpected. Never had his aunt gotten off in 
such a way. 

"You liked that, didn't you?" she heard his voice. Her 
temples were pounding with the rushing blood. She could 
barely make out his words over the passionate roar in her 
ears. 

"Yes, oh, dammit, yes! I liked it! I liked it!" 

She lifted her ass off the hard rock when the probing finger 
began smearing the thick cunt juices all around her anus. 
The anal sphincter tightened. She couldn't help herself. She 
was uptight and nervous about letting even a single finger 
up her asshole. 



The prodding of the middle finger against that wall of 
muscle was insistent. He managed to finally relax the 
muscle enough to get up her shit chute. It felt as if a red hot 
poker had been thrust into her guts. 

She couldn't stand it any longer. In a voice that wasn't hers, 
she cried out, “Go on. Fuck my sweet ass! I want your 
fucking cock fucking me up the asshole!" 

Strong hands rolled her over onto her belly. Her nipples 
rubbed harshly against the rock, scraping and hurting. 
Somehow, the pain heightened her senses. She became 
totally aware of her body. The lightest touch became sheer 
magic. She could hardly wait for his cock to enter her back 
door and sail all the way up, fucking her with all the speed 
and gusto he used on her cunt. 

“I love the way that ass of yours curves," he told her. His 
hands worked over the smooth lines, stroking, fondling, 
touching. Each feathery touch lighted new fires inside her 
belly. She was shaking with anticipation by the time she felt 
his prick begin poking between her asscheeks. 

The thick cylinder of his cock came slowly. He wasn't in any 
hurry to shove himself all the way up into her ass. This was 
just as exciting as anything they'd done together and he 
wanted to prolong it. 

The delightful feel of her meaty ass on both sides of his prick 
warmed him, made him know exactly how much she wanted 
him. By the time his purpled cockhead touched her asshole, 
he was fully erect and throbbingly hard. 

“Merlin, that's it! That's where you have to fuck me!" she 
sobbed. 



“I will, I will!” he gasped. The nephew hadn't realized what 
he was getting into. This was one hell of a hot witch. She 
could fuck like a rabbit, sure. But to actually beg him to 
cornhole her was something he had, never come across 
before. He had turned her into a raving sex maniac. 

Now he had to satisfy that lust. He knew only one way to do 
it. Actually bugger the living shit out of her. 

The tight anal sphincter muscle was clamped tight again, 
but it was still, drenched with her cunt juices. He had 
lubricated the spot well. He leaned forward over his aunt's 
back and exerted pressure on her. His cock pressed harder 
and harder into her anus. 

He felt the ring of muscle giving up. When the plum-tipped 
glans of his prick was buried inside her hot flesh, he paused. 
He was covered with sweat. This was taking more out of him 
than he'd thought. His pulse was racing and the erotic 
messages arrowing down his cock and into his balls told him 
this was going to be a butt-fucking to remember. 

"In! I want you all the way in! Fuck my poor little ass! I want 
to feel you moving inside my asshole!” 

His hips levered forward and his cock shot up her back 
passage. The sudden heat and clutching flesh all around his 
cock took his breath away. She was crushing his prick with a 
force he hadn't believed possible. 

And not only was her ass smashing him flat, she was 
threatening to bum him off. Her ass was so flaming hot, he 
could barely stand it. He was totally surrounded by clutching 
hot, seething tight witch. 

"Merlin, I never thought it'd be this goooad! You fill me 
uuuuuuup!” 



And his aunt wasn't exaggerating at all. She felt as if her 
guts were filled to overflowing with the plug of his prick. The 
lusty cock was pulsing hotly in the small channel up her 
back. Every single twitch was felt. It echoed along her spine 
and jarred her brain. 

This was even better than she'd thought it would be. Why 
had she ever thought butt-fucking was wrong? Like getting 
that delicious cock all the way up her cunt, this was good! 

Not good, great! 

She had to have more! 

Her ass began wiggling back and forth. She managed to pull 
him a little deeper into her ass. She could feel his balls wetly 
smacking against her cuntlips. The wiry feeling of the hairy 
bag banging into her frothing lips made her even more 
excited. 

“Fuck my ass hard! Hard, damn you, all the way up and 
hard!" 

“Okay. You asked for it and now you're gonna get it!" 

He had managed to get a little control back. For a horrible 
second, he had thought she was going to pull his jizz from 
his prick. Now that he had settled himself down, he could 
fuck her ass all she wanted. 

He slid back until only the head of his prick was left inside 
the tight ring of her anus. Then he slipped back into her 
rectum. His cock was dancing in lust. It wanted to bolt and 
run like a race horse. He held back. There would be plenty of 
time for all-out, hell-bent fucking. Now he simply wanted to 
luxuriate in the warmth and tightness of this sweet ass. 



'That's it. That's what I want. Oh, dear Merlin, your cock 
feels so good. So damned fuckin' gooooood!" 

When his hairy thighs rubbed against her rounded bottom, 
he reached around his aunt's body and found her dangling 
tits. With a quick motion, he made like he was milking them. 

This caused her to come. All the blood was pulled down into 
the hard points of her nipples. The throbbing made her 
boobs feel like they would explode into a million pieces. 

Most of all, her body was craving more and more stimulation. 
This was exactly what it took for her to get off. The orgasm 
wasn't too big and didn't last long, but it promised better 
things to come. 

Her nephew almost lost his wad. The sudden convulsive 
grabbing of her hot flesh all around his prick had surprised 
him. He rode out the storm winds of her passion, then began 
fucking her ass. This time his strong strokes were a little 
faster. 

Hands filled with succulent tit flesh and his cock surrounded 
by clinging hot ass, he was in a carnal paradise. His mind 
was wiped clean of everything except fucking the living hell 
out of this foxy chick. 

"More! Faster and more! I need you!" 

Her words spurred him on. His cock flashed back and forth 
into her ass. He felt like he was being seared off so intense 
was the heat seething from his aunt's butt. 

But this only made him more aroused, more determined to 
give her the best he could deliver. His balls had tightened 
up into a hard sphere. The nuts churning inside pained him. 



He was going to have to get off and quick or go out of his 
mind. 


Fucking faster, he started twisting just a little. 

The corkscrewing action pulled him even deeper into, his 
aunt's ass. Her soft, flesh asscheeks were turning slippery 
from the sweat off their bodies. His legs ground into her rear 
and stimulated both of them to even higher levels of 
arousal. 

Her tits pulsed wildly under his fingers. Taking one pebble- 
hard nipple between thumb and forefinger, he felt it growing 
stiffen The nipple felt as if it would explode at any instant. 

He pushed it down into the soft marshmallowy flesh of her 
boob. 

She shrieked and he felt hot come again. Her asshole felt 
like a noose tightening around his cock. He was sure she was 
going to rip him out by the roots as her body gyrated wildly, 
caught up in the powerful sexual release of her climax. 

“Gotta go faster," he muttered. “Just gotta really butt-fuck 
you. Coming too soon! Merlin, you're so fucking tight, you're 
makin' me come too soon!" 

His hips blurred, as they fucked into his aunt's ass. He was 
sheathing himself all the way into her clutching asshole. He 
rammed in harder, faster. He had to shove his cock all the 
way into her. 

She came again. This time, he couldn't hold back any longer. 
She was shoving her ass into his groin. Grinding it in, 
whirling it around, she was doing her damnedest to get him 
off. 



The white flood of his jism splattered into asshole. He 
whitewashed her rectum while pumping furiously in and out. 

He gave her the sexiest enema she'd ever received. 

Together, locked cock-up-asshole, they rocked through a 
mutual orgasm. Never had his aunt felt anything this 
intense, this intimate, this sexy. Her entire body was one 
giant nerve ending. And that monster cock stimulated her to 
the point of losing her mind. 

As they came down from their sexual high, she limply fell 
forward. The rock was hot under her naked body but she 
didn't care. Her asshole burned as if a flaming arrow had 
been shot into it. But she felt all warm and contented inside. 

That was what counted, the way she felt inside. How could 
she have ever thought getting her ass fucked was a no-no? 

It was as much fun in its own way as regular fucking or 
sucking someone off. 

She heard his voice, as if in the distance, saying, “Enough? 
Or do you want to try it one more time?" 

The way she rolled over and embraced him gave her nephew 
the answer. He wasn't going to escape her clutches until she 
was totally exhausted. 

And it was only two o'clock. 

...SS...SS...SS... 

“So... another round?" came Harry's soft voice when they 
came back into her bedroom. 

“Oh yeah... so why not climb in bed with me and slip that 
cock of yours into something hot!" 



“Best invitation I've had all night." With that, he quickly 
worked his body down onto the bed and under the 
bedcovers where she was already. Just the feel of his body 
rubbing against hers was exciting her. She had to have his 
cock now. 

"Ummm, you're all soft and nice. I like that." His hands 
clamped firmly on her tits as he scooted himself into position 
beside her on the bed. 

"Merlin, you don't know how much I want you again! My 
poor cunt hasn't been the same since you fucked me the 
first time. Do it again! Stuff that prick of yours all the way up 
my twat!" 

"Such foul language from such a prim and proper lady," he 
chided. He wanted to goad her into saying more. He knew 
how she got off on the words. 

"Fuck the hell out of me, you lousy motherfucker! I want 
this, damn you, not your talk!" She gripped his prick and 
wrapped her fingers around it. She pulled him powerfully 
toward her snatch. 

He silenced her with a crushing kiss on her lips. She 
stiffened at the wet feel on her lips, then relaxed. She didn't 
want to fall back into her old behavior patterns. She'd 
outrun the Lady Malfoy personality as soon as she'd felt how 
good it was to have a real wizard using his cock on her juicy, 
tight cunt. 

Her lips parted enough to allow his tongue to rush into her 
mouth. There, his tongue tangled erotically with hers. She 
returned the deep kiss as best she could. Her tongue stroked 
across the sides of his, rubbing, fondling, stimulating until 
they were both gasping for breath. 



His hot breath caressed her cheek as he panted, “Merlin, 
you're hornier than if you'd been locked up for a thousand 
years without a man." 

“I've got to catch up... what can I say." 

She pulled his hand to hertwat. She sighed when he 
pressed down on her pubic bone. Deep inside, she could feel 
her already tight cunt narrowing due to his hand. When his 
finger invaded her pussy, she moaned soft and low. This was 
living. Her nephew knew all the right things to do to her and 
he was doing them! 

“That's nice, isn't it? How does this feel?" 

His finger worked around her clit. She came. The light touch 
was all she needed to get off in a big way. Her nephew's 
weight pressed even more firmly down on her now as he 
jockeyed for a better position. She let her legs drift open to 
hint. 

It took a little bit of acrobatic skill to properly position his 
cock in the exact spot she wanted it, but she kept moving 
until everything was perfect. 

He wasn't inside her yet. That would come in a bit. Right 
now he was lavishing kisses all over her face and lips and 
throat. Her nephew's tongue lightly touched the hollow at 
the base of her throat before working up to her jaw and back 
to her ear. His tongue shot out, cock-hard, into the tiny 
cavity it found. 

She gasped. The hot breath was making the already 
sensitive flesh even more responsive to his every touch. 
When that tongue lashed out and into her ear, she had to 
respond. Arching her back, she lifted both their weights 
upward. The way they were under the bedcover kept her 



from turning over. She was pinned under him. She had to 
take whatever he dished out. 


And his aunt loved every second of that tongue lashing. 

She managed to lift her legs on either side of his trim body 
under the bedcover/blanket. Raising her knees as much as 
possible, she was able to get her ass off the ground enough 
to cause his prick to nudge into her cuntlips. 

She was already frothing over with her thick inner 
lubricating oils. Her cunt was hungering for cock. She had to 
have him. Everything he did to her was stimulating, 
exciting, arousing. And she had to have more. His huge prick 
splitting her apart was all that was left. 

The forty years old aunt had to have her nephew fucking her 
so hard he threatened to split her apart all the way up to her 
chin. She was begging for it, her cunt demanded it. She was 
going to get it. 

She got it. 

His cockhead parted her labia and paused for a second just 
inside the humid chamber of her pussy. Then like a rocket 
sled on rails, he shot all the way into her belly. The friction of 
his cock against her softly folded cunt walls almost tipped 
her mind loose from sanity. 

Her entire body came alive, more alive than it ever had been 
before. She groaned and managed, to gasp out, “Fuck me 
good, damn you! That's what I want. Your cock, your lovely 
fucking cock all the way up my twat!" 

“And you've got it. Merlin, but you're squeezing down harder 
now than you did earlier. Shit, auntie, your hotter then a 
firecracker. You're gonna rip my cock out by the roots!" 



She could barely hear him. Her head was too twisted up by 
the wonderful sensations smashing into her body. The 
warmth of his twitching cock testing in her twat was filling 
her belly. The friction of the fucking was burning hot in her 
cunt and spreading throughout her hips and pelvis. Her 
nephew's weight crushing her down into the soft mattress 
mashed her tits flat. 

The tiny nipples were poking holes in his chest. They had to 
be. They were hard and jabbing into her chest. Excited blood 
pounded fiercely into her tits. She was positive those creamy 
globes of tit flesh would explode like overinflated balloons. 
But she was happy. He was fucking her. She had that long 
cock all to herself again. She had the best thing and knew it. 
She had all the hard, fucking-stiff cock she could handle. 

And it was driving hard all the way up into her belly at that 
instant. 

She couldn't have asked for more. 

She was thrashing about in her ecstasy. Hips lifted off the 
ground in a vain attempt to get even more of his prick up 
her cunt. Her legs wrapped around his upper thighs. Her feet 
rested on the backs of her nephew's calves. She began 
rubbing the instep of her foot against his legs, spurring him 
on. 

The effort was wasted. He didn't need to be urged to fuck 
her harder. Her cunt was giving him one damn good loving. 

Totally surrounded by the hot flesh of her twat, he drove in 
and out with powerful strokes. The flesh clawed and grabbed 
at him in a way that turned him on. Every single inch up and 
down her cunt clutched at him, willing him to stay buried 
balls deep. 



His body told him to move, to stroke, to give her the fucking 
of her young life. Her cunt tried to imprison him. It took all 
the power locked up in his hips to pull free from her 
manhole. There was a lewd smacking noise as he broke the 
immense vacuum she was building up inside. That sound 
seemed to turn her into a sex-starved maniac. 

Her fingers clawed at his back, leaving bloody tracks. Her 
hips wiggled and shoved down around his cock in wanton 
invitation for him to fuck her even harder than he was doing. 
And her legs tried to pull him powerfully into her cunt. Her 
entire body had transformed into one giant raw nerve 
begging for all the cock he could give. 

“I can't stand it any longer, love. I gotta really fuck you now. 
My cock's going to pop if I don't. You've made my balls feel 
like a damn pressure cooker." 

He slammed powerfully into her. His crotch ground forcefully 
into hers. Her fresh cut cunt bush mingled with his as his 
hips rotated. He tried to drive the spike of his cock as deep 
into her willing cunt as possible. Not satisfied, he shoved 
down with his knees and lifted her off her ass using only the 
cock buried inside her cunt. 

She screamed and came. He'd penetrated her tight cunt as 
deeply as any man ever could. His cock had bounced off the 
softly padded neck of her deeply hidden cervix. 

"Aaaaieeeee! It... it's alive inside me! Your cock, it's like 
snake in me!" 

Her entire body shivered and shook with orgasm. He held on 
to her, his hands under her armpits, palms resting on the 
tops of his shoulders. This was the only way he could get 
enough leverage to drive his cock all the way up into her 
juicy, tight, hot cunt. 



The bed cover kept his ass from going too far up into the air. 
He had to use every available trick to keep himself inside 
her slippery pussy and to give them both the maximum 
pleasure from the fucking. 

“Fuck me harder," she moaned over and over. “Fuck me 
good!" 

He was certain she was totally lost in lust. Her eyes were 
closed and the mask of fucking had settled over her face. 
She was lost to everything but his cock reaming out her 
cunt. He kept his body low iunderthe bedcover to make 
certain his hairless chest was stimulating her boobs. 

She gasped as he drove forward again. Their bodies were 
drenched with sweat. This lubricated their skin enough to let 
him slide across her tits. His chest pulled and stimulated her 
nipples. Her marshmallowy tits had been crushed flat since 
the fucking began but had been pushing her passions to 
ever higher levels by the motion against her rock-hard 
nipples. 

This was all it took to get her off again. She sobbed, 
whimpered a little and then screeched out her lust. 

His hot breath came into her face as he strained to fuck her 
even harder. Dimly, she appreciated this. But she was too 
lost in her own emotions to really do much about it. She felt 
his prick sailing in and out of her cunt. Trying to grip his 
cock with her stomach muscles had failed. 

Her own body had betrayed her. The flood of her cunt juices 
had made his prick simply too slick to hang on to for long. 
But she didn't stop trying. She was able to feel every 
contour of his cock when it was in her twat. 



The big blue vein an the top pulsed and throbbed with life. 
The wrinkly skin rubbing her soft pussy walls as he pulled 
out made her feel as if he were pulling her guts out of her 
cunt hole with every downward stroke. 

She loved it. She climaxed again. 

This time, her entire cunt convulsively smashed down on her 
nephew's buried cock. He couldn't even free himself from 
the powerful contractions until her come had passed... 

The squeezing on his cock was the last straw. It was all he 
needed, for his balls to erupt like a volcano. His white jism 
blew into her cunt and whitewashed her cunt walls... 

Then his lips met hers and their tongues started to duel and 
his prick again was moving in the flooded cave he was in... 


Chapter 62 - Fun in the girls shower 

The gym at Hogwarts was in the old prefects bathroom that 
was in use about two hundred years ago. It hasn't been used 
until about twenty years ago when it was found accidentally 
by some students that went exploring in the middle of the 
night. At first it was just some transfigured dumbbells put 
head to toe and something like that. But in time, very much 
thanks to a muggle born who's muggle parents own a sports 
center, the gym became what it is now. In time, everyone 
that was using the gym has contributed in some way. Big or 
small. This days we had so many different types of gym 
equipment and other things that you could say it was a real 
professional muggle sport center. Well... not so big, but 
enough for us that liked to go there. 


I wasn't using it so much, but sometimes, after some very 
intense study sessions, I just needed to blow some steam. 




Usually I went for a run around the lake when I was feeling 
like that, but because it was the beginning of December and 
very cold and windy outside, I went to the gym. 

I met Daphne while I was making my way down here and 
since I came here alone and she came here also alone, we 
decided to met after we change in our gym clothes to work 
together. After I put on my gym clothes in the boys locker 
room, I met her at the entrance to the room where all the 
equipment was. She looked sexy as hell in her black tank 
top and small blue shorts, her bust displayed proudly, her 
sports bra straining to contain her fantastic melons. Her hair 
was tied in pig tails. 

We went on the stationary bikes for a few minutes to warm 
up before doing a circuit of activities from freeweights, to 
boxing, to jumping rope (my favorite, as I got to watch 
Daphne's breasts bounce wildly). We chatted as we moved 
from activity to activity, one person exercising while the 
other spotted or rested. 

“So, I take it you haven't had much action in a while," began 
Daphne. 

“What makes you say that?" I answered between breaths as 
I performed bicep curls. 

“No saucy rumors swirling around the school. No naughty 
stories. Plus you seem more tightly wound than usual." 

I put the weights down and put my hands on my hips, 
breathing hard. 

“Very observant. Are you sure you're not stalking me?" I 
grinned. 



“Maybe just a little,” giggled Daphne. “Seriously though, 
you seem stressed.” 

“School's been tough. I haven't had much social time, you 
know? Plus Hermione has been keeping me very busy... and 
when I say that, I mean not in bed... but just with school 
stuff...” 

Daphne lay down on the bench and I put two small weights 
in her hands. She put the weights together at arm's length 
above her, then drew them apart until her elbows pointed to 
the floor. Her breasts pushed up and out, bulging around her 
tank top. My cock stirred involuntarily. 

“Merlin, you look so hot when you do that,” I said quietly. 

There were not many people in the gym, and I was happy to 
be able to admire Daphne's hot body without looking like a 
pervert. 

“Mmm,.. what? You mean this?” she said,pulling her arms 
apart and thrusting her chest out. 

I could see her nipples poke through her tank top, and tiny 
beads of sweat glistened in her cleavage. 

“Wow... yeah. Ok stop, I don't want to get a hard on. There 
are people around,” I said, looking up as I adjusted my 
shorts. 

Daphne put down the weights and stood directly in front of 
me, her hands touching my crotch to see how hard I had 
gotten. She caressed my meat, stroking it gently through my 
shorts. 


“Oh, you're still quite soft, honey. Nothing to worry about.” 



“Not for long, if you keep touching it." 


Daphne laughed and turned away, making her way to the 
change rooms. 

“I'll meet you in the spa," she said over her shoulder, 
swinging her towel (and her ass) as she walked away. 

I smiled and shook my head, then walked awkwardly to the 
change rooms, attempting to conceal my growing erection. 

After rinsing off and changing into my swim trunks, I went to 
the pool area. Between the room with all the gym equipment 
and the pool area was a glass wall. I put my towel down on a 
nearby pool lounger and took off my shirt and sandals. There 
were only two people in the pool and one person in the hot 
tub. I stepped up to the tub and noticed that it was Marietta 
from Ravenclaw. 

Marietta was a tall, slender, dark-haired woman in her mid- 
to-late 30's. She always seemed to be cheery and 
enthusiastic, constantly using platitudes and cliched 
expressions, but pleasant and genuinely kind. She had a 
senior position in human resources, and I had spoken with 
her on a few occasions, mainly with regards to training and 
salary matters. She tended to wear business suits at work, 
but it was evident she kept herself in good shape. On this 
occasion she had her hair tied back in a ponytail, her fringe 
covering her forehead. The librarian's glasses she usually 
wore were sitting next to her on the edge of the hot tub. 

“Hi Marietta," I greeted her. 

She squinted at me, her face scrunched in a quizzical and 
comical expression. As I stepped into the hot tub, the penny 
dropped. 



“Oh hiiii! I'm sorry, I'm blind as a bat without glasses," she 
laughed. “How are you?" 

“Great, thanks. Busy, of course, but in a good way. You?" I 
said, sitting down across from Marietta. 

“I'm wonderful, thanks for asking. Busy too, but aren't we 
all? Please, feel free to sit a little closer. I'll be able to see 
you better. It will save me squinting at you like a cave- 
dweller coming out into the sun," she laughed again. 

“With pleasure," I replied, sitting a few feet away from her 
on her left hand side. 

Her eyes were a pretty dark blue, and her smile showed off 
her perfect teeth. Her black one-piece bathing suit showed 
the modest swells of her breasts, which dipped below the 
bubbly water line, preventing any further examination. 

“That's better. I'd put my glasses on, but they always get so 
fogged up in here." 

“I understand." 

Marietta and I made polite conversation for a few minutes, 
talking about school, the weather, and our plans for the 
winter holidays. 

“Steve, my boyfriend, wants to floo to a tropical island, but 
I'm just as happy to spend the holidays anywhere... just as 
long as is with him," she said. 

“I wish I had your problem. I'm more worried about whether 
I'm going home or not. My girlfriend has been a slave driver 
this days... always with her head in the books and of course I 
had to obey her... or no pussy later on," I chuckled. 



“Oh gosh... do you want me to speak with her?" Marietta 
said, reaching over and touching my arm just above my 
elbow, looking at me sympathetically. 

“No, no... I'm only joking," I reassured her, smiling at her 
professionalism, even outside school hours. “Seriously, is 
just that I was a little bit behind with homework and 
studying and I let her push me, or I wont ever do them..." 

“I can understand that... I was like that in my sixth year. I 
took my OWLs and then I had a fuckload of fun... if you 
know what I mean. Like someone said. Everyone needs a 
break every now and again. You don't want to burn yourself 
out." 

“Speaking of needing to switch off every now and again, you 
should take your own advice. You don't have to always study 
when your in your seventh year, you know," I said, and we 
shared a good laugh. 

I noticed she had not removed her hand from my arm, and 
she was leaning towards me, gazing deeply into my eyes, a 
faint smile still touching her lips. Her small but firm breasts 
had emerged from the water, and I could see her nipples 
standing out sharply from the fabric of her swimsuit. 

“Is there room for one more, or is three a crowd?" a voice 
said from the side of the hot tub. 

Marietta pulled her arm back quickly and spun her head to 
the source so quickly that her ponytail lashed me across the 
face. 

“Oh! Hi! Um, no, erm, I mean, yes... there's plenty of room. 
Come join us!" she rambled uncomfortably, but still 
managed her brilliant smile. 



She was clearly caught off guard and blushed deeply as 
Daphne mounted the stairs to the edge of the tub. She 
snuck a few fleeting glances at me, still smiling, and pulled 
her ponytail over her shoulder, her other hand touching her 
neck. I was almost disappointed that Daphne had arrived, 
since I seemed to have been making progress with Marietta. 

“Yes Daphne, please, do join us," I said sarcastically, 
attempting to express my disappointment at her 
interruption. 

Daphne wore a blue one-piece that was far too small for her. 
To be more precise, it was far too small for her bust. Her tits 
bulged out the sides of the swimsuit to such a degree that 
the material seemed to barely be concealing her nipples. 

Her cleavage also bulged incredibly in the scoop of the neck. 
This had the effect of pulling the swimsuit up at the crotch, 
giving Daphne an almost embarrassingly obvious camel toe. 
Daphne turned to dip her toes into the water, leaning on the 
railing and exposing her full ass. The swimsuit pulled right 
up into her ass crack, framing her soft, round buttocks 
beautifully. She gave me a nice, long look. 

“Feels lovely," she said, finally stepping into the hot, 
bubbling water. 

She sat close beside me, pushing her breasts out as she 
leaned back, easing into the water until she was submerged 
up to her neck. Her tits bobbed on the surface like icebergs, 
her nipples poking up. 

“Don't let me interrupt, guys. What were you talking about?" 
said Daphne, pretending not to notice that both Marietta 
and I were staring at her bulging bust. 

“Oh, just chatting about how nice it would be to take a 
holiday. What would your choice be: floo to a tropical island. 



or relaxing somewhere with your boyfriend?” I said. 


”lf Dean would want, I'd definitely floo on that tropical 
island... or maybe just a week alone on that tropical island... 
before he joined me would be very nicely...” mused Daphne. 

"That's exactly what I was thinking! I feel like I need some 
alone time, you know?” Marietta heartily agreed. "I mean, 
Steve is wonderful, but we're in each others hair all the time 
this days. I think I need to reconnect with myself.” 

"I envy you sometimes... Hermione let's you do what ever 
you want,” Daphne said to me. 

I felt her hand on my thigh under the water. I shot her a 
glance and she smiled cheekily. 

"Doing your own thing... running on your own schedule... 
she doesn't check on you...” she continued. "Not to mention 
the sexual freedom.” 

"Daphne!” exclaimed Marietta, sitting upright, her nipples 
still hard. 

"What? It's true! She is like that... she lets him do what ever 
he wants... never geting jealous... I envy him sometimes...” 
Daphne defended herself. 

"How... how do you know that?” spluttered Marietta. 

Daphne's hand crept slowly up my thigh. My penis had 
already begun to respond to her touch. "I have my sources!” 
she grinned. 

"Well... yes, but... istn'sthat rather, um, personal?” Marietta 
said, shifting uncomfortably in the water. 



Daphne spoke, ignoring Marietta's response. “I know... me 
and Harry here know each other pretty good since we've 
been together before he and Hermione... but... sometimes I 
still like to fantasised about some of the guys in school." 

"Oh really? Have you fantasised about me since then?" I 
said, raising my eyebrows in mock surprise. 

"Wouldn't you like to know," replied Daphne, her hand 
finding my hardening shaft through my swim trunks and 
squeezing it firmly. 

"What about you. Marietta?" I asked, trying not to betray the 
fact that Daphne was touching me under the water. 

"What? H-have I...? ... about you?" she uttered awkwardly, 
obviously taken aback by my boldness. 

I chuckled. "I mean have you ever fantasised about anyone 
in the school?" 

"Oh... I see." She blinked rapidly as she recovered from her 
blush. "Um, sure, I suppose so. I mean, it's only natural..." 
she managed to say, looking about her as if afraid someone 
might hear. 

"Exactly!" cried Daphne, sitting up quickly and leaning over 
me towards Marietta. 

She had used this opportunity to distract attention from the 
fact that she had her hand directly in my lap. Her fingers 
hooked around the waistband of my trunks and she deftly 
pulled them out and down, my rigid cock springing free of 
the material to float freely in the water. I dared not move, 
but openly ogled her breasts as her arms pushed them 
together. The water cascaded from her melons, following the 
enormous bulges under her swimsuit. Daphne was still 



pulling firmly on my waistband, and I lifted myself from the 
bench just enough so that my trunks were pulled down over 
my ass, coming to rest on my upper thighs. I felt Daphne's 
hand release my trunks. She knew she had pulled them 
down enough to have unfettered access to my now 
throbbing cock. 

She continued her conversation with Marietta as if nothing 
had happened. “There are a lot of hot guys in the school, 
and just because we have boyfriends doesn't mean we're 
not still turned on by others, right?" 

Her tone became conspiratorial, “I've even gotten myself off 
in the bathroom thinking about it," she said as her hand 
found my erect shaft. 

“Really? Wow, Daphne. I hope you don't mind me telling you 
that that's a huge turn-on," I said, feeling her hand squeeze 
me firmly at the base of my cock. “I'm not ashamed to admit 
that I've had many good wanks in the toilets thinking about 
some of the witches in the school." 

“Bloody hell!" exclaimed Marietta in shock, putting her hand 
over her mouth. But I saw the corners of her full-lipped 
mouth turned up in a devilish smile. 

“Oh, come on Marietta, we've all done this things. Let's not 
kid ourselves," I laughed, and ventured to touch her thigh 
playfully under the water. 

She stopped moving and looked at me for a moment, then 
lowered her hand back into the water. I was about to remove 
my hand, thinking I had crossed the line, when I felt her inch 
slightly closer to me. 

“Ok... maybe once or twice I might have snuck off to the 
ladies' for a little naughty time," she admitted, blushing 



furiously. 


'That's what I thought," said Daphne smugly as her hand 
slowly slid up my shaft to my cock head, squeezing it firmly 
before slowly stroking back down my length. 

She settled back down into the water up to her neck so that 
the motion of her arm would be hidden from sight. She 
stroked me again, forcing the heel of her hand against my 
pelvic bone at the bottom of her stroke and tickling my balls 
with her fingertips. I sighed and closed my eyes for a 
moment. 

"So, who have you thought about when you wank your cock 
at work?" giggled Daphne, stroking me again. 

"Ummm... well... " I hesitated, looking at Marietta to judge 
what her reaction might be. 

She watched me intently, but attempted to portray casual 
and aloof body language. My hand was still touching her 
thigh just above her knee, and she had made no motion to 
remove it. She seemed eager-even desperate-to hear my 
response. 

"So many sexy ladies to choose from. Now, just so we 
understand each other: this doesn't leave this hot tub. 
Agreed?" 

"Agreed," said Daphne. 

"Of course," Marietta said, nodding eagerly. 

"Well, I've fantasised about Katie," I said, finally. 

"Ok. Good choice," Daphne said approvingly, caressing the 
tip of my cock with her palm. 



Marietta looked at me quizzically. 


“She's from my house. Seventh year. You must know her. 

Dark brown. Warrior looking after a quidditch game. She has 
an ass to die for," I expanded. 

“Oh yes, I know her. She's very pretty," responded Marietta. 
She moved almost imperceptibly closer to me. “Who else?" 
she asked, smiling faintly. 

“Umm... I've definitely fantasised about Cho." 

“Of course you have. You and every guy in the school have 
about the exotic asian," Daphne said, rolling her eyes. She 
gave my cock another quick stroke. 

“You mean Cho Chang?" said Marietta. “My bestfriend Cho 
Chang? She is so nice." 

“Maybe you didn't hear this. Marietta, being bestfriends with 
her and all that, but I know for a fact that boys didn't jerk off 
thinking about how nice she is," laughed Daphne. 

“No, I suppose not. She is quite well endowed, isn't she?" 
said Marietta, trying to be jovial, but looking somewhat 
disappointed. 

I took the opportunity to slide my hand up Marietta's smooth 
thigh. I only moved it a couple centimeters, waiting for a 
reaction from her. She glanced nervously over to me a 
couple times, but did not object. In fact, she moved still 
closer to me. Daphne was stroking me slowly and evenly, her 
talented hand firmly gripping my rock hard cock. 

“I know they're bigger than Daphne's, and that's saying 
something," I admitted. 



“Cheeky!” said Daphne, squeezing my dick hard and smiling 
broadly. 

I tried not to react. Daphne looked past Marietta to the gym 
area. 

“Speak of the devil. There's your fantasy pair now,” she said, 
nodding to the glass separating the gym from the pool area. 

Cho was stepping onto the treadmill nearest the glass. She 
put her water bottle in the holder and punched a few runes 
on it. There were only 3 or 4 other people in the gym at the 
time, but every one of them were staring at Cho's massive 
chest, bulging underneath her thin tank top. They were all 
waiting for her to start jogging-for her top-heavy figure to 
run on the treadmill, sending her breasts into wondrous 
motion. Their wish was granted (for the guys, anyway): Cho 
began to jog, and her tits began their lively dance upon her 
thin frame. Despite her undoubtedly strong support 
garment-a sports bra, I assumed-her bosom bounced 
enticingly with each footfall. All action in the gym stopped 
as Cho's busty spectacle was displayed. Eventually, the 
hypnotic hold was broken when Cho looked around her, 
becoming self-conscious, and everyone resumed their 
activities. 

“My goodness...” muttered Marietta, watching as Cho's tits 
danced. 

“I bet you're getting an erection right now,” said Daphne, 
sitting up again, pretending to reach for my crotch, looking 
into the bubbly water, giggling. 

“Hey! Whoa!” I cried, squirming as I pretended to fight her 
off. 



For a brief moment she squeezed my cock with both hands 
and gave it a few quick jerks, before settling back down and 
adjusting the straps of her swimsuit. Her cleavage became 
more pronounced as she pulled her straps, not up, but down, 
to expose more of her sexy breasts. I looked back at 
Marietta, who was gazing hopefully into the water, looking 
for a glimpse of my tenting swim trunks. She noticed me and 
looked into my eyes, horrified at being caught, before 
looking away quickly and blushing (again). I smiled and put 
my hand back on her thigh, higher up this time. 

“You're no fun," pouted Daphne, as she leaned back, her 
hand creeping over my leg under the water, once again 
finding my hard member. 

“Merlin... can you believe her?" I said to Marietta, jerking my 
thumb in Daphne's direction. 

Marietta laughed. “You're just upset because she's right, 
isn't she?" she replied, smiling and biting her lower lip, 
glancing down into the water again. 

“Not you too! Get your minds out of the gutter," chastised 
them playfully. 

“What guy wouldn't be turned on by seeing Cho's big tits 
bounce like that? It's ok, sweetie, we know what you guys 
think about. There's nothing wrong with admitting to getting 
a hard-on while watching that beautiful, exotic witch 
exercise... Not to mention sitting in a hot tub with two rather 
attractive companions, I might add," said Daphne, stroking 
my cock a bit quicker than before. 

“I mean, it's just the three of us in here." Daphne looked 
around us. “No one left in the pool. Almost no one in the 
gym. Don't try to tell me you're not thinking about a hot 
threesome with Marietta and me, right here in the spa." 



The sensation of her slow, methodical hand-job as well as 
the bubbles tickling my balls was wonderful. I suppressed a 
moan. I felt myself getting close to orgasm, not caring if I 
blew my load into the water of the hot tub, not caring if 
Marietta was right there beside me. 

Barely aware of what I was doing, I moved my hand farther 
up Marietta's thigh. My hand roamed over to the inside of 
her thigh, my fingers gently tickling the soft flesh. I felt the 
skin of her other leg on my fingertips, then felt her legs part 
ever so slightly. 

“Yes, I admit, this is all very stimulating." I slowly inched my 
fingers towards Marietta's crotch. “But what are you 
expecting? I'm not going to just whip it out in a public gym 
now, am I?" 

I looked to Marietta for reassurance, or to break the tension 
that was building between us, or perhaps to distract me from 
the fact that I was about to jizz. 

“Why not?" Daphne countered, giving me a knowing glance. 

My index finger grazed the material of Marietta's swimsuit, 
the thin fabric the only thing between my finger and her soft 
pussy lips. 

“Goodness, it's getting a bit late. I think I've soaked long 
enough," Marietta blurted out just as my fingers touched her 
womanhood. 

She had suddenly become uncomfortable with how close I 
was to touching her sex. I pulled my hand back and Daphne 
released her grip on my cock just as I was on the cusp of 
cumming. 


“Oh... ok," I said lamely. 



“It's just that Steve is expecting me. I should really get 
going. Nice talking to you though." 

She looked slightly flustered as she reached behind me and 
retrieved her glasses off the edge of the tub, leaning in 
close. As she brought them to her face, she fumbled them 
and dropped them directly into my lap. They instantly sank 
into the water. 

“Oops!" Marietta exclaimed as her hands darted into the 
water in an attempt to catch her glasses. 

I was too slow to react. First I felt the frames gently bump 
against my turgid member. In the next instant I felt 
Marietta's hands clumsily grip my cock, sandwiching her 
glasses in between. 

At that precise moment, the spa's timer clicked off. 

I looked down at my crotch in a panic. Marietta looked down 
at my crotch in a panic. Daphne looked down at my crotch... 
in pure delight. The bubbles vanished so quickly it was 
almost as if they had never been there at all. Everyone was 
frozen in shock. 

“Oh!" cried Marietta, the first to break the stunned silence. 

Despite her surprise, she had not let go of my penis. A brief 
moment passed. 

“Oh!" she said again, releasing me from her grip and pulling 
her hands back as if she had dipped them in hot lava. 

She was seated facing me, hands held at breast-level just 
above the waterline, palms facing me defensively. Her 
glasses had dropped into my lap, hooked around my dick 



like a horseshoe. She squinted her eyes into the water, then 
widened them. 

“Oooh...” she uttered softly, the realisation of what had 
happened sinking in. 

I instinctively reacted by grabbing the sides of my swim 
trunks and yanking them up as quickly as I could. I 
managed to get them back on, but my cock still stuck out 
the top of the waistband like a fallen tree out of a river. Not 
only this, but I realised I had trapped Marietta's glasses 
inside my shorts! 

“Bloody hell," was all I could manage to say as I dug 
frantically in my trunks, eventually managing to pull her 
glasses out. 

I passed them to her with one hand, still fighting to get my 
cock back into my trunks with the other. She reached out 
tentatively and took them between her forefinger and 
thumb. She looked at them, then looked back into the water 
at my dick. I eventually settled on covering the tip with my 
hands. 

“Oh Merlin, I'm so sorry Marietta," I said apologetically, 
feeling an embarrassed blush flood into my face. 

She slowly looked up into my eyes. Her mouth was slightly 
open in wonder, and she had a quizzical expression-like she 
was unsure whether what had just happened was real. Still 
looking into my eyes, she stood. Her long, lean body 
emerged from the water. Her suit clung tightly to the soft 
swells of her breasts, and the gentle curves of her hips. Her 
nipples looked at hard as my dick, and poked out obviously 
from her swimsuit. She seemed to slowly compose herself. 



“What... what were you doing?” she asked, more in genuine 
curiosity than anger. 

“Yeah, what the hell were you doing?” echoed Daphne, 
pretending to look appalled. 

“What? No, I... nothing! I was-” 

“-you were jerking off! You were jerking off right next to us, 
you little pervert!” cried Daphne, slapping my shoulder. 

I was angry at Daphne for throwing me under the bus, but 
there was nothing I could do. I was caught. 

“Look, I'm sorry... Daphne was going on about Cho, and the 
two of you were sitting so close to me... I just. I'm sorry,” I 
said to Marietta apologetically. 

“You were masturbating? Thinking about us? Bloody hell. I... 

I have to go,” said Marietta, stepping past us. 

Daphne stood up as well, and I shot her an angry look, 
mouthing the words “What the fuck?” as she stifled a giggle. 
She shrugged and mouthed “Sorry” back to me, giving me a 
sympathetic look. 

“Marietta, Daphne, please. I didn't mean anything by it,” I 
said, not willing to stand up, as my erection was still raging. 

“Come on Marietta, lets get in the shower. We might have his 
cum on us!” Daphne said as they picked up their towels. 
“Here, this will help you keep that big boner hidden,” she 
added, turning the spa back on. They fled to the girl's 
change rooms together. 

I sighed heavily and ran my hands through my hair, sitting 
back in the bubbling water. I looked back to Cho, who was 



still happily jogging on the treadmill, undeterred by her 
voluminous orbs bounding in front of her with every stride. I 
sat for a few minutes, watching her. My dick had only 
partially softened before I felt it stir again, stimulated by 
Cho's hot body. Looking to make sure no one was watching, I 
slipped my cock out of my trunks and slowly stroked it, 
admiring Cho's bouncing breasts, tight buttocks, and rosy 
cheeks. 

I masturbated watching Cho for some time, before deciding 
that I shouldn't cum in the spa. I waited until my erection 
subsided (which took a while since Cho was still jogging). 
Finally, I left the spa and collected my towel and sandals, 
then walked back to the boys change room. I passed the 
girls change room on the way and listened for any indication 
that Daphne or Marietta were still in there, but only heard 
running water. Disappointed, I made my way to the boys 
showers and soaped up. 

"Pssst! Hey! You in here?" I heard Daphne's voice call after 
about 10 minutes. 

"Daphne?" I replied, turning the water off so I could hear 
better. 

"Hey. Can you come here for a sec?" she said. 

I wrapped my towel around my waist and walked out. I met 
Daphne, also wet-haired and towel-clad, at the entrance to 
the boys change rooms. 

"Come on." Daphne grabbed my hand and pulled me across 
the wide hallway into the entrance to the girl's change room. 

I stumbled clumsily as she pulled me past a row of lockers. 

"What are you doing?" I hissed. 



“Don't worry, no one's in here,'' said Daphne, dragging me 
past a row of sinks and mirrors to the shower area. 


In addition to the communal showers, there were individual 
shower stalls on the adjacent wall. Daphne pulled me into 
one and shut the door. She spun around and grabbed my 
towel, pulling it off my waist and tossing it on the bench 
next to her. 

“Mmmm, there's my handsome cock,'' she cooed. 

“Hang on," I said, pushing her back as she reached for my 
swinging member. “You totally fucked me back there! 
Pretending it wasn't you that was jerking my cock! 

Marietta's probably going to go to Dumbledore and would 
have me trown out of the school for that little stunt!" 

“Oh calm down, love. She's fine. I talked to her. She's not 
going to do anything." 

“How do you know?!" 

“Trust me, ok? There's nothing to worry about," Daphne said 
reassuringly. 

“Merlin... how am I supposed to look her in the eye the next 
time I see her? This is so embarrassing! That was a really 
dirty trick," I whinged. 

“I'm sorry, love. Let me make it up to you, ok?" said Daphne, 
as she pulled the towel loose from her bust. 

She let it drop to the floor and put her hands on her sexy 
hips. Her body was as exquisite as ever: her full, round 
breasts hanging perfectly on her chest, her curvy waist and 
hips leading down to her toned legs, with a cute, bare slit 



between them. We smiled at each other, and in a flash my 
anger was gone. 

Daphne took a step forward, then squatted down in front of 
me. 

“Here: let's get some life back into that wonderful cock of 
yours." 

She took my penis in her hand and pulled back, opening her 
mouth wide and dropping my fat dick head onto her tongue. 
She closed her lips around it and sucked her cheeks in hard. 

I felt her tongue swirling rapidly around my head, caressing 
it on all sides. She put her other hand on my thigh for 
balance and looked up at me with her big blue eyes. As she 
suckled my cock, I felt it grow noticeably. Daphne pulled it 
from her mouth and stroked her saliva along my shaft. 

"Oooh yes, love. I felt your dick head swell in my mouth." 

She licked slowly up and down the underside of my column 
as she held it aloft. She tickled my balls with her tongue and 
stroked me firmly, milking the blood into my expanding 
shaft. 

"Oh Daphne, you can always get me hard so quick," I 
moaned. 

She quickly stroked me just below my glans, then gobbled 
the tip of my cock again, stroking my shaft down to the base 
and squeezing it as she bobbed her head, taking a few 
inches into her mouth. 

"Fuck, you look so hot sucking my dick, Daph," I said as I ran 
my fingers through her wet blonde hair. 



“Mmmmm...'' she hummed as she blew me, still maintaining 
eye contact. 

She slurped the spit from my cock head as she pulled it from 
her mouth. 

“Yes, love. I can feel you grow," she whispered, stroking me 
quickly and admiring my lengthening member. “Get nice 
and hard for me, love. Oooh! Yes, that's it! Get hard so you 
can fuck my pussy!" 

She needn't have asked, as the sight of her jerking my dick, 
her pretty blue eyes, full lips, and swaying swells of her 
breasts below caused me to achieve rock-hardness in about 
10 seconds. 

“Yeah, that's it. Bloody hell, you're so hard it feels like you're 
going to explode!" giggled Daphne, putting both hands 
around my veined shaft. 

“If you keep sucking my cock like that. I'll definitely explode. 
You got me so horny in the hot tub. I've been itching for 
release." 

Daphne giggled again. “What did you do after we left?" 

“I watched Cho's tits bounce and stroked myself. But it 
didn't feel right blowing my load in a public spa, so I gave 
up." 

“Ha ha, very nice. I wish Marietta didn't decide to leave so 
suddenly. I wanted to make you cum right beside her," 
Daphne said, getting that naughty look on her face. 

“Yes, well... I would rather that than what actually 
happened. Now be quiet and put my dick back in your 



mouth, you naughty slytherin,” I replied, pulling her wet hair 
and forcing my cock back into her warm, soft mouth. 

She sucked me off hungrily, savouring my long, hard, thick 
shaft as her lips slid up and down the end of my cock. She 
twisted her fists around my girth as she bobbed her head, 
producing wave after wave of pleasure coursing up my body. 

I felt my legs become weak as she continued to watch me 
enjoy her blow job, knowing her sweet mouth was bringing 
me close to orgasm. I moaned loudly as I watched her take 
more of my dick into her mouth, my cock head hitting the 
back of her throat. 

“Of fuck. Daphne..." I muttered, getting ready to blast my 
seed into her sucking mouth. 

"... that workout sure felt good..." 

A high, clear voice pierced the silence of the girls change 
room. Daphne stopped moving, the tip of my dick clasped 
between her full lips. 

“I've been coming here every time I felt really stressed out 
and needed to blow some steam... You should come here 
more often!" said another voice; lower, but louder. 

“Oh totally. Merlin knows I need to release the stress of being 
Head Girl and studying for the NEWTs and prefects duties." I 
recognised Cho's voice. 

I heard lockers opening and movement. 

“Tell me about it. I don't have that much on my plate... but 
just studying for NEWTs is mental! I can hardly keep up!" 

The second voice I recognised as Katie's. Daphne slipped my 
cock from her mouth and licked her lips, smiling widely up 



at me and suppressing a giggle. I nearly laughed as well, 
and put my finger over my lips, telling Daphne to keep 
quiet. She winked and licked my dick head lovingly. My 
impending orgasm had passed for the moment, and I pushed 
Daphne's hair back so I could see her pretty face as she 
swirled her tongue on my glans. 

"I'm so busy some days. There's just not enough time in 
those days..." continued Cho. 

"You go on patrols too?" asked Katie. 

"Nah... but I'm the one that has to answer when someone 
does not do it... and gets caught not doing it! If McGonagall 
finds out, is my ass on the fire." 

"Oh, right. McGonagall sure's a hard-ass. My head of house, 
remember?" 

More banging of lockers. Daphne ran her lips down my shaft 
until my cock rested on her forehead. She then sucked my 
right nut into her mouth. I noticed her left hand had 
disappeared between her legs. 

"Yes, she's tough, but fair. She's not mean or anything, she 
just expects hard work," Cho said. 

"Yeah, that's right... but sure's a hard-ass..." 

My attention to the conversation faded as I enjoyed 
Daphne's oral treatment. She stroked me just below my dick 
head as she juggled my balls in her mouth. She slowly licked 
up my shaft, finally reaching the head and sliding half my 
cock down her throat. My toes curled as I savoured the 
sensation of her tight, constricting throat squeezing my 
dick. 



Suddenly, I was snapped out of my revery when I heard my 
name and Hermione's mentioned. 

“Yeah, some stay in the prefects tower... not many do... 
mostly prefer to stay in their own dorms... from your house 
only Harry and Hermione stay there..." Cho said. 

“Oh, that's right! He's really hot you know," said Katie. 

“Mmm, yes he is. He's also pretty good with a... umm... 
wand... so I study with them many times," Cho replied 
boastfully. 

“Lucky you," responded Katie, sounding less than impressed. 

“Do you... do you know him better then I think you do?" 
asked Cho. 

I heard a locker shut and the voices came closer, becoming 
more clear. 

“Well... he played quidditch until last year and... I kind of 
got to see him with his shirt off. Bloody hell, he's so... so 
sexy!" Katie boasted back. 

I head the showers turn on. Daphne stood up and covered 
her mouth as she giggled quietly. I gave her the 'shh' sign 
again and listened intently. 

“Oh really? Have you two... done IT?" asked Cho. 

“Well, no. I mean, not really." 

“What do you mean, “not really"?" said Cho, laughing 
uncomfortably. 

“Well... bloody hell, I can't believe I'm telling you this... You 
promise not to say anything?" Katie spoke excitedly, clearly 



eager to share her secret. 


“Of course. Tell me!" Cho's voice sounded thin and stressed. 

Daphne had turned away from me to listen at the door of the 
shower stall. She reached her hand back to grip my cock so 
she could stroke it as she listened. I reached around her and 
began fondling her full tits, pinching her nipples between 
my fingers. 

“Well, one night, in my fifth year, after a quidditch game, I 
caught him jerking off in the locker room!" said Katie 
conspiratorially. 

Cho gasped. “No!" 

“Yeah! And he was, like, sniffing a pair of my panties!" 
continued Katie. 

“Oh my! Really?!" 

“Yes! But that's not all. When I walked in he was... he was 
cumming! And he shot some on me!" 

“Bloody hell!" 

“I know! Can you believe it? Some of it squirted on me, right 
here!" Katie continued excitedly. 

“Woow... what did you do?" 

“Nothing. I was too shocked. He was just as surprised. He 
took off." Katie laughed. “He looked so embarrassed and 
horrified. I almost felt bad for him." 

“So, you didn't do anything about it? You didn't confront 
him?" asked Cho. 



“I talked to him later that night. We sorted it out.” 


"What do you mean? He... jizzed on you! Weren't you 
angry?” 

"I was at first,but... to be honest, I was kinda turned on,” 
giggled Katie. 

"Katie!” 

"No, you don't understand. Imagine him, his hot, naked 
body, wet from the shower, stroking it into my panties... I 
was a bit flattered. And bloody hell, his cock... it's like...” 

I heard Cho gasp. Her fake surprise was convincing. 

Daphne reached out and unlatched the door, pushing it 
open a tiny crack so we could peer through. 

Beyond, we had a perfect view of Katie and Cho showering 
next to one another. The water cascaded from their naked 
bodies, dripping from their breasts and elbows. Cho's perfect 
tits wobbled erotically as she pulled her hair over her 
shoulder, twisting it to wring out some water. I admired the 
small strip of pubic hair at her groin, as well as her narrow 
waist. Katie's body was equally impressive: her firm, high, 
peach breasts, pale skin, sensuous curve at the base of her 
spine, firm, toned, perfectly-shaped buttocks... Daphne must 
have felt my cock twitch in response, as she turned her head 
towards me and smiled, squeezing my cock hard. Both Katie 
and Cho had a rosy glow, although whether it was from the 
exercise, or the excitement of their conversation, I couldn't 
tell. I reached my other hand around and cupped Daphne's 
heavy tits, rolling her nipples between my fingers. 

Katie was holding her hands apart like she was telling a 
fishing story about the one that got away. 



“Wow! That's huge! So, after that, did you...?" said Cho. She 
was eager to get to the point: did Katie sleep with me? 

“You swear you won't tell anyone?" Katie said again. 

“I swear!" 

“Ok... I started dating Lee Jordan at the time, but we broke 
up since then. So after that thing in the loker room, I 
confronted him, pulling him into a broom closet... and we 
had sex there!" 

“Oh!" exclaimed Cho. She looked hurt, but tried to look 
happy for Katie. 

“Yeah! It was sooo hot! It was so exciting!" Katie squealed 
with glee. 

She continued, “And his cock... wow. It's so big! He really 
stretched me, but it felt sooo amazing! I've never seen one 
like his." 

“I know! Me neither!" blurted Cho. It was difficult to tell, but 
I imagined she did this on purpose. 

“Wait... what? You've... seen it too?" It was Katie's turn to 
look hurt. 

Daphne looked back at me again, giving me a sarcastic *tsk, 
tsk* gesture with her finger. We were still dating then and I 
didn't told her about Katie. But so did she until I found her in 
Dean's bed. Anyway, I released her right tit and let my hand 
roam down her back to her full ass. I groped her bottom and 
slid my middle finger down her crack, over her anus to her 
pussy. It was dripping wet. My finger slipped in easily 
between her smooth, soft labial folds. She jumped slightly as 



my finger entered her, her breasts swaying with the 
movement. She jerked my cock faster. 

“I'm sorry, Katie. Yes, I've seen it. He had sex with me in a 
broom closet. And in my bedroom." Curiously, she left out 
many of the other episodes, probably so as not to implicate 
the other girls. 

“Oh... that's ok. I'm really not that surprised. I mean, look at 
you: you're so pretty! And everyone knows you have the 
most amazing breasts in the whole school," admitted Katie, 
crossing her arms over her modest, but still moderately- 
sized tits. 

“Oh Katie, stop it. You're way prettier than me! You've got 
such a nice figure, and that pretty brown hair. I bet the guys 
go crazy over you," consoled Cho, taking Katie's wrists and 
pulling her hands away from her chest. “And your breasts 
are really nice. They're so perky, and I bet they don't get in 
the way like mine do." 

Katie looked at her own tits, her nipples hard and poking out 
from her pale pink areolas. Then she looked at Cho's 
enormous melons. Cho was still holding her wrists between 
them. They looked at each other for a moment, then Katie 
slowly placed her hands on the top of Cho's tits. 

“I know size isn't everything, but, I mean... look at these..." 
she mused as her hands roamed down, delicately cupping 
Cho's mammoth bosom. 

She pushed them gently together, creating a beautiful 
cleavage. “Oh wow..." 


I saw Cho close her eyes for a moment, seeming to enjoy 
Katie's palms pressing against her nipples. Her hands moved 



up Katie's arms to her chest, her fingertips fluttering over 
Katie's perky tits. 

"I like yours too, Katie..." Cho said dreamily. 

Both girls were looking at each others' tits, cupping them 
tentatively, as if in a trance. Daphne turned to me and 
whispered, "I need your cock, love. Fuck me now. Fuck my 
wet pussy." 

I didn't need to be asked twice. I stepped behind her, still 
peering through the crack in the door, and bent my knees. I 
held my erection pointed at her bottom as she offered 
herself to me. I rubbed my fat cock head against her wet, 
slippery pussy lips, coating it with her fluids, before pushing 
it between her labia. There was only a moment of resistance, 
then I penetrated her sex, easing my cock slowly into her 
hot snatch, inch by inch. I saw her fingers scratch at the wall 
of the shower stall as she swung her head around to look at 
me. I had pushed my cock about halfway into her pussy, and 
held it there a moment to let Daphne adjust to my size. She 
nodded her approval, then turned back to look at Cho and 
Katie, opening the shower door another few centimeters. 

"Bloody hell, look at us! Feeling each others' tits up in the 
middle of the ladies' room!" giggled Katie nervously, both 
witches sharing a laugh as they separated. 

"Gosh... it's a bit naughty, isn't it?" said Cho, her face and 
chest colouring a rosy hue. She turned her body back 
towards the stream of water, but she continued to gaze up 
and down Katie's figure as Katie picked up her body wash. 

"So, he's slept with both of us. I wonder who else he's slept 
with in this school, beside Hermione and Daphne" mused 
Katie, soaping her tits. 



Cho got her soap and began lathering her skin, her tits 
sliding about and jiggling on her chest as her hands roamed 
over them. I slowly withdrew from Daphne's tight vaginal 
grip, holding her full hips with my hands as I watched my 
wet dick slide out of her fuck hole. 

“Once, when we were doing it in this empty classroom, 
Hermione walked in on us," said Cho. 

“Noooo! What did she do?" exclaimed Katie. 

“Well... he'd slept with so many girls since they started 
dating, so she wasn't too surprised." 

“I guessed as much... she's such a... push over..." 

“Yeah... pushed ME over and rode him until she came..." 

“Boody hell, seriously?! So you had a threesome?" Katie's 
envy seemed to have vanished, replaced by what sounded 
like abject sexual excitement. 

I pushed into Daphne again, feeling her vaginal walls 
embrace my engorged cock, and began a slow rhythm of 
shallow thrusts. 

“Yeah! Right there in the empty classroom with patrols 
walking by... Merlin... it makes me sound... I'm not like that, 
you know. I'd never done anything like that before. I don't 
just go around sleeping with-" 

“-Cho, it's ok," Katie said consolingly, touching Cho on her 
soapy shoulder. “You shouldn't feel bad. Actually, I think he 
just has that effect on witches. You know how I know? 
Because I had a threesome with him too. It was with Daphne. 
It's a long story how it happened, but... look, I don't think 



you're a slut or anything. You're so nice, and sweet. We'll 
just keep this between us." 

Cho nodded and smiled weakly. "Thanks, Katie." 

The girls continued their shower in silence for the next 
minute while I stroked my cock in and out of Daphne's wet 
pussy. I didn't thrust too deeply in case the slap of my 
abdomen against her ass might alert the girls to our 
presence. It was so hot watching Cho and Katie clean their 
sexy bodies while I fucked Daphne from behind. Daphne 
alternated between peering through the door, and looking 
back at me, desire in her eyes. 

After a minute, Katie broke the silence. "So... how was it? I 
mean, being with him and Hermione at the same time?" 

Cho smiled. "Well, at first it totally weird. Hermione came 
straight up to me and started touching my breasts and 
kissing me. It all happened so fast... the next thing I knew I 
was feeling her breasts, and kissing her back." 

"Ooouuu! He must have liked that," said Katie. 

"I think he liked it even better when she started... um... 
going down on me." 

Both girls giggled in delight. 

"There was something about the whole situation... I found it 
really sexy watching him do it to her from behind while she 
licked me. I never imagined I'd like a girl to do that to me, 
but it was incredible!" Cho admitted. 

"I know! I hadn't been with a girl either, but I've always 
been kind of curious. It was so hot. I would definitely do it 
again." 



The girls were facing each other, looking into each others' 
eyes. Their hands slowly roamed over their naked bodies, 
pushing soap suds around. 

“Would you?" asked Katie, tentatively. 

Cho looked away, embarrassed, and fidgeted, unconsciously 
touching the short pubic hairs above her slit, her other arm 
held against her resting between her enormous tits, 
touching her neck with her fingertips. 

“Oh gosh... I don't... I don't know. It was exciting and 
everything, but-'' 

“I mean, would you do it... with me?" Katie had taken a step 
toward Cho, taking her hand from her neck and guiding it to 
her mouth. She kissed Cho's fingers softly, still looking into 
her eyes. 

I felt a strong wave of blood course through my cock as I 
thrust it into Daphne. She turned to look at me, appearing 
happily surprised, mouthing “Oooh", indicating she had felt 
my arousal. 

“Katie, someone might come in..." 

Cho trailed off as Katie took her index and middle fingers 
into her mouth and sucked them.. After a few seconds of 
sucking, she let Cho's fingers slip from between her lips. 

“It's only us left. All this talk has made me really horny, and 
you look so sexy right now, with your beautiful big breasts, 
all soapy and wet..." Katie's other hand moved deftly to 
Cho's boob, caressing it lovingly. “Don't you feel horny too?" 

“Yes, but... oh gosh, I don't know..." Cho's brow creased in 
anxiety and indecisiveness. 



“Maybe this would change your mind." Katie put her hand 
behind Cho's neck and pulled Cho against her, pressing her 
lips hard against her mouth. 

Cho's eyes opened wide for a moment, then slowly shut as 
she opened her mouth to allow Katie's writhing tongue 
inside. Cho held Katie's hips as they pressed their bodies 
together, Cho's tits bulging crazily out from her side as 
Katie's smaller ones pushed into them. 

I fucked Daphne quicker now, still careful not to penetrate 
her fully. I felt her fingers touch my shaft, feeling it slide in 
and out of her wet hole before she began rubbing her clit. 

My right hand squeezed her ass, then roamed to her tight 
anus, rubbing it with my thumb. Daphne moaned softly, but 
the sound of the splashing water in the shower must have 
drowned it out so the girls didn't notice. I pushed my thumb 
into Daphne's bottom as the girls broke apart. I felt her 
pussy clench tightly around my penis. 

“Oh Katie..." said Cho, then giggled and looked around. “Oh, 
this is so kinky!" 

Katie giggled back, still holding Cho's neck with one hand, 
and her huge tit with the other. “I know! But that makes it 
more fun!" 

They kissed again, harder this time, and with more tongue, 
their heads moving together. Cho's hands slid down to 
Katie's perfect ass, gripping it tightly. I worked my thumb 
inside Daphne's asshole, still thrusting my dick into her 
pussy. She moaned again. The girls stopped kissing, but still 
held their bodies against one another. 

“Wow. I'm so wet right now," commented Katie. 

“Well we are in the shower," responded Cho. 



Both girls giggled, 


“Do you mind if I feel how wet you are?” asked Cho. 

“Ooou, I'd like that!" squealed Katie. 

Cho's hand moved from Katie's buttock to her stomach, then 
slid slowly downward. The girls looked into each others' eyes 
as Cho's fingers disappeared between Katie's legs. Katie 
opened her mouth and her body became rigid. 

“Oooohhh...'' Katie's breathy moan escaped into the misty, 
humid shower room. 

“You're so nice and smooth. And... wow, you are quite wet," 
grinned Cho. “Oh! I can feel your nipples getting hard! 
They're poking into my breasts!" she exclaimed, sounding 
pleasantly surprised. 

Katie leaned back, holding Cho's hips, and looked down at 
their tits, her nipples visibly protruding. 

“Yeah, they are really hard. Maybe you should suck on them 
a little," suggested Katie. 

I was feeling crazy with sexual desire. I fucked Daphne 
quickly, but not as deep or hard as I wanted. It had the 
effect of prolonging our lovemaking, which I had no problem 
with as we were getting quite the show from our sexy school 
mates. I reached under Daphne again, squeezing her tits as I 
continued to work my thumb in and out of her asshole. 

Daphne turned her head and whispered, “Oh fuck, love, this 
is so fucking hot. Keep fucking my pussy like that... ooohhhh 
yeeeah... just like that..." 



Cho giggled nervously and looked back and forth between 
Katie's erect nipples, and her inviting blue eyes, trying to 
decide how best to approach the situation. 

“No need to be shy, sweetie. You've already got your finger 
in my pussy," Katie said, smiling and arching her back, 
pointing her perky tits even higher. 

Cho started, as if unaware of what her hand had been up to, 
and the girls parted and looked down. Katie had angled her 
body toward us, and we could see that Cho had inserted her 
middle finger deeply into Katie's wet snatch. Cho leaned in 
and kissed Katie on the mouth, then lowered her head, 
kissing her way down Katie's neck. She reached her breast, 
placing soft kisses around the aroused nipple before finally 
closing her sweet lips over the protruding nub. 

Katie closed her eyes as Cho suckled her sweet breast, 
kneading its pale flesh with one hand and dipping her finger 
in and out of her soft pussy. Katie put her hand on the back 
of Cho's head and moaned loudly. She flipped her hair over 
her shoulder and looked down at her chest. 

“Oh yes, Cho, that feels really good," she cooed. 

Cho released Katie's nipple from her mouth with a loud 'pop' 
and moved to her other breast. She suckled heartily from 
Katie's pert boob, her own tits providing an alluring profile, 
the water dripping off her nipples onto the tiles below. 

“Aaahhh... your mouth feels so good on my nipple," moaned 
Katie. 

Cho sucked her tit for a minute, then released it and stood 
up, rubbing her finger around Katie's pink areola. 



“Your breasts are so cute. Do you want to try sucking on 
mine?" she offered, putting her arm under her heavy rack 
and lifting them toward Katie. Katie's eyes widened as she 
beheld Cho's bust on full display. 

“Oh yes I most certainly do!" Katie said enthusiastically, her 
hands reaching out and gripping fistfulls of Cho's bosom. 

“Oh!" exclaimed Cho in surprise as Katie pushed her face 
into Cho's cleavage. 

Cho was forced to remove her hand from between Katie's 
legs, but wasted no time in putting her fingers into her 
mouth, sucking Katie's pussy juice from them. Katie, 
meanwhile, was vigorously indulging in a boob buffet, her 
mouth working over the surface of Cho's bulging, round tits 
with alacrity. Cho was forced to take a step backward to 
regain her balance as Katie mashed her face between Cho's 
soft, fleshy orbs. 

Katie re-emerged after a moment to catch her breath, 
staring wide-eyed at Cho's perfect tits as she cupped them, 
the giant mammaries dwarfing Katie's small, feminine 
hands. 

“I've been wanting to do that ever since I saw you jogging 
on the treadmill," admitted Katie. “Your breasts are so big 
and round and... sexy! They were bouncing while you 
jogged and it was really hypnotising." 

She bounced them against one another, juggling the pillowy 
flesh before darting her head forward again, clamping her 
mouth over one of Cho's small, pale nipples and sucking 
avidly. 

“Oh Katie! I can feel your tongue swirling around my nipple! 
Mmmmmm... " Cho closed her eyes as Katie sucked her 



huge tits, taking her time with each full breast, teasing the 
nipples with her tongue. 

After a few minutes, she slid her hand down Cho's slim 
stomach and through her pubic hair, her fingertips 
disappearing between her legs. 

“Mmmmmmm... aaaahhhhh...” moaned Cho, turning her 
head to the side and running her fingers through her wet 
hair. 

Daphne leaned up as I pumped my dick into her pussy and 
reached back to put her arm around my neck. 

I pulled my thumb from her anus and held her tits, pinching 
her nipples as she whispered, “I want you to fuck me in my 
asshole, love.” 

I nearly blew my load at the sound of her husky whisper. I 
slowly withdrew from her dripping pussy, pausing to tap my 
fat cock head on each of her round ass cheeks while she 
bent over again. I spread her buttocks with my thumbs, 
admiring her cute rosebud, already worked in by my thumb. 
Her fingers were already busy at her pussy, stroking her clit 
and dipping her digits into her sweet honey pot. I placed my 
dick head against her asshole and, holding the base firmly, 
pushed my cock into her bottom. 

I heard her whimper as I penetrated her ass deeply, aided by 
her womanly secretions still coating my penis. I paused after 
watching the first few inches of my slick cock vanish into her 
arse, stretching her sphincter and feeling it squeeze my 
girth tightly. Daphne had put her other hand forward, 
pushing the door partially open, but quickly recovering and 
pulling it nearly closed again before we were seen. 



Katie was still suckling at Cho's bust, her hand moving 
rhythmically between Cho's legs. Cho moaned softly and 
caressed her own tits, holding them aloft so that Katie could 
kiss and lick every inch of them. Occasionally, while Katie 
was busy with one breast, she would hold the other up to her 
own mouth, tonguing her nipple. 

I pulled out slowly from Daphne's bottom, then thrust into 
her again, holding her ass cheeks spread apart. Daphne 
pushed back on me, eager to take more of my penis into her 
bowels, and I obliged her, starting a slow, steady rhythm of 
deep penetrating thrusts, again careful not to slap my 
abdomen against her sweet ass. The pleasure was 
overwhelming, and I kneaded Daphne's buttocks in 
appreciation of her tight anus and love of anal sex. She 
glanced back at me, her mouth open in a silent cry as I butt- 
fucked her. 

On one particularly enthusiastic thrust she put her hand 
back, pushing my stomach in protest. She straightened up 
and I leaned forward to put my cheek next to hers. 

"Careful, love. I may love anal, but your cock is still the 
biggest thing I've had in there." 

"Sorry Daph. I'll be gentle." 

"Well, not too gentle, I hope," she whispered back. 

I resumed thrusting into her asshole, careful not to 
penetrate her too deeply. She arched her back and 
straightened her legs, placing her hands near the opening of 
the door. She was nearly in a standing position as I fucked 
her ass, and my hands roamed over her hot body, savouring 
the curves of her bottom, hips, and breasts. I watched over 
her shoulder as the girls continued their lesbian encounter. 



“Oh... oh Katie... my goodness..." moaned Cho. “You really 
do love my breasts, don't you?" 

Katie pulled Cho's nipple up with her lips, then released it, 
the breast jiggling as it fell. Katie's expression changed from 
gleeful to apologetic, and her fingers stopped their 
movement on Cho's pussy. 

“I'm sorry, I don't mean to make you uncomfortable or 
anything. You're probably sick of people paying so much 
attention to your breasts." 

“No! I mean... yes, a little, but... it all depends on who the 
attention is coming from. It's actually quite nice having you 
enjoy them so much. This is all so new to me-that girls are 
attracted to my breasts." 

“It's not just your breasts, Cho. You're a really nice person. 
You're friendly and considerate. But at a purely physical 
level you're really hot. And... I'm not going to lie to you, your 
tits turn me on!" giggled Katie, looking from Cho's eyes 
down to her bosom. 

“Aw, thanks sweetie. You're really sexy too. I do a lot of 
jogging, but my bum will never look as hot as yours," Cho 
returned the compliment. 

“Thanks, I'm glad you like it. So, he must have really loved 
your breasts," said Katie, starting to rub her fingers on Cho's 
pussy again. 

“Mmmmm... yes, he did. He certainly gave them a lot of 
attention," replied Cho, touching Katie's nipples with her 
fingertips. 

“Yeah? I bet he put his dick in between them," Katie 
laughed. 



“He did! I gave him a really good... um... tit wank," giggled 
Cho, blushing. 

“Oooou! Mine are a bit too small for that. He must have 
loved it!" said Katie, then leaned in to kiss Cho, obviously 
sexually aroused by their conversation. 

They stopped kissing after a minute. “Did your titty fuck 
make him cum?" asked Katie. 

“Yes! Oh my goodness, did he ever!" squealed Cho, her 
hands roaming down to Katie's bottom as she pulled their 
bodies together. 

“And did he cum on your big tits?" Katie said, her voice 
trembling with excitement. 

“Yeah, woooow, there was so much of it! It just kept spurting 
and spurting!" said Cho excitedly. 

“I know! I was so surprised when he came on me in my 
bathroom... how much of it there was... Then when we had 
sex in the broom closet he pulled out and came all over my 
breasts and stomach. My skin has never been smoother!" 
Katie laughed as she rubbed her titties playfully against 
Cho's. 

“I'm getting so horny just thinking about it. Kiss me again," 
insisted Cho. 

The girls locked lips in a passionate embrace, Cho's hand 
working between Katie's legs, 

I roughly fondled Daphne's heaving tits as I continued to 
fuck her ass firmly and rhythmically, breathing heavily into 
her ear. 



“Merlin, I love fucking your hot ass, Daphne. It feels so 
amazing. Oh, look at that... look at your ass take my cock," I 
said, looking down to observe my shaft dividing her round 
buttocks, her lower back curved sharply to afford me the 
best angle of entry. 

She matched my rhythm, pushing back against me with 
every thrust, allowing me to penetrate her deeply. 

“Your cock fills my ass like nothing I've ever felt... it's so 
fucking good," she whispered back to me, reaching back to 
put her hand on my hip, her other hand busy rubbing her 
clit. 

We watched the girls as they made out in the shower. They 
stopped kissing fora moment, both breathing heavily, 
bodies pressed together. 

“Is something wrong?" asked Cho, sounding worried. 

“No, it's just... if you keep using your fingers like that you're 
going to make me cum," admitted Katie, bashfully. 

“And don't you want that?" 

“Yes, definitely, but I want to touch your pussy too," replied 
Katie. 

Cho smiled and turned her body so that Katie could reach 
down to her moist slit. Their arms crossed one another as 
they rubbed each others' pussies, their other arms around 
their waists. They kissed again, more urgently, and I heard 
soft, high-pitched moans escape them. Cho's tits wobbled as 
she finger fucked Katie's bare pussy vigorously. 

“Oh Katie, yes... yes that feels so good," breathed Cho, 
bending her knees and pushing her hips forward. 



Katie moved her fingers from Cho's clit and slipped two of 
them into her pussy. 


“Your pussy is so wet... aaahhhh!" moaned Katie, tilting her 
head back, giving herself over to her lesbian desires. 

The sight of Cho and Katie finger fucking each others' 
pussies in the shower, tit-to-tit, dripping wet and moaning in 
ecstasy, not to mention Daphne's tight asshole squeezing 
my cock as I fucked her, was more than enough to finally put 
me over the edge. 

“Fuck Daph, I'm going to cum," I whispered hoarsely. 

“Yes, love, I want you to cum on my face," she replied 
enthusiastically. 

I thrust into her bottom a few more times, grunting and 
squeezing her ass cheeks. I pulled out quickly and Daphne 
spun around, preparing to take a face full of my love batter. 

Her movement was too quick, however, and she lost her 
footing on the slippery tile floor. 

She gasped as her foot slid out from under her, causing her 
to tip backwards towards the shower stall door. Her hands 
shot out and grabbed my wrists as I reached out to catch 
her, pulling me with her. Her back hit the door causing it to 
fly open, both of us tumbling into the open. I grabbed her 
wrists tightly and tried to stabilise us, managing to prevent 
Daphne from banging her head on the floor, but unable to 
arrest our momentum. Daphne's bottom smacked loudly on 
the tile as she landed. She cried out as I fell on top of her, 
barely getting my hands out to slow my fall. 

Our commotion took Cho and Katie completely by surprise, 
and they both shrieked in horror, jumping apart and 



covering their breasts and pussies with their hands. 


I was on all fours above Daphne's supine body. Despite the 
unfortunate accident of blowing our cover and bursting into 
the shower room, my impending orgasm was too far 
advanced to be prevented. Looking into Daphne's wide eyes, 
I felt my balls twitch, and my cock fired an enormous, thick 
stream of cum up her stomach and between her still 
wobbling breasts. 

“Oh!" she cried out again, looking down at my cumshot. 

I sat up as the second blast exploded, unaided, from my 
cock. It arced gracefully through the air before splattering 
on Daphne's face, dripping into her open mouth and over 
her forehead. 

“Ooooh!" she moaned, smiling as the warm semen dripped 
over her face. Her hands darted to her pussy as she spread 
her legs, determined to pleasure herself as she received my 
cum. 

“Yeah! Give it to me, love!" she said loudly as she 
masturbated. 

My cock was on auto-pilot, and I spurted another hot load, 
my hands hanging idly at my sides. This one splashed onto 
Daphne's tits, which were sandwiched and bulging between 
her arms. 

“Uuuuuhhnn!" moaned Daphne as she watched my jizz coat 
her big tits, getting off on the sensation. 

“Bloody hell! What are YOU doing in here?!" I heard Katie's 
incredulous voice echo through the shower room. 



I glanced over to see that they had approached us, still 
covering their privates. I grunted and came again, another 
thick rope of cum flying through the air and striking 
Daphne's cheek and eye. I couldn't stop. Even though I 
wasn't stroking my dick, my orgasm continued. Another 
cumshot flew from my penis and left a gooey stripe across 
Daphne's left boob. She moaned again and stuffed two 
fingers into her pussy as her other hand rubbed her clit 
hard. 

“Oooooh, love. I'm gonna cuuuuum!" she screamed, her hips 
lifting off the floor. 

I came again as I looked at Cho and Katie, Cho's tits bulging 
comically around her hand as it feebly attempted to conceal 
her bust. Katie was still covering her tits, but instead of 
concealing her cute pussy, her other hand had begun to 
probe between her smooth labia as she subconsciously 
stroked her clit. 

Daphne climaxed loudly as I spurted another load onto her 
breasts, the semen running down her cleavage to the base 
of her throat. She bucked her hips as her orgasm washed 
over her, her fingers stuffed into her pussy, her head tossing 
from side to side. Another few volleys of cum erupted from 
my cock, spraying onto Daphne's face, tits, and stomach, 
before finally subsiding to a few thick drops which fell from 
the tip of my penis onto Daphne's abdomen. 

Daphne and I breathed heavily as we recovered from our 
climax. Daphne's hands roaming over her body, rubbing my 
cum into her skin. She licked a large gob from her upper lip 
and swallowed it. 

“Hi girls," she said, grinning as she played with her gooey 
nipples. 



“Where in heaven's name did you two come from!?" said a 
visibly shocked and embarrassed Cho. 

“Sorry. We didn't mean to interrupt," I said, feeling too 
exhausted to explain. 

“In-interrupt what? You weren't interrupting anything," Cho 
protested pathetically, blushing crimson. 

“Sure we weren't, sweetie. You two were just having an 
innocent little shower, right?" mocked Daphne, sucking cum 
from her fingers. 

“Bloody hell... were you in there the whole time?" said Katie, 
looking between me and Daphne, the hand across her titties 
now playing with her nipple. 

“You came in when Daphne was sucking my cock. We 
thought it would be fun to watch you shower. The girl make 
out session was a bonus," I said, chucking, not caring if the 
girls were angry. 

Katie looked surprised, then her expression softened and she 
laughed. “You really gave us a fright! Why didn't you just 
ask to join in?" 

“It was fun to watch. We wanted to see how far you'd go. 
Besides, he was fucking me in the ass-l wasn't about to let 
you girls have him," giggled Daphne, pushing her gooey tits 
together. 

Cho frowned, still covering herself, scolding us with her 
eyes. Katie looked up and down Daphne's body, and to my 
softening cock. 

“Oh wow... you really gave it to her. Look at all that cum..." 
mused Katie, still gently rubbing her clit and pinching her 



nipple. 


“Yes, well, she had been teasing me for a while," I said, 
wiping my brow. 

"You wanna help clean me off?" asked Daphne, looking 
saucily at Katie. She extended her hand. 

Katie smiled and took it, helping Daphne to her feet. Her 
legs were a bit wobbly, but she regained her balance and 
ran her hands up and down her body, collecting some of my 
cum on her fingers. She offered them to Katie. Katie opened 
her mouth and slowly and sensuously sucked my seed from 
Daphne's fingers. She licked her lips, then pulled Daphne 
tightly against her body, clamping her mouth over 
Daphne's, allowing their tongues to probe each other. 

Cho gasped. "Katie!" 

The girls stopped kissing. "Sorry Cho, I'm still really horny... 
even more so now that I know these two were watching us 
the whole time," said Katie, cupping Daphne's tits. 

I held my hand out to Cho. "Help me up, will you? I wouldn't 
mind having a bit of a rinse-off." 

Cho looked at me nervously, then down at her naked body, 
trying to decide if she wanted to expose her tits or her 
pussy. She opted for her pussy, crossing her legs and 
extending her hand to me. I took it and rose to my feet. I 
held her hand and walked into the shower, rinsing my 
sweaty body clean. Cho watched me, and Katie and Daphne 
continued to make out in front of us. 

I wiped the water from my eyes and spoke to Cho, who was 
still covering herself. "Really Cho? Are you still at this?" 



She grinned at me, then let her hands drop to her sides. Her 
tits bounced into view, her nipples hard. 

“That's better. Now come over here and kiss me." 

Cho stepped forward, and once she was close enough, I put 
my arms around her narrow waist and pulled her against me 
tightly. Her arms drew up around my neck and I felt the 
warm, firm, swells of her breasts push against my chest as 
our lips met. I hungrily probed her mouth with my tongue 
and she responded, running her hands through my wet hair 
and pushing her groin against my flaccid member. I felt a 
tingling sensation as blood began to rush into my cock. 

Cho pulled her head away and looked at me knowingly. 
“Mmmm, I felt that. Getting excited already?" she said. 

“No surprise there. You know what you do to me," I said 
softly to her. 

Looking over to Katie and Daphne, we saw Katie moving her 
sucking mouth over the surface of Daphne's bosom like a 
vacuum, noisily slurping my semen. Daphne caressed her 
head as she worked, her lips twitching every time Katie's 
mouth touched her sensitive nipples. 

“I think you got most of it, honey. Let's have a rinse," 

Daphne said, inspecting her glistening tits. 

Katie licked her lips and rubbed her pussy. “Mmmmmm! It's 
so yummy! Ok babe, let's get wet!" she squealed, pulling 
Daphne into the stream of water and hugging her. 

We showered and kissed, cleaning our bodies as Daphne and 
I recovered from our orgasms. After a few minutes, my penis 
was semi-erect, bumping against Cho's soft labia. She 



smiled and reached down to cradle my meat in her hands, 
gazing at it in wonderment. 

“Oh my... your penis is so big... even when it's not fully 
erect. I'm still amazed at how you managed to fit this inside 
me!" sighed Cho, running the tip of her index finger from 
the base of my cock right to the tip as it lay flat against the 
palm of her other hand. 

“Never mind how it fit into your pussy-how the hell did it fit 
into Daphne's asshole?!'' Katie interjected, also staring at 
my thick, semi-engorged cock. 

“Girls: when you enjoy anal as much as I do, you find a way. 
Sure, it takes some getting used to, but it's well worth it." 
added Daphne smugly. 

“You dirty slut," giggled Katie, smacking Daphne's bottom 
playfully. 

Cho continued to gaze at my dick, stroking it like it was her 
pet cat. I cupped her tits and hefted them, enjoying their 
weight and fullness. 

“So mister. I've found out you've been rather busy around 
the school," said Katie, demonstratively crossing her arms in 
mock disapproval. 

Her tits were framed beautifully like two round grapefruit 
halves, her nipples pointing at me accusingly. Her hip jutted 
out to the side, her legs slightly parted, her sexy pussy lips 
on display, a hint of deep pink visible between them. 

“My secret's out, Katie. I'm the school slut," I shrugged. 

“And it sounds like you've also convinced each of us to have 
a threesome with you and another girl," she continued. 



“Guilty again," I replied. 

"So who else have you fucked?" she demanded. 

All three girls waited patiently for my answer. 

"Why do you ask me questions you already know?" 

"Well, I don't know... because I didn't know about Cho?" 
asked Katie. 

"I didn't know about Cho..." said Daphne. 

"You should drop by the prefects tower more often then..." 

"Hmmm... so that means Pansy and Susan... not to mention 
Hermione... wow... you really get around, don't you?" said 
Katie, grinning. 

"Yeah he does... and so does Draco... and Blaise... why do 
you think they all moved there? I practically sleep there 
more often then in my own bed... there is pussy and cock 
everywhere... you just have to enter a bedroom and there it 
is..." Cho said, turning to the other girls. 

"I never knew that..." exclaimed Katie, a far away look in her 
eyes. 

"You sneaky bastard... so that's what you've been doing?" 
said Daphne, looking at me, grinning. 

"Yeah..." I just grinned back. 

"Good... because after that fuck he gave me, I sure could 
use some pussy..." added Daphne, reaching down to stroke 
Katie's slit with her fingers. 


Katie blushed and smiled. "That sounds fair." 



“Excellent. So how about we have a little fun right now, the 
four of us?" I said. 


“Yeah!" cheered Katie. 

“I have an idea," said Daphne, and dashed out of the shower 
room. 

“Where's she going?" asked Cho. 

“No idea," I shrugged. 

“Who cares? Look Cho, you're letting him go soft on us," said 
Katie, pointing at my cock draped across Cho's open palm. 

“Oh goodness! That won't do," she said, looking down and 
frowning. “Why don't you come here and give me some 
help, Katie?" 

Katie clapped her hands together and skipped over to us, 
her titties jiggling wildly. She stood on my right side and put 
her arm around my waist, her other hand grasping the base 
of my cock and squeezing gently. Cho did the same with her 
hand, her fist closing around my girth just below my dick 
head. They pressed their tits against at my sides as I stroked 
my hands over their soft bottoms. They began a tandem 
hand job, slowly pumping my shaft as I felt the blood rush 
into it. I kissed Katie, then Cho as they stimulated me, my 
cock growing substantially. 

“Mmmmm, that's better," said Cho, watching the girls' 
efforts be rewarded by the hardening of my cock. 

“Merlin, my hand can't even reach around it anymore... and 
it's still getting harder!" squealed Katie delightedly. 



“It feels amazing.. I can't believe I'm getting a double hand 
job from two of the hottest girls in school...'' I said as I 
watched them stroke my penis. 

I fondled their asses, feeling Cho's compact buttocks on my 
left, and Katie's perfect, firm, curvy bum on my right. I slid 
my middle fingers down their ass cracks over their anuses. 

“Oh!" exclaimed Cho, clearly taken by surprise. 

Katie simply giggled. “That tickles!" she said. 

“Does that offer of anal sex still stand?" I asked Katie. 

She smiled bashfully and bit her lip, a deep blush colouring 
her normally pale skin. “I don't know, sweetie... you're so 
big... but maybe we can give it a try." 

“What about you, Cho?" I asked. 

“Oh gosh... I... I don't think I should..." she answered 
nervously. 

“Oh come on, Cho. If I try it, will you?" said Katie 
conspiratorially. 

“Hmmmm... we'll see," was all she replied, looking at me for 
a moment before kissing me and squeezing my cock. 

“You three are getting along nicely." Daphne's voice rang 
through the shower room as she returned, carrying several 
yoga mats. “I got these so it will be a little more comfortable. 
We don't want bruises on our knees, do we ladies?" 

“How thoughtful! Thanks Daphne," said Cho. 

“Look, we've got him nice and hard again," Katie said. 



“I can see that. So, what should we do next?” Daphne asked, 
laying the mats on the shower floor in front of us. 

"I'd love it if the three of you got on your knees and sucked 
my cock,” I offered, my fingertips gently pressing on Cho 
and Katie's buttholes. 

"I've already given you head, sweetie. Why don't we let 
these girls have their turn. In the meantime, I wouldn't mind 
getting myself a little taste of pussy,” Daphne said, looking 
the girls up and down lasciviously. 

"Ok, Cho, why don't you go first? I want to watch from his 
perspective,” said Katie, looking across me to Cho. 

"Sure,” Cho said quickly, stepping away from me, seeming 
uncomfortable with me touching her small pink rosebud 
anus. 

Daphne turned the water off, then lay down on the mat, her 
head near my feet. "Get that gorgeous pussy down here, 
little miss,” she said hungrily, squeezing her breasts tightly. 

Cho knelt in front of me, careful not to kneel on Daphne's 
splayed hair, and looked down into Daphne's eyes. Daphne 
smiled and reached her hands around to grip Cho's thighs, 
pulling them down. Cho lowered her pussy to Daphne's 
waiting mouth as Daphne placed soft kisses on the insides of 
her thighs. Cho shuddered slightly as Daphne kissed closer 
to her slit. I saw her nipples harden in anticipation of 
Daphne's practiced mouth as it inched over Cho's smooth 
labia. Finally, Daphne extended her tongue and slowly 
dipped it between Cho's pussy lips, sliding it up between 
them until it found her clitoris. She prodded Cho's clit with 
the tip of her tongue as Cho's breath drew in sharply and her 
massive tits rose on her chest. 



I put my hand on Cho's chin and tilted it up to look at Katie 
and me. Her long eyelashes fluttered as Daphne wiggled her 
tongue against her clit. Her hands were resting on top of 
Daphne's on her thighs. Katie slowly stroked my long shaft, 
keeping me hard and aroused. I slid my fingers up and down 
her sexy ass crack. 

“Is she making you feel good, Cho?" asked Katie, reading the 
pleasure evident in Cho's face. 

“Yes she is. She's very... aahhh... very good," moaned Cho, 
fluttering her eyelashes again. 

Cho leaned back slightly, her body relaxing as Daphne 
began to suck her clit. One hand moved to Daphne's head, 
and the other roamed up her body, finding one of her 
globular breasts and caressing it. She moved her hips subtly 
in a slow grinding pattern. Daphne responded by licking up 
and down her moist slit. 

“Are you ready to put his dick in your mouth?" Katie asked 
politely, holding my cock steady as she pointed it at Cho's 
face. 

Cho looked at me as if noticing me for the first time. She 
blinked again, then smiled. 

“I'm sorry. Of course I'm ready." She leaned forward and 
moved the hand that was on Daphne's head up my leg to 
my hip. “Let me suck on that big, hard cock," said Cho, 
looking into my eyes with a burning desire. 

She opened her mouth and engulfed my dick head in her 
warm lips, sliding them over my glans. Her cheeks pulled in 
as she sucked the tip of my cock, watching me the whole 
time. 



“Oh wow... that looks so hot! Is that what I look like when I 
go down on you?" said Katie. 

“Yes. It's a very sexy look, isn't it?" I replied, squeezing 
Katie's ass. “Look, you can see her big tits below, too. Bob 
your head on my cock, Cho, we want to see those sweet 
breasts sway." 

Cho obliged, putting both hands on my thighs and sliding 
my cock a couple inches into her mouth, then back out to 
my dick head. She repeated this movement swiftly and 
smoothly, allowing her body to do the work, thus setting her 
beautiful breasts in motion. 

“Oooou, look at them jiggle!" squealed Katie. 

She was still gripping the base of my penis, and began to 
stroke it in time with Cho's blow job. I moaned my approval 
as my fingertips wandered between Katie's buttocks to find 
her tight anus. I felt her body tense against mine, but she 
did not object. I felt her push her bare pussy against my leg 
as she continued to stroke me off. 

“She looks so pretty sucking your cock. I'm getting a bit 
jealous," said Katie. 

I felt Cho's nails dig into my thighs as she sucked harder. 

“Mmmmmmm..." she hummed around my member. 

She was clearly enjoying the idea of making Katie jealous- 
either that or she was getting off on Daphne's oral 
stimulation. Probably both. 


“Yeah, Cho, you're sucking me so good," I complimented her. 



I pushed my middle finger against Katie's bum hole. She 
gasped slightly, but did not move. Cho took me deeper into 
her mouth and I moaned again. 

“Wow... she's really getting you off," said Katie, sounding 
almost disappointed. 

Her hand released its grip on my shaft and moved to Cho's 
wet hair. 

“If you like his cock so much, maybe you should take all of 
it!" cried Katie suddenly as she forced Cho's head forward. 

I felt my cock hit the back of Cho's throat and push further 
in as her eyes widened in shock. She resisted, pushing 
against my thighs, but Katie had a tight grip on Cho's hair, 
and she kept pushing until only an inch of my shaft was 
visible. Cho squeezed her eyes shut, gagging on my 
member, as I hastily pushed Katie's arm away, withdrawing 
my saliva-coated penis from her throat. 

Cho coughed loudly, her hands on her chest as I looked at 
Katie, who was smiling devilishly. 

“How do you like that, Cho? Was that enough cock for you?" 
she said. 

Cho looked hurt as she wiped spit from her chin. “Katie... 
why...?'' was all she could say. 

Katie simply crossed her arms under her perky titties. 

“Girls, please. There's no need to be jealous. I'm happy to 
share myself with you. You'll all get your turn. Please don't 
fight," I pleaded. 



“I'm sorry Katie, I was hogging him. Here, why don't you sit 
on Daphne's face and suck his penis for a bit while I watch?'' 
suggested Cho diplomatically. 

Katie looked down, then back to Cho, putting her arms out. 
“I'm so sorry, honey! I just got carried away. Please forgive 
me!" 

“Of course, sweetie!" replied Cho, standing shakily. “Come 
over here and let Daphne take care of you for a bit." 

Katie approached Cho, hugging her tightly. They kissed each 
other hard, using their tongues. When they stopped, they 
both smiled at each other. 

“I can taste him on your tongue," Katie said. 

Cho giggled, then held Katie's hand while she knelt down, 
straddling Daphne's face. 

“Mmmm... Bring that sexy cunt down here, love," cooed 
Daphne, before driving her face into Katie's bare slit, clearly 
past the point of subtle foreplay. 

“Ooooh my gooood!" exclaimed Katie, her eyes flying open, 
her hands splayed on the tops of her thighs as Daphne went 
to work. 

“Yeah, she's good," chuckled Cho, coming to my side and 
kissing me on the mouth. 

She held my cock at the base as Katie had, and guided me 
forward. 


“Ok Katie, your turn to have a taste." 



Katie smiled excitedly and opened her mouth to receive my 
spit-soaked column. She looked at me intently as I watched 
it vanish past her lips. She wasted no time in getting into a 
steady rhythm, taking me hard and deep, her eyes watering 
with the effort as my cock head bumped the back of her 
throat. Cho matched Katie's quick tempo with her hand and 
pushed her breasts against my side. I felt her short pubic 
hair prickle my leg as she began to grind against me. 

"Gosh, that does look very sexy. Mmmmm, she's sucking it 
hard, isn't she?" said Cho, sounding impressed. 

"Yeah, it feels amazing. Ohh, suck that dick, love," I grunted 
as I watched Katie swallow my phallus. 

Soon, I felt Katie's nails dig into my thighs and her eyes 
began to flutter. Her brow creased and she withdrew my 
cock from her warm, wet mouth. 

"Ooooohhh fuck..." she moaned, as Cho distributed the 
saliva along my shaft with quick strokes of her hand. 
"Oooooh, she's licking my pussy so goooooood..." 

"Stick your tongue out, Katie," I said. 

She opened her mouth wide and stuck out her tongue. Cho 
took the hint and began tapping my dick head rapidly 
against the surface of Katie's tongue. Katie moaned around 
the slaps, her hands falling to Daphne's head, and grinding 
her pussy against Daphne's face. 

"Aaaaaaaaaaaa..." said Katie, as if I was a doctor examining 
a sore throat, my penis acting as the tongue depressor. 

I fondled Cho's compact buttocks, daring again to trace my 
fingertip over her puckered asshole. 



“Mmmmm... that feels... a bit naughty,” she whispered in 
my ear. ”1 think I like it.” 

I smiled at her as I pushed my finger against it, feeling it 
tighten. 

”lt's very tight, Cho. I bet my cock would feel really good 
pushing into your bottom.” 

Cho blushed furiously as her eyes widened. She looked 
away, a cheeky smile on her lips, diverting her attention 
back to Katie, who was tickling the underside of my cock 
head with the tip of her tongue. I felt Cho's pussy lips 
against my upper leg, sliding on her abundant juices. 

Katie sucked my dick head for a few moments before letting 
it slip from her lips, closing her eyes and moaning as Daphne 
ate her pussy. Cho rubbed my dick on Katie's cheek as she 
trembled and moaned loudly. 

"Aaaahhhh... OOU!” cried Katie, her body jolting into an 
upright position, her eyes opening wide. "Now she's 
tonguing my asshole!” she announced, giggling nervously. 

"Oh my goodness! She's so dirty!” Cho said. 

It seemed like she was trying to appear shocked and 
disgusted, but in reality she knew better. I pushed my finger 
against her asshole again, and she responded by squeezing 
my cock and giving me a cheeky smile. 

"I think it's time I had a taste of some pussy, girls. Hang 
on...” I stepped away from the girls and went to the change 
room to retrieve a bench. I carried it into the shower room 
and set it down by the mats. The girls were all standing now, 
kissing and touching each other. 



“Sit on here, ladies," I motioned to the bench. 


Cho sat down on the left. Daphne in the middle, and Katie on 
the right. They sat patiently as I looked at them, backs 
straight, wet hair sticking to their necks and shoulders, 
breasts perky and nipples alert. My cock twitched as I 
admired the sexy witches, each body different and beautiful 
in its own way: from Cho's magnificent set of large, soft, 
bosoms, long eyelashes and innocent eyes, to Daphne's 
curvy hips and cute smile, to Katie's creamy skin, perky tits, 
and dimples in her cheeks. I thanked my lucky stars for 
being able to attract such lovely witches. 

"Well? Are you going to lick our pussies, or just stand there 
staring at us?" Daphne quipped. 

I laughed. "Sorry. I was just admiring how beautiful you all 
are. You can't blame a guy for wanting to soak in the view of 
three wet, naked, sexy young witches sitting in front of him." 

I approached Cho and knelt in front of her, taking her right 
leg and placing kisses up her shin to her knee. She giggled 
and shrugged her shoulders as I kissed her inner thigh, her 
breasts coming together between her arms, creating 
succulent cleavage. I gently pushed her legs apart as I 
kissed further up her inner thighs, admiring her wet pussy 
lips and strip of short pubic hair above. 

I figured Daphne had already got her warmed up, so I dipped 
my tongue deeply between her labia, tasting her tangy 
pussy juice. She was soaking wet, and before long my chin 
was dripping with her juices. Cho moaned. 

"You are so wet, Cho," I said. 

"Mmmmm... I'm so horny... keep licking me, please," she 
said, gently pushing my head back to her moist cunt. 



I smiled at Cho's politeness and decorum, even when 
receiving oral sex in front of her colleagues. I focused on her 
clit, flicking my tongue back an forth over the hard nub and 
pushing a finger into her soft pink. 

“Mmmmmm...” she emitted her characteristic soft, sexy hum 
that I'd heard her do so many times before. No matter the 
context, her slow, drawn-out vocalisation always managed to 
arouse sexual feelings in me... particularly when she had my 
cock in her mouth. In this case, it was a hum of pure 
pleasure in response to my cunnilingus. 

I looked up at her pretty face between her enormous boobs. 
Her eyes were half-lidded, her mouth slightly open. Her 
hands reached up to her huge tits, pulling them to the sides 
so she had a better view of me indulging in her tangy juices. 

I pulled my finger from her wet cunt, sucking the juices off, 
then ran it down her slit to her anus. I rubbed small circles 
around her tight butthole while sucking hard on her clit. She 
opened her mouth in a surprised 'O', but made no protest. I 
pushed my finger against her asshole, but it remained 
tightly clenched. 

"Oh my goodness!" she cried in surprise. 

I noticed that Daphne and Katie were watching Cho keenly. 
Katie was squeezing Daphne's tits, and Daphne had her 
hand between her legs. 

"Feels good, doesn't it?" said Daphne, probably unaware 
that my finger was attempting to penetrate Cho's bottom. 

"Mmm-hmm," murmured Cho, nodding her head rapidly. 

I pushed my wet finger against her anus again as I sucked 
harder on her clitoris. Cho's asshole resisted again, but not 
for long. Maintaining eye contact, she held her breath, and I 



felt her bottom relax ever so slightly. My fingertip popped 
into her bottom, her sphincter squeezing it tightly. 

“Aaaaaahhh!” she moaned as I pushed it in further. 

Cho's cheeks were red and her breathing was coming in 
quick gasps. She tossed her head back in ecstasy. 

“Oh... oohh... ooooohhhh!" she moaned loudly, pinching her 
nipple and pulling her titty up, suspending it. 

“I'm cumming... I'm cumming!" she cried, looking back 
down at me as I ferociously tongued her clit, sliding my 
finger deeper into her tight asshole. 

Her legs were spread wide, her knees up, her toes curled and 
pointed at the floor. She held the back of my head firmly 
with one hand, her nipple pinched between the fingers of 
her other. She shook violently, her breasts wobbling in 
response as her orgasm overtook her. I licked between her 
labia as her juices flowed, trickling down my chin. Her anus 
clenched and unclenched spasmodically. Finally, her body 
relaxed and she looked back down at me, smiling faintly. 

“Mmmmm.. thank you, darling," she said, running her 
fingers through my hair. 

I pulled my finger from her asshole and gave her one final 
kiss on her soaked pussy. “You're welcome, love." 

I shuffled over to Daphne, who was playing with her clit. 

“You don't have to worry about me, hun. I'm already-aaaah!" 
she cried as I put two fingers between her plump pussy lips, 
and one finger into her bum. 



She planted her hands on the bench at her sides and moved 
her hips to give me better access to her privates. 


“Ok, maybe I could do with a little oral," she admitted, as I 
began finger fucking her. 

“Cho and Katie, why don't you suck on her tits while I eat 
her pussy?" I suggested. 

Katie happily cupped Daphne's left breast and lifted it to her 
lips, suckling it. Cho, still recovering from her orgasm, 
leaned her head on Daphne's shoulder and traced her 
fingers up Daphne's tummy to her boob, then made little 
circles around her areola. Daphne puffed her chest out 
invitingly, and Cho finally dipped her head to place soft 
kisses on Daphne's sizable melon. 

“Ooooh, that's right girls, suck my titties like good little 
sluts," Daphne said in a husky voice, enjoying the attention 
of her attractive companions. 

I went to work on her sweet pussy, sliding my fingers in and 
out of her holes while I kissed, licked, and sucked on her clit. 

I nibbled on her bare, puffy cunt lips and fondled her ass 
with my free hand. Katie and Cho kneaded her breasts as 
they sucked them while Daphne loudly moaned her 
approval. 

“Aaaaah yes... fuck, that's good... ooooh, you're making me 
so fucking hot," Daphne said between gasps and moans. 

I wanted to make her cum quickly so I could get to Katie, so I 
pulled my pinky finger from her ass and hooked my fingers 
in her pussy to find her g-spot. With my other hand I forced 
my index and middle fingers into her asshole and sped up 
my rhythm, wet, squishy sounds emanating from her nether 
regions as I fingered her. I resumed sucking hard on her clit. 



Cho and Katie has paused to watch me work, each holding 
one of Daphne's heavy breasts in their hand. 

“AAAaaah, fuck! Don't stop girls, I'm going to cum. Suck my 
tits while I cum!" ordered Daphne. 

The girls obeyed, taking large mouthfulls of Daphne's rosy 
tits and sucking them hard. Daphne cried out as she came, 
and I felt her pussy and anus contract and convulse with her 
orgasm. I watched her body tremble and twitch as her 
climax washed over her and abated. I withdrew my fingers 
from her holes and sucked them clean. 

Daphne looked down at me, her face flushed, her hair 
tangled. "That's twice, honey. I owe you one," she said, 
smiling. 

Cho hefted Daphne's breast, watching it rise and fall in her 
palm, then kissed Daphne on the mouth. "That was totally 
hot," she said. 

Katie, meanwhile, had popped Daphne's other tit from her 
mouth and was sitting facing me, her legs wide apart, her 
fingers parting her cute little shaved pussy lips to expose 
the deep pink of her vagina, and the swollen nub of her 
clitoris. Her pussy glistened and dripped with her juices. 

"Ok, my turn!" she exclaimed eagerly, nearly bouncing up 
and down on the bench. 

"You bet, Katie. I hope you're ready for me," I chuckled, 
kissing her thigh. 


"Yes, yes! Lick my pussy! I'm so fucking horny right now!" 
she squealed. 



I held the undersides of her thighs and dove in, tongue- 
fucking her pussy as hard and deep as I could while she 
continued to spread her labia to give me easy access. 
Meanwhile, Cho had come to Katie's left side, Cho on her 
right. They straddled the bench and faced Katie, giggling. I 
knew what was coming. 

While Katie was distracted by my cunnilingus, Cho and 
Daphne leaned towards her and began pivoting their torsos 
rapidly back and forth, swinging their humungous breasts at 
Katie's head. The large, fleshy orbs bounced animatedly off 
Katie's face and the back of her head, knocking it about as if 
being pummeled by soft pillows. She screamed in surprise as 
the girls' tits rebounded against her. She scrunched her eyes 
shut, bravely withstanding the breast barrage as Cho and 
Daphne giggled uncontrollably. Even I had to stop and laugh 
at the sight. 

“Aaaaaagh! Stop! MMph! Ok, I surrender!" laughed Katie, 
taking a few more face fulls of boob before the girls stopped 
their busty assault. 

Everyone laughed. 

"Sorry Katie, we just had to," said Daphne, juggling her tits 
playfully. 

"That's ok. Actually, I want you to do it again, just not so 
rough. I've never had two pairs of big tits in my face before," 
replied Katie, looking back and forth between the enormous 
pairs of melons beside her. 

Daphne and Cho leaned in and pushed their breasts against 
Katie's face. She turned her head first to Cho's tits, then to 
Daphne's motor-boating them enthusiastically. I put two 
fingers into Katie's pussy and resumed sucking on her hard 



clit. Daphne and Cho offered their nipples to Katie to suckle 
and nibble on, and soon all three girls were moaning. 

“Oh yeah, suck our big titties, Katie," said Daphne, pushing 
her tits together, sandwiching Katie's face between them. 

I held Katie's thighs while I ate her cute pussy, and she 
inched her hands up the girls' legs, finding their wet 
snatches. She slipped her fingers inside them, fingering 
them gently while she sucked their busts. 

“Mmmm, that's a nice surprise, Katie. I'm already getting 
excited again," said Cho as Katie nibbled her left nipple. 

Katie smiled, then looked down at me between the two huge 
breasts framing her face. 

“Oooou, that feels good, love. Can you, maybe, um... put a 
finger in my bum too?" suggested Katie bashfully. 

“Gladly," I said. 

I pulled my fingers from her pussy and used her abundant 
juices to lube her little anus. I inserted my middle finger into 
her asshole, entering her gently and smoothly, feeling her 
sphincter clench tight around my finger. She sighed deeply 
and blushed, her nipples poking out visibly as they 
hardened. 

“Yeah... yeah, just like that. Oooohhh... now keep sucking 
my clit," she moaned. 

I kissed her smooth, bare labia, and put my lips over her clit, 
sucking hard. I then pushed three fingers into her pussy. She 
cried out and pushed her face into Cho's tits as I used my 
hands to pleasure her. She was leaking pussy juice all over 
my hand. 



“Bloody hell!” she cried as I rotated my finger in her ass. 


I saw her finger the girls more quickly as they reached down 
to squeeze Katie's cute, pale, titties. 

“Yes! Oh fuck yes! Make me cum, love!" she exclaimed, 
trembling on the verge of orgasm. 

I worked her holes with my fingers, increasing the suction on 
her clitoris as she came hard, biting Daphne's tit and 
squeezing her eyes shut. She emitted muffled moans as the 
girls pinched her nipples in theirfingers and bumped their 
breasts against her head. 

Eventually, Katie relaxed and let go of Daphne's tit, leaving 
teeth marks behind. She breathed hard as I withdrew my 
fingers from her holes. I took her hands from the girls' twats 
and sucked her fingers clean, enjoying the taste of Daphne 
and Cho's sweet pussies. I kissed up Katie's flat tummy to 
her pretty breasts, sucking gently on her nipples as her body 
twitched in response. I reached her mouth and kissed her 
deeply, then turned my head to enjoy a nibble at Cho and 
Daphne's boobs. Finally, I stood and looked at the girls. 

“Well, that was fun. I'm happy I managed to make you all 
cum," I said happily. 

“Oh gosh, that was so exciting! I can't believe we haven't 
been caught!" squealed Cho. 

“I don't even care if we get caught, this is incredible! Why 
don't we have a quick rinse to recover, then we can get to 
the real action," added Daphne, looking at my hard cock as 
it bobbed in front of her. 

We turned the water on and let it flow over us, rinsing the 
sweat from our bodies. Once again 1 admired the girls in all 



their naked glory. Another wave of intense desire washed 
over me. I put my hand around my shaft and pumped it 
slowly, watching the water cascade over the girls' sensuous 
curves. 

Katie was showering to my left, with the other girls to her 
left. She was facing away from me and pushing her hair back 
over her head. 

"I can't believe we let him finger our bums!" she squealed, 
seeming simultaneously embarrassed and excited. 

"Oh totally! It felt really good too. I didn't expect that," 
added Cho, sounding equally excited. 

"Just wait 'till he fucks your ass with his huge cock. You'll 
never forget it," said Daphne. 

"Oh... I don't know. His penis is just too big, I think," Cho 
said. 

"Daphne took it in her ass... I don't see why we can't," 
countered Katie. 

I stared intently at Katie's pale, firm, toned buttocks. She 
arched her back as she let the water cascade over her face 
and hair, which made her ass stick out even more. I admired 
the sides of her boobs under her raised arms, the curve of 
her skinny waist, cute dimples at her lower back. My eyes 
hungrily followed the crack of her ass, leading down to the 
hint of her bare pussy lips below. My erection throbbed in 
my hand. 

I quietly approached her from behind, watching the water 
drip over her beautiful ass cheeks, my eyes fixated on the 
curves of her young bottom. 



"Ooooh!” 


Katie gasped as I lifted her leg up with my left hand, my 
right hand gripping her hip firmly so she did not fall forward. 
She put her hand on the wall next to her for support as I 
bent my knees and guided my rock hard dick to her pussy. I 
felt my cock head touch the wet warmth of her cunt, sending 
jolts of pleasure through my body. I pushed my hips up, but 
my cock slipped away from her pussy, my shaft rubbing 
along her smooth, soft, labia. She quickly reached down with 
her free hand and guided me back to her fuck hole, 
stabilising my shaft with her fingers as I thrust my aching 
cock. 

“OOH! Fuck!” she cried as my engorged member penetrated 
several inches into her tight, hot pussy. 

I withdrew it until just the head was inside her, then thrust 
again, pulling her hip back towards me and driving my dick 
even deeper into her hot sex. She cried out again in 
pleasure as I saw her buttocks clench in response. 

"Yeah! Fuck her good!” cheered Daphne, stepping over to 
Cho, who was smiling and cupping her breasts, her erect 
nipples standing out from her bulging tits. 

I bent my knees again and thrust into Katie deeply, 

”Oh Merlin!” she exclaimed as I felt her pussy clench my rod. 

She swung her arm back, hooking it around my neck for 
support. She looked at me with her wide, lustful blue eyes as 
I paused to enjoy the sensation of being buried deep in her 
sweet cunt. 

”1 didn't expect that,” she said, blinking. 



“I'm sorry, love, I couldn't resist that sexy ass of yours. I just 
had to fuck you." 

“I'm not complaining, honey. You feel so good inside me," 
she replied, smiling and grinding her ass into me. 

I began fucking her, still holding her leg and hip, but 
dipping my head down to kiss her perky breast, and sucking 
hard on her erect nipple. She moaned loudly as I drove my 
cock into her, nearly lifting her off the floor with each thrust. 

“Fuck that's hot," commented Daphne, now running her 
fingers between her legs and caressing her breast. “Why 
don't you get down there and use your mouth on them?" 

“Oh gosh... what should I do?" said Cho, seeming unsure 
about where to begin as she watched her friend get fucked. 

“Oh come on, Cho, use your imagination! Suck on his balls. 
Lick herclit," suggested Daphne, sounding almost 
frustrated. 

Cho looked at Katie and me, then approached us, bending 
her knees and squatting in front of us. Her head vanished 
behind Katie's upraised leg and I felt my balls hit something 
as I trust into Katie. 

“Owl His balls hit me in the eye!" whinged Cho. 

“Well tell him to hold still for a minute," giggled Daphne as 
she played with herself. 

I pushed my cock deep into Katie and held it there. 

“Ok Cho, you can suck on my balls now." 



I felt her soft lips kiss my scrotum, then felt her tongue prod 
my nuts gently. She lapped at my ball sack for a few 
moments before I felt her lips envelop one testicle and suck 
it into her mouth. 

“Ohhh yeah, Cho,,, that feels good,” I moaned. 

She let my nut slip from her mouth before sucking on the 
other one, then she licked up my wet shaft to Katie's pussy. 

"Mmmmm, I can taste you all over him,” hummed Cho. 

I felt Katie's body become rigid as Cho's mouth made 
contact with her clit. 

"Yes... right there Cho... suck on my clit while he fucks my 
pussy,” breathed Katie, looking at me and nodding, 
indicating that I should continue fucking her cunt. 

I began a good rhythm again, my balls occasionally slapping 
against Cho's chin as she sucked Katie's clit and licked my 
shaft as it penetrated Katie. I felt Cho play with my balls as 
they dropped into her palm with each thrust. 

"That's it, Cho, now you're getting it!” cheered Daphne as 
she watched. 

She walked up next to Katie and took her chin in her hand, 
drawing her towards Daphne's face. Daphne kissed Katie 
hard on the mouth and pinched her nipple. Katie moaned 
around Daphne's tongue, losing herself in sexual revery. I 
dipped my head again to suck on Katie's free breast. She 
moaned again. 


Daphne stopped kissing her and looked down at Cho, who 
was busily sucking Katie's clitoris. 



“Pull his dick out and suck him off. I want to see you lick 
Katie's pussy juice off his big cock," said Daphne. 


I withdrew my cock and Cho wasted no time, sucking it hard 
and deep, slurping Katie's juices noisily. 

“Aaaaahhh... yes love...'' I moaned approvingly. 

Cho smacked her lips and kissed my dick head softly. “Katie, 

I can taste you all over his cock. You taste so good," she said, 
stroking her spit along my shaft. 

“Thanks sweetie. It felt soooo good when you sucked on my 
clit while he fucked me." 

Cho released my dick and I put Katie's leg down, pulling her 
against me, my cock being squeezed between her ass 
cheeks. I fondled her firm tits and kissed her neck. 

“I really want to fuck you in the ass, love. Do you want to try 
it?" I asked her. 

“Um... ok, sure. Ummm, how do you want to do it?" she said 
somewhat nervously. 

“Just bend over, ok? I want to fuck you just like this," I 
replied. 

I pushed her back down and held her hip so she would keep 
her legs straight. Cho stood in front of her. 

“Why don't you put your face on Cho's chest. You can suck 
on her big tits while I fuck your ass." 

“That sounds nice. Come here, Cho, gimme those huge 
boobs!" giggled Katie. 



She held Cho's hips and tipped her head up, pushing it 
between Cho's full bosoms. Cho smiled as she stuck her 
chest out, watching Katie nuzzle into her cleavage. 

Daphne bent over beside Katie and put her face on the top 
of Katie's pretty ass. She reached one hand between Katie's 
legs to play with her wet pussy, the other holding her 
buttocks apart. She gazed at Katie's cute anus before 
tonguing it aggressively. 

"Oooouuu!" squealed Katie, her head popping up from the 
valley of Cho's bust. 

After tonguing it. Daphne spit on Katie's butt hole. She then 
took my cock (which I was gently tapping on Katie's buttock) 
into her mouth and sucked me off, drooling profusely to 
lubricate my penis in preparation for its entry into Katie's 
asshole. 

She popped it loudly from her mouth, then slapped Katie's 
ass, saying, “You ready to get your ass fucked, sweetie?" 

Katie turned her head to look over her shoulder. “Umm... I... 

I think so," she said nervously. 

“Just relax, Katie. I'll be gentle," I reassured her as I 
positioned my thick cock at her puckered anus. 

Katie arched her back and offered her bottom to me as 
Daphne helped spread her cheeks apart. I pushed my slick 
cock head against her asshole slowly and steadily. 

“Aaaaaaaaaaahhh..." Katie emitted a long 'a' sound as my 
swollen dick head pushed against her tight anus. 

Her ass was pushed inwards, but suddenly relented as my 
head slipped past her o-ring and into her bottom, aided by 



Daphne's saliva. 


“OOOH ssshhhhhhhiiit, that's a big dick in my ass!" 
squealed Katie, turning her head to look back at me. 

Her anus was constricting around my glans, and my body 
was overcome by an intense wave of pleasure. Daphne stood 
to observe the action, and I gazed upon Katie's perfect bum, 
my eyes nearly watering at the beautiful sight. My long, 
veiny shaft led to the cleft of her buttocks where it vanished 
neatly into her rectum like a worm hiding in a peach. I put 
my hands on her ass cheeks and stroked them softly, feeling 
their firm, round shape. 

"That went well," commented Daphne. "I didn't think he'd 
go in that easily." 

"I've... aaahnn... I've been practicing a little bit... with my 
wand," Katie said, breathing heavily against Cho's right 
breast. 

"It feels fucking incredible, Katie. Is it ok if I push it in some 
more?" I asked. 

"Yeah, hun... give me more of that fat cock!" she replied 
eagerly. 

I took a deep breath and held her buttocks firmly as I rocked 
my hips forward. Daphne and I watched as my cock slowly 
pushed into Katie's asshole, inch by inch. Her ass was tight, 
but comfortably allowed my entry. I had pushed half my 
cock into her bottom when I stopped, releasing my breath as 
I felt her anal walls ripple along my dick, my eyes rolling and 
my body tingling. 

"Oooohh fuck..." I moaned. 



“Do you like that, love?" asked Katie in a high-pitched voice. 


“Your ass is amazing, love. It's squeezing my cock so good." 

“You can push it in further, if you want," she offered. 

I looked at Katie, who smiled, then at Cho, who was fixated 
on watching my cock penetrate Katie's ass, then at Daphne, 
who looked surprised, but smiled and shrugged. I slid my 
hands up to Katie's waist, then pulled her against me. My 
dick slid deeper into her sweet, warm ass, taking me 
smoothly and evenly. 

“Aaah... aaaaahhh... bloody hell, bloody hell, love, yes... oh 
you're filling my ass up so goooood!" moaned Katie, her 
brow knit, her cheek pushing hard into Cho's tit. 

After watching nearly my whole engorged length penetrate 
Katie's sexy bottom, I moaned, shuddered, then began to 
withdraw. Daphne, Cho, and I watched inch after inch of my 
dick re-appear, gently pulling at Katie's sphincter, until a 
sliver of my dick head was poking out of her stretched 
asshole. 

“You really have been practicing, haven't you?" laughed 
Daphne, spanking Katie's butt cheek and watching it wiggle 
from the impact. 

I held Katie's hips tightly and thrust back into her ass; 
quickly this time, with more force. I went deep. 

“Aaah! Fuck! Merlin... that's so fucking deep in my ass!" 
cried Katie, probably experiencing a bit of pain, but seeming 
to enjoy the anal stimulation. 

“Sorry Katie, should I-" I began. 



“-No! Fuck my ass deep, love. I love it!" she said 
emphatically. 


I pulled out again, then thrust back inside her tight bottom, 
loving the feeling of her taught anus constricting around my 
girth. Again I pulled out, then impaled her bottom. I stroked 
my cock into her asshole, building a good rhythm. She took 
me well, moaning into Cho's bosom. Daphne watched the 
action avidly, her fingers splayed over Katie's buttocks. 

“Look at that... she's taking your whole cock," Daphne 
mused. 

“Aaah... no offense Daphne, but this has got to be the best 
ass I've ever fucked. It's just the perfect shape, the perfect 
tightness..." I said, watching my dick glide into Katie's 
bowels. 

“No offense taken, honey. I'm getting so wet just watching 
you pound that cute little ass." 

Katie was sucking on Cho's nipple as Cho ran her hand 
through Katie's wet hair, her other hand reaching down to 
cup Katie's tit. She watched the anal action with interest. 

“Pull it out, honey, I want to taste her ass," said Daphne 
bluntly, dropping her head to the top of Katie's bottom. 

I withdrew my entire length, watching as Katie's anus 
contracted, but remained gaped as Daphne spread her 
buttocks. 

“Oh, fuck, look at that pretty gaped asshole," moaned 
Daphne. “Gimme that cock!" 

Daphne grabbed my member and stuffed it into her open 
mouth. I thrust gently as Daphne sucked my dick hard. 



jerking my shaft rapidly. 


“Oh woooooow! Daphne, you're so... dirty!" squealed Cho, 
seeming both disgusted and aroused. 

Daphne popped my wet dick from her mouth. "You didn't 
think it was that dirty when you were tonguing it," she 
retorted. 

Cho was about to speak, but quickly shut her mouth and 
blushed deeply, avoiding eye contact. Daphne laughed and 
sucked me off some more, then directed my penis back at 
Katie's anus. I pushed it into her ass, aided by Daphne's 
saliva, and began fucking her again. 

"Ooooooouuuu yeeeaaahh! Oh wow... bloody hell, yes!" 
screamed Katie. 

Cho looked down between her tits as Katie's face bounced 
off them with each one of my thrusts. She looked back up at 
Daphne and me. 

"I want to see. I want to watch you fuck her ass close up," 
she said. 

"Why? Does it turn you on?" teased Daphne. 

"Yes! I'm really horny right now and I want to watch his cock 
go into her bottom!" blurted Cho. 

"Ok, honey, all you have to do is ask," chuckled Daphne. 

They switched places. Daphne mashing Katie's face into her 
tits, and Cho approaching me, gazing at my pounding cock, 
mesmerised. 



“Ooooooohhhh...” she cooed, holding both hands over her 
mouth, her breasts bulging beneath her arms. 

“It's a beautiful sight, isn't it?'' I said, grinning as I dipped 
my cock between Katie's pale buttocks. 

“Gosh... it's going so deep... '' said Cho, her left hand 
dropping to rest on Katie's ass cheek. 

“Oh fuck, love... I'm going to cum soon if you keep fucking 
my ass like that," moaned Katie, looking back at me with a 
desperate expression. 

“Yeah? Is my big cock in your ass making you hot?" 

“Oh yes! Cho, rub my pussy while he fucks my asshole! I'm 
getting close!" Katie squealed. 

Cho reached underneath Katie with her free hand, her face 
dropping close to the action. 

“Wow! She's soaking wet! Her pussy is totally leaking!" Cho 
exclaimed in surprise. 

“Yeah, that's it! Finger me, Cho! Aaaaaaaahhn!" Katie cried. 

I sped my rhythm, worried that I might blow my load before 
Katie came. Cho's hanging tits shook as she finger fucked 
Katie's pussy and groped her ass. 

“I'm cuuummmiiiiiing!" screamed Katie, biting Daphne's tit 
as I felt her legs quiver and her anus contract. 

I fucked her for a few more strokes as she moaned loudly, 
finally pounding my cock balls-deep in her pretty ass. She 
shook violently for a few moments, her ass and pussy 
spasming under her orgasm. I held her firmly against me. 




then felt her legs go weak. I put my arm under her so she 
wouldn't collapse. She uttered guttural, staccato moans as 
her orgasm washed over her. Daphne winced, then pulled 
Katie's hair gently. 

"Ow, babe, you're going to leave a mark on my tit," she said. 

"S-sorry... aahhh... " was all Katie could manage as she 
trembled. 

I carefully extracted my cock from her ass, loving the 
tightness of her sphincter post-orgasm. As her ass 
relinquished my dick, I lowered her to the mats on the floor 
and knelt beside her. She lay on her stomach, her perky ass 
still tilted into the air as if offering herself to me again. 

"Oooh... wow. That was unbelievable..." she sighed, a smile 
touching her lips. 

"It was amazing for me too, Katie. I've never fucked a better 
ass," I replied, caressing her bottom lovingly. Her inner 
thighs were wet with her juices. 

I looked over to Daphne, who was sucking Katie's cum from 
Cho's fingers and fondling her tits. She kissed Cho on the 
mouth, then came over and took my hand, making me 
stand. She led me over to the bench. 

"Lie down, sweetie. I think Cho needs some cock in her," she 
said. 

"Oh totally!" said Cho enthusiastically, caressing her big 
breasts with one hand and stroking her slit with the other. 

I lay on the bench with my knees bent and my feet on the 
floor. Cho made to straddle me, but Daphne stopped her. 



“Suck his cock first," she insisted. 

"But... it was in Katie's bum," replied Cho. 

"I know there's a part of you that wants to do it, Cho. Don't 
be shy," urged Daphne. 

Cho approached me nervously and bent over, putting her 
fingers around my cock and holding it upright. She stroked 
the base a few times and pushed her wet hair behind her 
ear. Her large, heavy boobs swayed between her arms as she 
looked at me nervously. 

"It's ok, Cho. I won't think badly of you. In fact, I think it's 
sexy. Go ahead," I encouraged her. 

Slowly, she put her lips around my dick head. She didn't 
suck or use her tongue at first, she just ran her lips over my 
cock head a few times. After a moment, gathering courage, 
Cho sucked her cheeks in and swirled her tongue around my 
cock, closing her eyes. She bobbed her head on my penis 
and stroked my shaft, taking more of me into her mouth. I 
heard a muffled moan escape her as her other hand joined 
her first as she pumped me double-handed. Now it was my 
turn to moan. Cho heard me and opened her eyes to look up 
at me. I smiled at her. 

"Yeah Cho, that's so good. Suck it just like that," I said, 
pushing my hips up. 

She began twisting her hands around my shaft as she 
gobbled my knob. I watched her tits jiggle with her efforts 
and felt the blood surge in my engorged cock. 

"Mmmmmmmmm..." Cho acknowledged my arousal with an 
approving hum as she blew me. 



Finally, she slipped my dick from between her lips and 
drooled spit onto my cock, stroking it in with her hands. 


“Congratulations, Cho, you've just done your first ass-to- 
mouth!" cheered Daphne, helping Katie to her feet. 

“Don't say it like that... it's so rude," objected Cho. 

“Oh be quiet, Cho. You loved tasting my ass on his big dick. 
We all know it," added Katie, smiling devilishly. 

“I'm not-'' Cho began. 

“-a slut? We know that, honey, we're just teasing you. Now if 
you don't start riding that cock, I may just have to jump the 
queue and ride it myself," Daphne said. 

Cho, still blushing from embarrassment, stood up and 
straddled me, her pussy lips parting slightly. Daphne 
crouched down and held my cock upright, pointing it at 
Cho's wet slit. Katie stood next to Cho and rubbed her hand 
across her breasts, hefting them in her palm and tickling her 
hard nipples. Cho put her arm around Katie's waist for 
support and bent her knees, lowering her dripping cunt to 
my member. My dick head, wet with her saliva, parted her 
labia easily as I eased into her. Cho moaned as I penetrated 
her sex, descending on me until I was deep inside her. 
Daphne squeezed the base of my cock as Cho moved her 
body up, my slick rod sliding out. She sighed as she 
squatted on my cock again. 

“Oooohhhh..." Her eyes closed as she descended onto my 
prick. 

Daphne moved her hand as Cho took nearly my entire 
length into her. She moved up again, then down, more 



quickly as she began her ride. Katie continued to play with 
her large breasts as she fucked me. 


“That is so hot, Cho. You look really sexy riding his big dick 
like that," said Katie. 

“And it feels so fucking good. Lean forward, Cho. I want you 
to put your tits in my face while you fuck me," I said. 

Cho smiled, knowing how much her breasts turned me on. 
She leaned forward, putting her hands on my shoulders. Her 
massive breasts hung inches above my face, filling my field 
of visions with her gigantic orbs. I immediately pushed my 
face into them, kissing and licking her soft flesh. My tongue 
found her nipple and went to work making circles around it, 
and sucking it hard into my mouth. She rocked her body on 
my dick, her tits bobbing and bouncing off my face as her 
pussy squeezed my cock with each penetration. I roughly 
fondled her breasts, kneading the soft, pliable melons as my 
mouth savoured her warm skin. 

“Wow, he sure loves your tits, Cho. But then again, don't we 
all?" giggled Katie. 

Cho sat up and drew her shoulders back, proudly displaying 
her round, bulging assets. She put her hands on the tops of 
my thighs and ground her hips against my groin, gripping 
my cock tightly deep inside her cunt. 

“Oh, you mean these?" she said with mock innocence, as if 
unaware of the size and shapely perfection of her huge rack. 

Her nipples stood out from her pale, tight areolas, and the 
pregnant droplets of water beading on her bust dripped over 
the rotund curves and down onto her firm stomach. I ran my 
hands over her tummy and clasped her narrow waist, 
pushing my cock up into her. 



'They are absolutely beautiful, Cho. It's so distracting when I 
see you around the school and all I can think about is 
sucking on your big tits!" I admitted. 

"You mean like this?" said Daphne, bending over and 
putting her open mouth overCho's right breast. 

Katie imitated her with Cho's left tit, and the girls kneaded 
and suckled Cho's boobs with lustful abandon. 

"Mmmmmmmm..." Cho hummed again, looking down at her 
pretty school mates as they nibbled her melons. 

I sat up and pushed Cho back so that her bum was resting 
on the bench, my cock still inside her. I pulled her legs up 
and spread them, then began fucking her hard, my feet 
planted on the floor. Her hands were behind her, supporting 
her upper body so she could watch my thick cock piston in 
and out of her pussy. Our thighs slapped together with each 
thrust, and Cho's magnificent tits bounced on her chest like 
basketballs, hitting the girls in the face as they attempted to 
suck them. 

"Ooooh! Oooooh! Hhhaaaaaaaahh! Yes, you're making me 
feel so good," moaned Cho, her tits bouncing off her chin. 

"Yeah? You like that big dick fucking your tight pussy?" I 
grunted. 

"Yes... I love it, love... mmmmmmm... fuck me just like that." 

Katie and Daphne had given up chasing Cho's nipples with 
their mouths and stood to watch the action. I took the 
opportunity to grope Cho's tits as I fucked her, squeezing 
them together to create a gorgeous cleavage. I pinched her 
nipples between my fingers and she cried out. 



"Ooou! Squeeze my nipples nice and hard. Ooooohhhh...” 
her brow crinkled and she arched her back as I fucked her. 

“That's it, Cho, let that inner slut out," said Daphne, 
touching herself. 

“He's really giving it to her. Look at her tits bounce!" noted 
Katie. 

“Fuck, that's hot. Lie back Cho, I want you to eat my pussy 
while he fucks you," added Daphne. 

Cho lay down on the bench and Daphne straddled her face, 
facing away from me. Katie stood in front of Daphne, putting 
one foot up on the bench and holding her pussy lips apart. 

“Lick my pussy too!" she begged. 

Daphne lowered her cunt onto Cho's face, as Cho eagerly 
dipped her tongue between Daphne's labia. Daphne 
moaned, then leaned over to put her head between Katie's 
legs. Soon, we were all moaning loudly, pleasuring one 
another. Katie watched Daphne eat her pussy, caressing the 
back of Daphne's head, then looked at me while I fucked 
Cho. 

“Oooohhh... she's really good, isn't she?" said Katie, 
referring to Daphne's oral skills. 

“If she's as good at eating pussy as she is at sucking cock, 
then yeah, she's got a talent for it," I grunted. 

Katie and I shared a laugh. I admired her toned, wet body as 
she put both hands on the back of Daphne's head, forcing 
her face against her girlhood. Her shoulders pulled inward, 
making her perky tits draw together. Her nipples were as 
hard and protruding as ever, and her mouth was open as she 



gasped and moaned under Daphne's stimulation. Her body 
quivered every now and again, her titties jiggling erotically. 

I continued my penile assault on Cho's tight pussy, watching 
my length vanish between her small pussy lips, herclit hard 
and exposed, her large chest rising and falling with her 
heavy breathing, her massive breasts jiggling and rolling 
about. I was fucking her deep and hard, and she took me 
well, working her hips and pussy muscles in time with my 
thrusts. I watched her jaw working under Daphne's full ass 
as she dined on her cunt. 

“Cho, spread Daphne's ass cheeks. I want to see her pretty 
asshole," I said. 

Cho obeyed without taking her mouth off Daphne's pussy. 
Her hands pulled Daphne's buttocks apart, and I admired 
her anus, feeling my balls twitch with excitement. 

"Do you like looking at my asshole while you fuck her?" 
asked Cho, taking a brief moment from Katie's pussy to look 
at me over her shoulder. 

"Yeah love. I think I may have to fuck it again," I said. 

"It's all yours, honey," said Daphne, then went back to 
sucking on Katie's clit. 

I pulled my cock out of Cho's soaking cunt and smacked the 
engorged head against Cho's exposed clit. Her body jumped. 

"OH! Oh my... aaaaahhhh!" she cried. 

"I think she's a bit sensitive," commented Katie. 

"Mmmmmm... I'm just so horny! Please, before you put it in 
Daphne's bottom, will you fuck my breasts?" asked Cho. 



“You don't need to ask me twice, darling." 


I moved up Cho's lithe body, dropping my cock heavily 
between her enormous melons. Cho used her hands to push 
her beautiful tits together, enveloping my pussy juice- 
soaked cock in their warm, soft embrace. I began thrusting 
my dick between her breasts as they bulged around her 
splayed fingers, her nipples poking up. I put my hands on 
Daphne's round ass cheeks, squeezing them and spreading 
them apart. I sucked my index finger, then pushed it into 
Daphne's asshole. 

“Ooooh! Yes, honey, that's it. Finger my asshole while you 
fuck her tits!" moaned Daphne. 

Katie frowned, then forced Daphne's face back against her 
smooth mound. “Don't stop licking my pussy. Daphne. 

You've got me all hot and horny again. Aaaaahhh yeah... 
suck on my clit." 

I could hear wet slurping sounds as Daphne and Cho 
indulged in their cunnilingus, their heads moving and tilting 
to afford the best angles for tonguing, kissing, sucking, and 
licking the vaginas they were giving head to. I fucked Cho's 
tits firmly, feeling them press against my groin as my dick 
head emerged from her cleavage near her neck. I rotated my 
finger inside Daphne's bottom and playfully spanked her 
buttock with my other hand, squeezing and fondling it. 

After a minute, I pulled my finger out of her ass and 
withdrew my dick from between Cho's busty embrace. 

“Suck me off, Cho. Get my dick nice and wet before I put it 
in Daphne's asshole." 

Daphne moved forward so Cho could lift up her head. Her 
lips and cheeks were glistening with Daphne's pussy juice. 



She still held her big tits firmly, tweaking the nipples as she 
opened her mouth. I guided my cock into it and she sucked 
my knob hard as I pushed it in a couple inches. I pulled it 
out again, popping it out of Cho's mouth, wet with her 
saliva. I spat on my hand and stroked my shaft, then rubbed 
some of our spit on Daphne's anus. 

"Are you ready for me, love?" I asked. 

Daphne back her ass up to me as I spread her cheeks apart. 

"I'm always ready for some good anal fucking from you, 
sweetheart. Give me that big cock!" she cooed, looking at 
me over her shoulder. 

I placed my dick head against her wet anus and held the 
base of my column firmly, using the thumb of my free hand 
to pull her ass cheek to the side. I grunted as I pushed into 
her bottom, feeling her anal sphincter open and slide over 
my cock head as I penetrated her. 

"Mmmmmmm... look at that! I'm going to lick you while he 
has sex with your bottom," stated Cho. 

I felt her tongue on my shaft briefly before she continued to 
eat Daphne's pussy. I pushed my dick deeper into her ass as 
she moaned. 

"Oh yeah, love, fuck my ass deep and hard!" she cried, 
before putting her mouth back between Katie's legs. 

I penetrated her deeply, feeling her anus adjust to my size, 
then began fucking her ass at a good, hard pace. She took 
me easily, and I enjoyed the warm depths of her bowels as I 
thrust into her bottom, holding firmly to her buttocks. 



“Mmmm, yeah Daphne, take that dick like a good little anal 
slut,” I grunted. 

Katie giggled as she watched me invade Daphne's ass. 

"Wow, that does look really sexy. I want a closer look!” 

Katie stepped off the bench and skipped over to me, putting 
one hand on Daphne's ass, and the other on mine. 

"Whoa... it's hard to believe you got that thing into my ass. 
Look at how big it is!” she said, sounding surprised. 

"And you took the whole thing, Katie. It was amazing,” I said. 

I put my arm around her and pulled her against me, kissing 
her passionately as I continued to fuck Daphne's ass. 

I whispered in her ear, "Seriously, I have never fucked a 
better ass than yours, love. Daphne's got nothing on you.” 

She smiled and blushed, then kissed me again. "I'd love to 
let you do it again soon,” she said, and winked, then looked 
back at my thrusting cock. 

"Come on, get it nice and deep,” said Katie, pushing my ass 
hard on one of my forward thrusts. 

I buried my cock deep in Daphne's bottom, my hips slapping 
against her buttocks. 

"Oh FUCK! Oh shit that's deep! Aaaaahhh yeah love, hold it 
there while Cho licks my clit!” Daphne cried, her body 
trembling. 

I could feel her anal muscles work against my hard shaft as 
Cho licked her pussy, her fingers tickling my balls. I heard 
her hum and moan as she performed oral sex on Daphne. 



“Oooooh that's fucking good! Yes, yes, yes! Ok... ok keep 
fucking my aaaaaassssss!" Daphne whimpered, getting off 
on us. 

I pulled my dick back, and it popped out of Daphne's 
clenching anus. Katie quickly grabbed it and bent down, 
turning her head to the side so she could look me in the 
eyes as she stuck her tongue out and inserted my penis into 
her warm mouth. She sucked my knob hard, her cheeks 
pulling in as she savoured Daphne's anal juices. 

“Ooooh yeah, Katie... taste Daphne's ass on my dick," I 
moaned. 

Katie maintained eye contact with me as she opened her 
mouth wide, running her tongue up and down my entire 
length, finally tickling the underside of the tip, then sucking 
on my dick head again. 

"Oooh, is Katie doing ass-to-mouth too? Can I see?" said 
Cho, quickly sliding out from under us and standing to my 
right. 

She watched Katie blow my cock, stroking her saliva along 
my length. 

"Gosh... it's so... dirty... but very sexy at the same time," 
admitted Cho, running a finger between her pussy lips. 

Daphne was looking over her shoulder at Katie, and reached 
down to rub her pussy. "Put it back in, honey. Fuck my ass 
hard!" 

Katie popped my cock from her mouth and stood, the girls 
pulling Daphne's ass cheeks apart, slightly gaping her anus. 
I guided my prick back into her warm bottom, penetrating 
her deep as I began to fuck her again. 



“Oh shit! I can feel your balls slap my pussy!" cried Daphne 
as I fucked her ass. 

Cho, Katie, and I enjoyed watching Daphne take my big cock 
in her asshole for a few minutes, the girls touching 
themselves and caressing their breasts. I took turns fondling 
all three of their asses, occasionally spanking, pinching, and 
fingering them. 

“Aaaaahhhhh... yeah, love, you're gonna make me cum 
soon!" screamed Daphne as I pounded her. 

“Wait, I want to make you squirt on Katie and Cho," I said. 
“Girls, sit down on the mat there, at the end of the bench." 

“Wait... you can squirt too?" said Katie, looking surprised. 

“Can she ever!" said Cho knowingly, walking around to Katie 
and taking her hand, leading her to the mat. 

The girls knelt on the mat as I withdrew my cock from 
Daphne's asshole. Daphne stood and turned around and 
kissed me, pushing her big breasts against my chest. 

“Come on love, let's give these sluts a squirt shower," she 
growled, clearly eager to be brought to orgasm. 

I sat on the end of the bench, facing Katie and Cho. Daphne 
knelt between my legs and took my cock in her mouth, 
sucking me hard and bobbing her head on my erection while 
she stroked me firmly. The girls looked somewhat surprised. 

“As you can see. Daphne's got no problem doing ass-to- 
mouth... even when it's her own ass she's tasting!" I 
chuckled. 



The girls tittered and looked at each other, blushing. 

Daphne pulled me cock from her mouth and spat on it, then 
turned around. 

“Sit on your bums, girls. Spread your legs and masturbate 
while you watch him fuck my ass," said Daphne. 

I supported myself with my arms behind me, hands planted 
on the bench. Daphne straddled the bench, positioning 
herself above my turgid member. I leaned to the side so that 
I could see past the curve of Daphne's waist. I watched Katie 
and Cho spread their legs and begin to rub their pussies, 
looking at each others' naked bodies, becoming aroused. 
They looked back at Daphne, who was holding my dick and 
guiding it back into her stretched asshole. I penetrated her 
easily as she took my length into her, sighing. 

She moved her body up and down on my pole, then reached 
back to put her hand on my chest for support. I watched her 
side-boob bounce and roll on her chest as her ass rode my 
cock, her other hand went to her pussy and began to rub it 
vigorously. 

“Ooooooohhh shit, yeah... that's so good love...'' she 
moaned. 

I began using my hips to thrust my cock up into her bottom, 
fast and hard, her ass slapping on my abdomen. Katie and 
Cho looked on with rapt attention, their eyes wide, their 
cheeks rosy, their breasts jiggling as their fingers worked 
feverishly between their legs, pleasuring themselves as they 
watched Daphne ride my cock. 

“Aaaaaahhh fuuuuuuck! Yes, love yes... just like that... fuck 
that ass! Oh shit! Oh fuck! Yeah, pound it hard! You're gonna 
make my pussy cum! Aaah fuck! I'm cumming!'' her voice 
trembled as it echoed loudly in the shower room. 



accompanied by the wet slapping of my hips against her 
ass. 

“Here it comes," I heard Cho say, as she squinted and 
rubbed her cl it faster. 

“Aaaaaaaaahhhhh!" screamed Daphne. 

I felt her anus clench powerfully around my cock, which was 
inserted deep in her bowels. She shook as her arm worked 
hard, rubbing her cunt rapidly. I saw a spray of clear liquid 
erupt from between Daphne's legs, showering down on the 
two sexy girls as they masturbated. Both girls shrieked 
loudly as they squeezed their eyes shut and turned their 
heads as Daphne's cum splashed against their skin. Katie 
raised her hand to block the spray so that she could watch 
Daphne's pussy erupt in orgasm. I felt warm girl cum pour 
over my balls. 

Daphne cried out again as another squirt blasted from her 
pussy, hitting Cho directly in the face. Cho opened her 
mouth and stuck out her tongue, her eyes still closed 
tightly, as she accepted the warm orgasmic juices. She 
lapped them up hungrily, smacking her lips and giggling. 
Katie watched, awed. I saw her push two fingers deep inside 
her cute pussy. 

Daphne's next spray was directed at Katie. It struck the side 
of Katie's face, and she flinched violently, crying out. Cho 
wiped her eyes and looked at her dripping companion. 

“Open your mouth, Katie. Taste it!" said Cho, blinking the 
cum from her eyes and rubbing it into her ample breasts. 

Katie imitated Cho, her mouth open and tongue out, as 
Daphne's pussy convulsed again, sending a spray of pussy 
cum against Katie's waiting face. Her tongue waved back 



and forth, and she shook her head, droplets flying from her 
face. She giggled and squealed as Daphne spurted a few 
more short, quick squirts on the girls, raining her pussy juice 
down onto the girls' tits. 

Finally, I felt Daphne's anus relax as her orgasm abated. She 
sat back against me and trembled as I put my arms around 
her, groping her tits and kissing her back. I reached down 
and touched her pussy, causing her body to jump. 

“Oh! C-careful honey... it's so sensitive..." murmured 
Daphne, clearly exhausted from her orgasm. 

I looked past Daphne back to the girls she had showered 
with her squirt. They were still fingering their pussies, using 
their other hands to rub girl cum all over their face, neck, 
tits and stomach. 

“Ooooooouuu! That was so amazing! I've never had a girl 
squirt on me like that!" squealed Katie, clearly delighted by 
her cum-bath. 

“It's so sexy, isn't it?" replied Cho, running her fingers 
between her tits. 

“He made me squirt oncew. I guess it's his great big horse 
cock that does it." 

“Oh... he's, um... he's never made me squirt. But he is the 
only guy that's ever made me cum, so I'm thankful for that," 
said Cho, sounding a bit disappointed. 

“We'll help, sweetie. I know we can make you squirt," said 
Katie, then leaned over and kissed Cho passionately, licking 
her cum-soaked lips and cheeks, before dipping her head to 
Cho's wet chest and noisily sucking Daphne's juices from her 
bulging tits. 



“Mmmmm... I look forward to trying,” replied Cho, smiling 
and pushing her chest into Katie's face. 

I helped Daphne dismount from my dick, which throbbed 
inside her bottom before I pulled it free. Daphne's legs shook 
as she walked forward and knelt in front of the girls, walking 
on all fours until she reached Cho, kissing her first, then 
Katie. She went to work sucking her cum from the girls' 
titties as they leaned back on their hands, watching Daphne 
alternate from one pair of magnificent breasts to the other, 
careful to cover every square inch of tit flesh with licks and 
kisses. 

I sat on the bench watching, stroking my cock, getting off on 
the three sexy young witches as they writhed in Daphne's 
cum, touching their pussies, moaning. 

"Ladies, as much as I love watching you pleasure each other, 
I need you to make me cum or I think my balls will explode,” 

I chuckled. 

Katie looked up and laughed. "Oh I'm so sorry honey, we 
almost forgot about you! How do you want us to make you 
cum?” 

"I think you should fuck Cho in the ass. She hasn't had any 
anal yet,” offered Daphne, turning and kneeling next to Cho, 
putting her arm around her shoulders and fondling her tits. 

"No... please. I'd rather try it some other time, if that's ok. I'll 
do anything else you want though,” Cho said innocently. 

"That's fine, Cho. You know, I really want to cum inside one 
of you, but the problem is, I can't decide who. It just 
wouldn't be fair for one of you to take my load inside her 
while the other two just watch.” 



“Hmmmm, yeah, that is a problem. I'd love you to cum in 
me... Do either of you not want him to cum inside you?" 

Katie asked the two other girls, hoping no one else would 
offer so she could have my cum for herself. 

"No way! I want him to cum in me too!" protested Cho. 

"Same here. Look, you've both seen how much cum he can 
produce... why not try to get him to cum inside all three of 
us?" suggested Daphne. 

"Really? Would that work?" said Katie, looking at me. 

"I'm happy to try. Alright, here's what we'll do: Each of you 
will take turns riding my cock. While one girl rides me, the 
other two will stand next to me so I can finger your pussies. 
You will rotate positions until I cum. When I'm about to cum, 

I want all three of you to lie down on the mats side-by-side, 
on your back with your legs spread. I'll try to cum inside 
each of your pussies. How does that sound?" 

"That sounds so dirty... I love it!" squealed Daphne. 

Cho was the first to her feet, approaching me and stepping 
over my legs. I pointed my cock at her pussy lips, eager for 
their tight, wet embrace. She put her hands on my shoulders 
and looked deeply into my eyes. 

"Are you ready for me, darling?" she asked sweetly. 

"I'm always ready for your tight little pussy, Cho," I replied, 
running my hands up her thighs, over her dripping labia, 
and up her stomach to cup her voluminous breasts. 

She smiled down at me, blushing, then reached back behind 
her to guide my throbbing erection towards her sweet honey 
pot. Her tits bulged on her chest as she drew her shoulder 



back, her fingertips gently caressing my cock head. I looked 
down and watched as she very slowly bent her knees, 
lowering herself down to me. Her pussy lips parted as she 
got closer, and I saw that her upper thighs glistened with 
her moistness. 

She closed her eyes as my dick head touched her parted 
pussy lips. I felt her wet warmth against my tip and 
shuddered as I felt the pressure of her tight pink opening 
descend upon me. She gasped as my head penetrated her, 
slipping into her fuck hole in one smooth motion. Her 
nipples hardened in front of my eyes and Cho bit her lip as 
she took me into her, stretching her cunt. I squeezed her 
breasts as she continued her descent, taking inch after inch 
of my manhood into her pussy. When she had nearly my 
entire length inside her, I felt her fingers tickle my balls and 
I nearly lost control. 

“Whoa Cho... easy, love...” I murmured as I felt her pussy 
contract in waves around my shaft. 

“Do you like that? Does your dick feel good deep inside 
me?" she breathed, opening her eyes and rolling my nuts in 
her fingers. 

“It feels too good, love. I want everyone to get their turn," I 
said, and kissed her hard nipples. 

“Oh, ok then," she responded, smiling, and put her hand 
back on my shoulder, straightening her legs so that my 
penis slid slowly from her cunt. 

I noticed that Katie and Daphne were watching on each side 
of us. 

“Wow, that's really hot. Just watching his cock go slowly into 
your pussy..." mused Katie, pinching her nipple and running 



her fingers up her thigh. 


“Something tells me he's not going to last long," said 
Daphne. “Start fucking him faster, honey. We want our turn 
before he blows his load inside you." 

Cho smiled and put her hands over mine, moving them away 
from her huge tits and over to the other girls' breasts. She 
replaced her hands on her own bust, squeezing them 
together in front of my face. I fondled Daphne and Katie's 
tits before sliding my fingers down to their slits, feeling two 
bare, warm, wet pussies. I pushed my middle fingers into 
them. 

“Mmmm, yeah love," moaned Daphne as she put her foot on 
the bench behind me. 

Katie did the same to give me better access to their wet 
cunts. Cho descended on my cock again, then withdrew it, 
then squatted, each time repeating her movements a little 
faster. After a few dips into her sweet pink, my cock was 
soaked with her vaginal lubrication. 

“Mmmmmmmm... yes," hummed Cho, doing her sexual knee 
bends on my member. “Lick my tits," she said, supporting 
them from underneath with her hands. 

They bulged to ridiculous proportions and wobbled slightly 
every time her body began a new cock-squat. I happily 
indulged her, flicking my tongue rapidly over each of her 
nipples, then tracing the tip around her areolas. I sucked on 
her hard nipples and stuffed my tongue into her soft, 
alluring cleavage. She moaned loudly. 

“Aaaaahhh... yes... tease my titties..." 



I knew she was getting horny when she began talking dirty. 
Her normally polite, innocent decorum melting away to 
reveal a sexually charged siren, desperate for cock. I knew 
my oral stimulation of her gigantic breasts turned her on 
almost as much as it did me, so I went to work, kissing, 
licking, sucking, and nibbling her tits, all the while 
savouring the sensation of her tight pussy working its way 
up and down my rock hard cock. 

“Put another finger in, love," I heard Daphne say. 

I looked over to her and pushed my ring finger in alongside 
my middle finger. I did the same to Katie, and worked them 
in and out of the girls' wet snatches. Daphne held one of her 
tits up to her mouth, where she kissed and tongued her hard 
nipple. The other arm was behind her, no doubt fingering 
her own asshole. Katie was pinching both her nipples, 
pulling them and rolling them in her fingers as she watched 
Cho fuck me. 

“Let them go, Cho. I want to see your big tits bounce," I said. 

She let her hefty bust fall and put her hands on her hips as 
she continued to ride my dick. All four of us watched Cho's 
perfect breasts bounce and jiggle on her chest as we fucked, 
hypnotised by their elastic motion as they bounded off one 
another. 

“Merlin... that is a beautiful sight," I said as I admired the 
busty spectacle. 

“Mmmmm... I think I just felt your cock get even harder!" 
Cho said, sounding surprised. 

“Ooooohhh, not fair! You've had him long enough-it's our 
turn!" whinged Katie, still tugging at her nipples as I finger 
fucked her. 



Cho stopped mid-squat and sighed. “Oh ok..." 


She slowly stood, my penis sliding out of her until it flicked 
back against my stomach with a wet 'slap'. My cock and 
balls were positively drenched in Cho's pussy juice. 

“Oh my goodness... I've left you a nice wet present," she 
giggled, running her fingers from my balls to the tip of my 
penis. 

She stepped to my right and sucked her juice off her fingers, 
winking at me as she did so. Katie was looking at Cho, and 
missed her opportunity to jump on my cock. 

Before I knew what was happening. Daphne yanked my 
hand from her snatch, straddled me, and picked up my wet 
dick. I penetrated her easily, greatly aided by Cho's 
abundant pussy juice, and she began a series of quick, 
shallow squats, only taking about two inches of me into her. 
She stroked my shaft while her pussy clenched my dick 
head, her tits shaking as her arm worked. 

“Wait! I was going to go next!" Katie squealed, frowning. 

Daphne ignored her. “I'm not going to fuck you slow, honey. 
I'm going to take you fast, deep, and hard. Are you ready, 
love?" she said, squeezing my shaft. 

“Yeah, you nasty slut. Ride that cock!" I barked. 

Daphne released my prick and sat on it hard. She took all of 
it, screaming as I penetrated deep inside her. She quickly 
bounced up, pushing off my stomach with her hands, until 
my glans were visible at the edges of her plump pussy lips. 
Again, she dropped her weight on me, taking me into her. 
Her tits bounced crazily between her arms. She crossed her 
arms behind her head as she continued to ride me. 



“Ohhhh fuck! Slap my tits, love!” she cried desperately. 


I used my free hand to bat her big bosoms to and fro, 
enjoying their airborne motion. Cho put her leg up on the 
bench behind me and fingered her pussy. I gave Daphne's 
titties one final spank, then grabbed Cho's hip and spun her 
around. 

"Bend over, Cho. Show me that ass,” I ordered. 

Cho bent at the waist, then looked past her shoulder at me. 
She reached back and put her hand on her buttock. I could 
see her heavy tits swaying below her. As the fingers of her 
right hand worked her pussy, she pulled her ass cheek to the 
side, exposing her anus. I traced my fingers down her sweet 
ass crack and pushed my index finger deep into her asshole. 
She cried out in pleasure and masturbated faster. 

"Ooou! That's it, love. Finger her ass!” cooed Katie, giggling 
wildly as she watched me work my finger in and out of Cho's 
tight butt hole. 

"Oh shit! Oh shit! Merlin, you're going so deep! It's so... 
fucking... gooooood!” screamed Daphne, jumping on my 
cock like a trampoline gymnast. 

She tossed her head back and forth, her wet hair flying, her 
breasts bouncing wildly. 

Katie began to use her fingers to rapidly massage her clit 
while I finger-banged her. Her juices flowed freely over my 
fingers and palm. 

"Oooohhhh... god, I need to fuck you soon!” she said in a 
husky voice, her face and chest red. 

Her titties wiggled with the effort of her clitoral stimulation. 



“Ok honey... uuhhhn... get ready... aaaahhh!" moaned 
Daphne, getting a few more hard bounces in before 
dismounting. 

As quick as lightning, Katie was between my legs, stroking 
my dick and spitting on it. She smiled at me, then spun 
around and spat on her hand, reaching back to rub it into 
her anus. She reached between her legs and picked up my 
cock, placing the head against her tight rose bud. She bent 
her knees and put her other hand on my thigh for support. I 
winced as I felt the pressure against the tip of my cock build, 
then sighed as my dick head popped into her bum. 

“AAAAH!" she uttered a short, sharp cry. 

Daphne bent over us and gripped my shaft tightly, putting 
her other hand on top of Katie's ass. Katie moved her hand 
to my other thigh and squeezed her legs together as 
Daphne pushed her bottom down onto my turgid member, 
forcing it into her. She uttered a long, high-pitched moan as 
I entered her ass. Daphne spat on her anus and we watched 
it drip down my shaft. She stroked me a couple times, then 
released my cock. 

“Ok, Katie, let's see your beautiful ass ride that big dick," 
Daphne said, slapping Katie's sexy buttock and pushing it 
down onto me. 

Katie took me deep, her sphincter clenching me tightly. I 
grunted as she stopped her descent, then lifted her ass, 
sliding my cock out of her stretched o-ring. She braced 
herself with her hands on my thighs, looked back over her 
shoulder at me, and began her ride. 

Her ass moved like it was on a hinge, bobbing up and down 
on my cock like a bouncing pink beach ball. Her pace was 
quick and precise, leaving most of my cock inside her ass 



and working it along the few inches near the base, her brow 
was knit with the effort and pleasure of it, and she 
whimpered and squeaked as she worked her anal magic. 

The sensation was almost indescribable. The angle of my 
cock as it entered her bottom allowed it to be stimulated 
differently from the two pussies I had just fucked, and her 
pace, grip, and control were phenomenal. This, coupled with 
the image of her perfect, toned, pale, young, heart-shaped 
bottom as it bounced, impaled on my thick, veined shaft was 
creating heavenly sensations. My balls tingled, my cock 
throbbed. 

“Is... aah... ooohh... is it... uuuuhhnn... good?" Katie barely 
managed to say as she moaned. 

“Oh , Katie, you have no idea... uuuhhhnn... your pretty ass 
is so fucking unbelievably hot riding my dick like that," I 
gasped. 

Daphne had bent over beside me. “Finger my asshole too, 
love." 

I pushed my index finger into her, now anally pleasuring all 
three girls. It wasn't long before I felt the familiar urge to 
cum. 

“Aaaah fuck... I'm gonna cum soon, girls," I moaned. 

Katie made no sign of stopping. In fact, she sped her rhythm, 
fucking my dick faster than ever, her bottom shaking with 
the effort. Daphne and Cho had stood, and I pulled my 
fingers from their asses. They took Katie by the arms and 
lifted her off my prick. It sprung back just as I thought I 
might jizz deep into her arse. 



Daphne was the first one down, lying with her legs apart, 
spreading her pussy lips wide, exposing the deep pink of her 
fuck hole. I leapt on her, pinching my cock at the base and 
thrust into her in one smooth motion. I buried myself to the 
hilt and felt Daphne's pussy spasm. 

“OOOH FUCK!" she screamed, squeezing her tits hard. 

Like a bolt of lightning, my loins twinged. A wave of pleasure 
washed over me and I felt a rocket of spunk blast through 
my column and explode deep inside Daphne's hot pussy. 

"Aaaaaahhh yeeeeeah!" she cried, her orgasm taking her as 
well. 

I felt another blast erupt inside Daphne. 

"Oh fuck yes! Gimme that cum!" she yelled. 

Katie was lying next to her, one arm beneath her fingering 
her ass, the other on top, fingering her cunt. She looked at 
Daphne, then to me, desperate to feel me fill her with my 
seed. I unloaded another shot into Daphne, leaning down to 
kiss her before I sat up, pinching my cock near the tip as I 
withdrew it from Daphne's depths. In one motion I was 
between Katie's spread legs. She held herself open for me as 
I wasted no time in penetrating her womanhood balls-deep. I 
held her leg and hip as I pulled her against me and 
unleashed another load. 

Katie was still fingering her asshole, and I felt the 
stimulation on my shaft and balls. My semen exploded into 
her with renewed vigor. 

"Ooooooouuuu love, yes! I love it!" squealed Katie, writhing 
on the mat, her hard, protruding nipples sticking out of her 



firm, pale, milky tits, goosebumps visible on her sweet 
mounds. 

I pulled out about an inch, then thrust into her again, 
cumming hard and grunting. This was enough to put her 
over the edge. 

“Fuuuuuck yes! Cuummmiiiing!” she cried, squeezing her 
eyes shut, her free hand flying up to her titty to pull hard on 
her nipple. 

I pulled out nearly all the way, with the intention of moving 
on to Cho, but Katie wrapped her leg around me and pulled 
me back to her. My balls slapped against her fingers buried 
deep in her ass as I penetrated her to the hilt, cumming 
again, unleashing another dose of spunk into her sweet, 
bald cunt. 

“Hey! Don't hog it all, Katie!" cried Cho, looking angrily at 
her companion. 

Katie attempted to hold me inside her as she came, but I 
pushed her back and threw her legs to the side so I could 
get to Cho. I wasn't quite fast enough, and was just gripping 
my cock to thrust it into Cho's waiting pussy when my next 
wad exploded from my cock. Cho was using the fingers of 
both hands to spread her cute labia wide to accept me. Her 
succulent tits bulged between her arms as she looked over 
them to watch me penetrate her. My jizz flew across her 
body, laying a thick, gooey, white stripe over her stomach 
and breasts, even reaching her face, plashing a wad down 
over her lips and cheek. 

“OOOH!" she cried, and her body twiched. 

I aimed and stuffed my cock as deep as it would go into her 
tight pussy. Instantly, I felt it convulse and constrict around 



my girth. Cho was cumming too. Her eyes widened as I felt 
my spunk flow through my shaft and spray deep inside her, 
then rolled back as her body trembled. Her hands reached 
back around my waist and pulled me against her as I came 
again, amazed that I still had any semen left to give this 
beautiful woman. Her tight pussy milked it out of me, 
undulating along my shaft as her tits quivered. I gripped 
them tightly as I unloaded my seed into her pussy again, 
and again. She moaned, sighed, and screamed in ecstasy as 
I felt the last of my spunk ooze into her. 

Gradually, we recovered from our powerful orgasms. Cho 
looked at me longingly, licking the cum from her lips with 
slow sensual strokes of her tongue. I rubbed my jizz into the 
skin of her breasts, kneading and caressing the soft, 
globular orbs slowly and deliberately. 

“Wow... that was... that was pretty damn hot!" exclaimed 
Katie, her fingers covering her cute bald pussy, her other 
hand still playing with her ass. “I came just when he came 
inside me." 

“I did too! I didn't expect it, but when I felt that hot load 
explode deep in my pussy... it just put me over the edge," 
said Daphne. 

She looked over to Cho, who still had my cock buried balls- 
deep in her cunt. “No need to ask if you came, honey," she 
laughed. 

Katie touched herself, then looked at her fingertips. “Bloody 
hell! I think you filled me with your spunk! Your cum is 
leaking out of me like crazy!" 

“Me too," added Daphne, spreading her gooey pussy lips. “I 
told you he could cum a lot." 



“I actually think Cho got most of it, too. Let me pull out, then 
I want to watch you girls lick my cum out of each other's 
pussies." 

"Gosh, that's so naughty!" giggled Cho, her cheeks bright 
red. "Let's do it!" she said, wiping the cum from her cheek 
with her finger and sucking it clean. 

I smiled and leaned back pulling my softening dick from 
Cho's hot cunt. She splayed her fingers around my shaft as it 
slipped out of her, covering her gaped hole so no cum would 
spill out. I stepped over to Katie and knelt by her head. 

"Why don't you clean me off, love?" I said, holding my cock 
out to her. 

Katie rolled onto her side and put my cock in her mouth, 
sucking the head and licking the shaft. Daphne shuffled over 
and rested her head on Katie's upper thigh, her face directly 
facing her pussy. Cho followed suit, resting her head on 
Daphne's thigh. I pulled my cock from Katie's soft lips and 
stroked her cheek with my hand, then stood and went to sit 
on the bench. Cho shifted her body so that Katie had access 
to her pussy, which was now oozing gooey white cum. 

The girls held their legs apart, knees raised, and began 
licking each others' leaking cunts. I watched as each of 
them dipped their tongues into each others' dripping holes, 
using their fingers to spread their labia. Daphne and Cho's 
tits were stacked beautifully, and I admired Katie's sexy ass. 
Daphne's face underneath, licking gobs of jizz out of her 
pussy. I could hear the girls suck my spunk between their 
lips, tasting the mixture of semen and pussy juice. I watched 
Katie put two fingers into Cho's pussy, and as she withdrew 
them-coated in my seed-a gush of thick cream spilled from 
her ravaged hole. 



“Oooou! He really filled you up, Cho!” said Katie, watching 
my cum pool on Cho's inner thigh. 


She licked it up hungrily, swallowing my load as she 
scooped more from Cho's pussy with her fingers. I sat back 
and enjoyed the show, as the girls feasted on each other. 
After a few minutes, I stood and helped the girls to their feet. 
We turned the water back on and washed our bodies of the 
sweat, spit, and cum that had gathered on us. We soaped 
each other as a group, hands massaging backs, arms, legs, 
breasts, and buttocks. Each girl took turns gently stroking 
my cock and balls, making me semi-hard. When we had all 
rinsed off, we left the shower area and I retrieved my towel. 

“I'd better get back before someone catches me in here," I 
said. 

The girls were toweling off. 

“Thanks for the hot shower sex, love," said Daphne... 

“Expect me around the prefects tower real soon..." 

“Me too..." giggled Katie, as I headed to the boys changing 
room... 


Chapter 63 - Katie visits 

“Katie...what a pleasant surprise," he grinned as she 
stepped up and gave him an intimate hug and a little peck 
on the cheek. 

“Hello, Harry," she said in her deep, husky voice as she 
stepped back away from him and turned to the other witch. 
“Harry, you remember, Angelina." 




“Uh...yeah... hello... Angelina...” he said, looking over at his 
house mate who if he remembered correctly was in the same 
year as Katie and who now stood smiling back at him as he 
put out his hand to shake hers. 

"Hello, Harry,” she smiled, letting her eyes travel down his 
body to his crotch and then back up to his face as she took 
his hand in hers. "I've heard... a lot about you...” 

"Well, come in. Ladies...” he said stepping aside to allow 
them to come inside his dormroom. 

He knew that Katie promised to pay him a visit, but he didn't 
expected it so soon. The fourway in the gym girls shower 
had happened just yesterday, and today he had just arrived 
in his and Hermione's bedroom from his last class of the day, 
when he heard a knock on the door. And when he open it, 
his mouth dropped when he saw the two sexxy witches. 

His two house mates sure were two hot and sexxy witches 
and his eyes didn't miss a move of theirs as they sauntered 
into his bedroom. Katie, with her ebony brown hair, stood 
about five foot ten, in her spiked heels, while her friend 
stood about five foot seven or eight in her heels. Katie's face 
was longish while her friend's cute face was much rounder, 
surrounded by dark, shoulder-length hair. Both witches had 
nice trim figures. The one, or two, things that they shared in 
common, jutted out in front of them, proudly filling their 
school blouses. They were almost equals in that department, 
he surmised, but saw that Katie did have a slight advantage. 

"So, to what do I owe the pleasure of this visit,” he said, 
closing the door and watching the witches' pretty round rear 
ends swish from side to side under their short skirts as they 
paraded over to the couch. 



“Well...” Katie smiled at him, crossing her legs and giving 
him a flash of her lovely long legs all the way up to her black 
panties, ”... you know how we witches talk. Well, somehow, 
the conversation got around to you...” 

“Me?” he laughed, stepping over to the bar. 

“Yes, you,” she laughed huskily. 

“Uh... would you witches... like a drink?” he asked, blushing 
ever so slightly. 

“Wait until I finish,” she smiled suggestively, “and I'll make 
us a pitcher of margaritas...” 

“That sounds like fun,” he grinned, getting the hint. 

“Anyway,” she went on, “I was telling her what a... umm... a 
delightful company you are. And since her boyfriend seems 
to be more interested in opening a prank shop than her 
nowadays, she suggested we pay you a little visit...” 

Thinking of his good fortune, he looked over at Angelina who 
was warmly smiling at him. 

“Really?” he said, looking into her warm eyes. 

“Really,” she said, smiling back at him. 

Laughing softly, Katie pushed herself to her feet and 
clopped over to the bar where Harry stood watching her 
breasts bobble and jiggle under her blouse. 

“Still a tit man, I see,” she smirked at him, stepping around 
behind the bar. 

“Yep,” he snickered, watching her gather up the ingredients 
for their margaritas, “Especially hot ones like yours, and 



Angelina's.” 


Plopping down on one of the barstools, he heard Angelina's 
high heels pinging off the floor as she strolled over to join 
them. 

"Katie, I think we found ourselves a winner,” Angelina 
simpered, climbing up onto the barstool beside Harry. 

As she did, her short, black skirt rode up her creamy thigh, 
revealing a large swatch of pretty, nylon-encased leg. Harry 
sure liked the view... 

"So, Harry, where is your girlfriend?” Angelina asked him, 
reaching over and running a fingernail down his arm. 

"Took a detour to the library...” he smiled back at her, 
making an obvious glance down at her big breasts as they 
thrust out against her blouse, "but Katie here is also my 
girlfriend.” 

"Smartass,” Katie smirked, putting the finishing touches on 
the margaritas. 

"You mean you aren't my girlfriend, Katie?” he said, 
frowning. 

"I didn't hear that you were looking for another one...” she 
said, dipping a glass down into a container of salt. 

"I don't... but another partner in bed is always a good 
thing,” he snorted, watching her slide a margarita in front of 
him. 

"We were thinking the same,” she said, sliding another glass 
over in front of Angelina. 



'That's nice to know," he laughed. "I'll take you up on 
that..." 

"You do that..." she smiled, lifting her glass up into the air. 
"Cheers..." 

"Cheers," Angelina said, dropping her hand down to Harry's 
thigh and giving it a suggestive squeeze. 

"Cheers," Harry joined in, reaching over and running the tips 
of his fingers along the smoothness of her white, nylon- 
encased thigh. 

"So, what do you two lovely ladies have in mind?" he asked, 
flicking his tongue out and running it over the salt- 
encrusted rim of the glass, then taking a quick sip of the 
margarita. 

"Well... since you said Hermione is at the library..." Katie 
said, picking up the pitcher and stepping out from behind 
the bar, "...and if I know her... she wont be back for some 
time..." 

Harry watched her ass jiggle sexily under her thin, short 
school skirt as she stepped back over to the couch. Then, as 
she leaned down, her dress stretched tightly across her 
pretty, round butt as she set the pitcher down on the coffee 
table. 

"You have that right," he grinned, turning on the stool to 
look at her as she sat down on the couch, giving him 
another flash of leg as she crossed them again. 

"Well, then," Angelina said, with a mischievous smile as she 
ran her fingers over the obvious bulge in the front of his 
school pants, "if you don't have any plans for the next 



couple of hours, we thought you might share a little of this 
with us...” 

Surprised at her brash forwardness, he looked down at her 
hand as she gently tickled his prick through his pants. 

"Even if I did have plans,” he said, reaching up to the top 
button of her clinging school blouse, "I'd cancel them in a 
heart beat to spend time with you two beautiful witches...” 

"You're right, Katie,” Angelina tittered as Harry delicately 
plucked the button open. "He is a silver-tongued devil...” 

"Yes, he is,” Katie chuckled, leaning back, watching them as 
she sipped on her margarita. 

Then Harry felt her fingers on his zipper as it quietly rustled 
down the front of his pants. A second button popped free 
just as Angelina gently dug her fingers down into the 
opening of his pants. Still defiantly looking into his eyes, she 
searched for the opening of his jockey shorts. He plucked 
open the third button. Then, as he toyed with the fourth one, 
he felt her fingers dig down into the opening of his pants 
and slowly wrap around his rapidly expanding prick. Her 
eyes fluttered larger for a moment, and then she tugged his 
cock up through the opening and out into the light of the 
afternoon. 

"My, oh, my,” she said, looking down at his cock and 
smiling, as she gave it a tentative little squeeze. "He's a 
handsome fella, isn't he?” 

"See, I told you,” Katie snickered from the couch. 

Grinning proudly, Harry popped the final button on her 
blouse. Then, with both hands, he expectantly spread her 
blouse open and pushed it back over her shoulders. As it 



fluttered to the floor, he gaped down at the frilly, white lace 
bra that encased her big, round tits. Gazing down at her tits 
appreciatively, he felt her release his cock. Then he watched 
her reach around behind her back. A couple of seconds later, 
her bra sprang forward, sliding down her arms and off her 
big, beautiful tits. They were gorgeous, he thought. 

Definitely bigger than Katie's apple size ones... and they 
sure were much more than handful. Much, much more. 

"Damn..." Harry cursed approvingly, gawking down at the 
almost perfect set of round, full, firm tits. 

"Glad you like them," she smiled, thrusting them out at him. 

"What...you don't like mine anymore?" he heard Katie 
exclaim from the couch. 

Taking his eyes off Angelina's wonders for a moment, he 
looked over and saw that Katie had removed her blouse and 
bra, too. Frowning, she sat leaning back against the couch 
with her drink in one hand and her other arm stretched out 
on the back of the couch, proudly displaying her apple size 
tits. 

Harry dropped his eyes down to her tits. 

"I've never seen a two prettier pairs of tits in my life," he 
grinned. "Both sets should be on display in the Hall of 
Trophies..." 

"Silver-tongued indeed," Angelina cooed, dropping her hand 
back down to his cock and teasing it with her fingernails as 
it uncoiled and slowly raised it's purple head up into the air. 

"So long and thick..." Angelina exclaimed softly, running her 
hand up and down its thick shaft. "... look at this thing... 1 
never knew they grow this big... and hard as a rock." 



“Why thank you kind lady," Harry grinned, running his hand 
over one of her jiggling breasts. 


“Why don't we make ourselves more comfortable, before you 
two get carried away and end up doing it on the floor," Katie 
smiled, pushing herself to her feet, and starting to undress, 
leaving a trail of clothes behind her. “That bed over there 
more likely!" 

“I was thinking the same..." said Angelina, dizengaging 
herself from Harry and heading for the big bed on the other 
side of the room, leaving another trail of clothes behind her. 

“Wow...you girls look fantastic..." he grinned when he saw 
the two witches near the bed, but under the school clothes 
they just disposed, they had something else. 

“Why, thank you," Katie smiled, slowly pirouetting around 
for him... 

Harry let his eyes feast on her body for several seconds as 
she turned. 

Her hair hung down in a semi-pageboy hair style, ending 
about an inch above her sloped shoulders. Her full lips, 
painted a deep red, set off her lightly roughed cheeks as she 
smiled back at him suggestively. Her tits rested in an 
uplifting brassiere that cupped the mounds of flesh, lifting 
them and cradling them. The black bra contrasted sharply 
with the paleness of the melons it held, somehow making 
them seem even bigger than they really were. Her arms and 
hands were encased in a pair of elbow length black satin 
gloves that reached up just beyond her elbow. Around her 
slightly thickened waist she wore a lacy, black garter belt 
that was attached to the top edge of her sheer, black nylons 
by several long straps of black, lace-edged elastic. And just 
below her garter belt, framed by the long black thongs was 



her luxuriant ebony bush that hid her girlhood from his 
prying eyes. Her long, shapely legs were arched perfectly by 
her black, spike-heeled stilettos. 

“Damn, Katie, you're beautiful," he grunted, shaking his 
head and turning his attention to Angelina. 

Smiling, she slowly turned, letting Harry evaluate her 
qualifications, too. Her dark hair hung down over her back 
and around her face. Her lips were painted a sparkling red, 
just like Katie. She was still wearing her white earrings that 
dangled down from her dainty ears. Her beautiful tits rested 
in a soft, white half-bra that cupped them and proudly 
displayed them for all to see. Her puffy, pink nipples, jutting 
out of the darkened rings of flesh tipping her big tits stuck 
out ripe and hard, just above the lacy top edge of the little 
bra as Harry openly ogled them. And her arms were encased 
in a long pair of satin gloves, a reverse mirror to her friend's, 
except that hers were white, shimmering slightly in the soft 
filtered light that filled the room. Her hour-glass figure was 
accented by the frilly white garter belt encircling her narrow 
waist. Her almost hairless pussy was framed by the long, 
lacy white thongs that stretched down from the garter belt 
to the flowery tops of her sheer white hose. Her high heeled 
shoes had straps wrapping around her trim ankles. The 
straps of white leather were fastened with a sparkling silver 
buckle as she brazenly stood looking back at him with her 
legs slightly spread. 

"Lovely, Angelina, lovely," Harry said appreciatively. 

"So you like, then," Katie laughed, sitting down on the bed 
and motioning for him to join them. 


Stepping over to the bed, he watched Angelina sit down 
beside her friend. Sitting so close, their thighs rubbed 



together, they both stared down at his bobbing cock. What a 
contrast, he laughed to himself. One dressed in all white and 
the other in black. Good girl, bad girl? Good and evil? Purity 
and innocence versus immorality and lechery? He doubted 
that any of these antonyms would apply to the two witches 
as they both seemed to have the same thing on their mind. 

Reaching out as he stepped up in front of them, Katie lifted 
his cock in her gloved hand. As she did, she leaned forward 
and shamelessly wrapped her full, red lips around his 
hardening cock while Angelina reached out and gently 
cupped his big, dangling balls in her satiny hand. 

“I'll bet these are chock full of cream," she murmured, 
lovingly fondling them as Katie sucked away on his cock. 

“Um-huh," Katie gurgled out around his cock as she rocked 
her head back and forth, vigorously sucking on him. 

Looking up at Harry, Angelina winked and ran the pink tip of 
her tongue over her lips suggestively. 

“Are they?" she asked him, giving them a rough squeeze. 

“Oh, yeah," Harry bragged. “I think there's enough in 'em to 
do the job..." 

“I hope so," she giggled. “It's been an awful long time since 
I've had any rich, creamy cum." 

“Katie liked it," he boastfully said. “Didn't you, Katie?" 

Keeping his cock in her mouth, hungrily sucking on it, she 
nodded her head up and down. 


“Katie, how bout sharing that thing," Angelina finally said. 



Looking down at his cock, Harry saw that it was almost fully 
hardened. 

Backing her mouth off his spit-slathered prick, Katie gave it 
one last, long, loud slurp as it cleared her lips. 

“I love to suck on cock,” she said with a lecherous grin. 
"Especially this cock.” 

"You hussy, you...” Angelina giggled, dipping her head and 
quickly sucking Harry's dick into her mouth. 

Slowly working his hips back and forth, he watched 
Angelina's bright red lips sliding up and down on the 
thickened pole of meat. As she did, she had her gloved hand 
wrapped around the base of his cock while she hungrily 
worked on the upper half with her hot mouth. 

Finally, satisfied that his cock was as hard as it was going to 
get, Angelina lifted her lips up off the shrine that stood 
proudly jutting up out of his hairy groin. A shrine to boyhood 
exuberance and eagerness. 

"Look at it, Katie,” she grinned, turning to look at her friend 
who was scooting back onto the bed. "Isn't that just about 
the biggest damned cock you've ever seen?” 

"Oh, yeah...I guess it is,” Katie laughed, reaching over and 
picking up her wand. She quickly swished it and one tube 
that had a long, plastic tip on it came from her disgarded 
clothes. 

"Want to play twenty-one, Katie?” Angelina asked her friend 
with a sly grin on her face. 


"Why not,” Katie grinned back at her. 



“Twenty-one?” Harry mumbled. 


“Yeah, it's a game that'll give you a good workout,” Katie 
laughed. “You give Angelina twenty-one strokes, then you 
give me twenty-one strokes, and so on until somebody 
comes. The one who comes first is the winner of the hand...” 

“Sounds like fun,” Harry grinned. “So who...who do I deal 
the first...uh...hand...or cock to?” 

Watching the witches, he saw both of them move over to the 
edge of the bed. With their legs spread, shoes resting onto 
the floor, their pussies proudly displayed, they waited for 
him. 

“Katie, why don't you take the first deal,” Angelina said, 
reaching over and picking her wand and soon a big, black 
cock appeared in her hand. “I'll just use this for a while and 
watch...” 

Harry stepped up between Katie's widespread legs. Looking 
back down at his bobbing cock, he watched her take it and 
bend it down, aiming it at her waiting pussy. 

Fitting the tapered purple head of his peter down onto the 
opening of her goo-slickened vagina, she looked up at him 
and grinned. 

“Okay, Harry, give it to me,” she said, looking back down 
between her tits to where they were about to become one. 

“Yeah...give it to her...give it to her good,” Angelina cooed, 
already sliding the fake cock in and out of her own pussy. 

With a soft groan, Harry inched his hips forward, slowly 
sliding his big peter down into the clutching tightness of 
Katie's pussy. 



“Merlin... how damned good it feels," she muttered, 
reaching up and wrapping her hands around his neck. 

Then as Harry slowly backed his cock down the tight 
channel of her pussy, she kicked her legs up in the air and 
wrapped them around his waist. 

Harry could feel the slippery smoothness of her nylon 
whispering on his skin as she crossed her legs and laid the 
back of her shapely calves on his butt. 

Thrusting back into her, he drove his cock all the way to the 
hilt and began to pump it into her at a furious rate. 

"One...two...three...four," Angelina counted as his cock 
slithered in and out of Katie's pussy. 

Harry continued to pound his cock into her as her tits 
heaved back and forth underneath him. They gently 
bumped up against her neck as he fucked her. 

"Nineteen...twenty...twenty-one...my turn," Angelina 
giggled. 

"Sorry...Katie...but duty calls," he grinned as she 
disentangled her arms and legs from around him. 

Jerking his cock back out of her tight socket, he stumbled 
over and up between Angelina's beautiful, widespread legs. 

"Give him to me," she cried out, lunging for it with both 
hands as his pussy-cream-covered prick jutted out at her, 
stiff and hard. 

Shoving his cock down, she quickly fitted it into the oozing 
hole between her thick, fleshy cunt-lips. Watching back 
down between her legs, the moment he saw that she had it 



ready, he lunged forward and drove his nine-plus inches into 
her waiting emptiness. 

“Bloody hell," Angelina gasped. “It's so fucking big and 
hard..." 

“Feels good, huh..." Katie laughed, picking up Angelina's 
cock and sliding it down into her own cunt. “One..." 

“It sure beats the hell out of my boyfriend's," Angelina 
groaned as Harry ground himself into her, twirling his big 
cock around inside the clutching tightness of her cunt. 

Then, Harry began to fuck her with slow, deliberate strokes 
as she writhed beneath him. 

“Fuck me Baby...fuck me...fuck me with your big cock," she 
giggled, kicking her feet up into the air and wrapping her 
legs around his waist. 

Harry stared down into her lust-glazed eyes as he continued 
to piston his cock in and out of her tight snatch. 

“Katie, Katie, can we play, play to fifty...now," Angelina 
panted. 

“Sure...go ahead...take as much as you want...then I'll take 
him back..." Katie grinned over at her panting friend, “and 
don't worry, we've got him for a few hours!" 

Harry kicked the pace up a notch, driving his prick in and 
out of her tight hot cunt faster and faster. 

“Lift my legs...lift my legs," she panted, kicking her 
beautifully arched legs higher into the air. 



Shoving her legs up until the backs of her thighs were 
resting against his chest, her stiletto heels pointing straight 
up at the ceiling. Then, her shoes began to waggle back and 
forth above his head as he resumed the attack on her pussy. 
With her pelvis tilted at this ridiculous angle, it allowed for 
the very deepest penetration possible as Harry frantically 
hammered his cock into her upthrust pussy. 

With his big balls slapping against her round ass, Harry 
pounded his cock into her hard, deep and fast, as she 
groveled in pleasure below him. Angelina implored her rider 
on with curses and grunts as he rode her hard and fast. Even 
with him riding her as hard as he could, she urged him on 
with more and more vulgar obscenities. 

“Fuck me...fuck my cunt...fuck me with your giant cock... 
stick it in me all the way...fuck my damn pussy...fuck it with 
your damn cock...stick your cock in my hot cunt," she 
whined, thrusting herself back against him every time he 
slammed his cock into her clutching cunt. 

“Fucking...your...hot...cunt," he growled out, savagely 
pounding his prick into her over and over again. 

“Oh, yeah...oh yeah...oh yeah..." she whispered as her 
whole body began to quiver and tremble. 

Her eyes rolled back into her head as her face transfigured 
in an agonized grimace and her cunt began to spasm and 
clutch down around Harry's pistoning prick. Her legs 
straightened, the muscles in them locked in spasming 
contractions as she groaned out a long, shuddering gasp. 

Her body continued to contort itself as spasms of pleasure 
undulated through her. This went on for the longest time 
until, with one last mournful wheeze, she went limp. 



Harry's hips ground to a halt as he looked over at Katie who 
had scooted back and had her legs spread and ready for him 
while she smiled at him with expectant anticipation. Gently 
lowering Angelina's legs back down, he backed his stiff, 
pussy-cream-coated prick out of the glistening, dilated 
opening of her pussy. 

Katie reached out her hands to him, inviting him into her 
arms. 

“Come here...bring your big boy to me...bring it to me and 
let me play with it...Play with it and make mw happy with 
it," she cooed, watching him crawl onto the bed, his big cock 
dancing up and down excitedly. 

Leering lewdly, Harry quickly moved up between her 
outstretched legs. 

“Yes...yes...come to me," she gurgled childishly. 

He could feel the slippery smoothness of her nylons rubbing 
against his knees as he crawled up between the arched 
beauty of her legs. 

“Yes, make me happy like before," she purred, reaching 
down and guiding his cock back into the weeping hole 
between her legs. 

Feeling the wet heat of her pussy wrap itself around the 
head of his cock, Harry eased his cock into the warm mush 
of her pussy. The velvet-lined sheath enfolded itself down 
around his invading cock, cloaking it in warm wetness as it 
gently squeezed itself down around him. 

“Damn, Katie, you're so hot...so hot and tight," he grimaced, 
sliding his whole cock down into the clasping heat of her 
hungry cunt. 



“M mm mm mm,” she murmured to him as he began to fuck 
her with slow, deliberate strokes. 

But what began as slow lovemaking, soon became frantic 
fucking as Harry, already primed by his fuck with Angelina, 
felt the cum in his balls nearing the point of boiling over. 

His hips were slashing back and forth at a furious pace as he 
felt the tips of Katie's sharp heels digging into his ass, 
goading him on. 

"Fuck...fuck me...fuck me and make me come,” she 
muttered, driving her heels into his ass harder as she pulled 
his face down to hers and planted a long, deep kiss on his 
lips. 

"Merlin, Katie...so fucking hot,” he gasped as their lips broke 
apart. 

Harry's cock was hitting bottom on every thrust as he 
savagely fucked Katie. And she was giving as good as she 
was getting as she hunched herself back at him. With his 
cock soaking in her hot juices, he grunted and panted 
loudly, fucking her with deep, bone jarring strokes. 

"Fuck me...fuck me...fuck me,” she whispered, her face 
masked in lust as she pulled on him with her arms and legs. 

His hips continued to flash back and forth, driving his cock 
in and out of her froth-filled slit as Angelina lay watching 
them. Her face was flushed with excitement as she stared 
down at where their bodies mutated into one, at the place 
where his big, froth-coated cock was sliding in and out of her 
friend's drooling cunt. 

Katie was pushing up at him every time he pounded his cock 
into her. Pushing up to meet every stroke with her own 



thrust. For each action, there is an equal and opposite 
reaction, he giddily thought as he pounded himself into his 
willing partner. 

“Oh, oh, oh yeah...oh yeah," Katie moaned, digging her 
fingers into his shoulders and kicking her sharp heels into 
his bounding ass. 

“She's coming...you're making her come..." Angelina 
murmured, watching her friend begin to quiver and shake as 
Katie thrust herself up against Harry so hard, her back was 
arched up off the bed. 

“Yes...yes...yes!" Katie hissed, her muscles locked in 
spasming contractions. 

Harry continued to pound away at her as she shivered and 
shook her way through her orgasm. Her muscles were locked 
so tightly and his thrusts were so forceful, shock waves 
rippled out from where their bodies met and clashed 
together. Her tits were shaking wildly as they sloshed up and 
down. They were moving up and down so forcefully, they 
slapped up against the bottom of her chin every time they 
rebounded from the bottom of their trajectory when he 
slammed his cock into her. 

It was a long time before Katie stopped moving under Harry, 
but he didn't stop. He couldn't get enough of Katie's hot 
cunt as he fucked her and fucked her. 

Lying beside them, Angelina's body rocked back and forth in 
rhythm with the royal fucking her friend was receiving from 
Harry as she watched on with evident enjoyment. 

Finally, Harry could feel his balls tightening and scrunching 
up against his pistoning prick. He could tell that Katie was 
also nearing another orgasm as her body was tensing and 



pushing up against him. Still pumping his cock into her, he 
leaned down and pressed his lips against her ear. 

“Come...Katie...come,” he whispered into her ear. “Come so I 
can come in your hot cunt...” 

“Oh, oh, yes, yes, yes,” she hissed as she began to quiver 
and shake for a second time. 

Harry felt her cunt collapse down around his cock, triggering 
his own massive eruption. 

A spasm of pleasure jolted through his cock as it swelled up 
and began to jerk and spew out its lethal load of creamy, hot 
cum into Katie's spasming pussy. 

Spurting and kicking, his cock immediately filled her tight 
hole to overflowing as cum began to ooze out around its 
shaft. 

“Oh, my, look,” Angelina exclaimed, still staring down at 
where Katie and Harry were so lewdly joined. “It's leaking 
out...he's shooting out so much stuff, it's leaking out of your 
pussy...So much.” 

His ass clenched tightly, Harry held the spewing monster 
shoved down inside the clutching depths of Katie's pussy as 
it emptied itself. While it did, her cunt hungrily consumed 
what it could of the noxious, sperm filled goo that was 
pouring out of his bucking cock. 

“So much...so much,” Katie gurgled, her fingers clawing at 
his back as she held herself pressed up against him. 

Then, finally emptied of its sperm-filled cream, his cock 
began to slowly shrink back to normal as he backed it out of 
the cum-filled channel of her pussy. 



Slowly, Katie's back melted back down onto the bed. 


“Wooow, Katie, awesome," Harry croaked, rolling over onto 
the bed between the two witches. 

As he did, he saw Angelina watching his cock wetly flop 
back onto his stomach. 

"That was quite a show," she murmured, leaning over and 
giving him a long, wet kiss on the lips. 

As they kissed, he felt her hot tongue slither into his mouth. 
Probing and feeling out his mouth, it explored with sinuous, 
slithering probes. Finally, she withdrew her snaking tongue, 
and lifted her lips off his. 

"Speaking of shows," she said to her friend with a playful 
grin, "why don't we put on a show for Harry and see if we 
can get him hard again." 

"You mean the double dandy?" Katie grinned, raising up 
onto her elbows and looking over Harry at her friend. 

"Exactly," Angelina giggled, pushing herself off the bed. 

Watching her, Harry heard her high heels clop onto the floor 
as she stood up. Her delightful ass jiggled and quivered as 
she stepped over to the nightstand and picked up one of the 
strap-on cockes. 

"So, what's the double dandy?" Harry asked, watching Katie 
push herself off the bed and stand up. 

"You'll see," she laughed, leaning down and picking up her 
wand, soon a strap-on cock appearing in her hand. "You'll 
see." 



Harry lay watching the witches strapping on the fake dicks. 
Just as everything between them, the straps on Angelina's 
strap-on were made out of white leather and the ones Katie 
was putting on were made of black leather. Even the cocks 
were appropriately colored...one black... one white. Other 
than that, they both were similar in size and shape. 

A minute later, the witches stood before him with two 
monster dicks sticking out above their pussies. The straps of 
the strap-ons melted into their skin like they never existed. 
They practically looked like two hot girls with dicks and their 
pussies on display under the fake/real life dicks they had, 
leaving them open and available. 

“Wanna help?" Katie asked, crawling onto the bed beside 
him. 

“Sure...what you want me to do?" he asked, watching her 
crawl out to the center of the bed and roll over onto her 
back. 

It looked funny, he thought to see the cock jutting up into 
the air above her juicy pussy. 

Then Angelina crawled up onto the bed and turned so that 
she was facing away from her friend. Quickly straddling her 
friend, she stood on her hands and knees with her big, dick 
pointing down at her friend's pussy. 

“Okay, take my cock and put it up into her pussy," Katie 
giggled, resting on her elbows and looking down at the two 
jutting cocks, “and at the same time, put her cock into my 
pussy." 


“It won't work," he grinned. 



“It will," she said knowingly. “Has before...and we didn't 
have anyone to help then..." 

Leaning down, he took one fake cock in each hand. Smiling, 
he placed the rounded tip of big black cock up into the 
weeping opening of Angelina's hovering pussy. Then, he 
bent down the other cock, placing its blunted tip into the 
cum-covered opening of Katie's cunt. 

“Uh...un...okay...l guess," he smirked, looking up at Katie. 

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh," Angelina sighed, lowering her pussy 
down onto the jutting cock while at the same time, forcing 
the other cock down into her friend's gluttonous cunt. 

“Well, I'll be damned," Harry muttered, watching the two 
cocks slowly disappearing into the witches's cunts. “That's 
about the wildest thing ever..." 

Angelina continued to lower her hips, letting her pussy 
gobble up the bigcock until her little round tush settled 
down on her friend's furry mound. 

“See...l told you," Katie grinned, humping herself up at her 
friend and driving that cock even deeper into her own cunt. 

“I'd never believed it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes," 
he said, as Angelina began to slowly work her hips up and 
down. 

Watching the bizarre performance, he felt a trickle of 
excitement tickle through his cock. So, who was fucking 
who, he giddily wondered, as the two seventh yearer hotties 
fucked? Was Angelina fucking Katie...or was Katie fucking 
Angelina? Whatever, it was so fucking hot, and his cock was 
ever so slowly lifting its purple head up into the air... 



“Look...look, Katie...it's working," Angelina panted, working 
her hips up and down faster. “He's getting hard again..." 

“Yeah, yeah, and this time...this time he'll last forever..." 
Katie grunted, humping herself up at her friend, “now that 
we've taken his first installment." 

Looking down at his cock, he watched as it slowly, but 
determinedly stiffen and thicken as it filled with blood. 

Angelina's big tits, dangling down under her were swinging 
back and forth as she worked her hips back and forth. Harry 
could even hear the wet slurps of their pussies on the big 
fake cocks as they slithered in and out of the other's soaked 
holes. Reaching down, he began to slowly work his hand up 
and down the slickened shaft of his cock while he watched 
the two witches and patiently waited for his return to the 
fray. 

Finally, Angelina's hips ground to a halt as she looked over 
at Harry's big cock while he slowly whacked it. 

Lifting her ass up into the air, she pulled her glistening cock 
from her friend's pussy while Katie's fake cock came 
slithering out of Angelina's pussy at the same time. 
Scrambling around over Katie's legs, she turned until she 
was standing on her knees between her friend's 
outstretched legs. Leaning down over her, she took hold of 
her cock and aimed it down at her friend's pussy. Fitting it 
into Katie's drooling cunt once again, she leaned down, 
pushing the big fake cock down into her friend's tight pussy. 

“Now...now you," she muttered as she stroked her cock in 
and out of Katie's pussy. “In...in my pussy..." 

Harry struggled up behind her, watching her ass bouncing 
up and down above Katie. Crawling up between the 



witches's widespread legs, he leaned down over Angelina 
and grabbed hold of his cock. Angelina's hips stopped 
moving as she paused, waiting for him to slide his cock into 
her pussy. Then with a quick dip of his hips, he entered her, 
driving his cock down into the tight, clutching mush of her 
cunt all the way up to it's hairy hilt. 

"Ahhhhhhhyyyeeessssss," she hissed, beginning to rock her 
hips back and forth again, fucking him and her friend at the 
same time. 

Harry didn't even have to move as she worked her pussy 
back onto his cock every time she backed the cock down the 
channel of her friend's hot cunt. 

Grinding their tits against each other, the two witches 
groveled in the pleasure pouring up from their stuffed cunts. 
Harry could hear the soft grunts and moans escaping from 
their mouths as they thrust themselves at each other. Even 
the creak of the bedsprings sounded soft and feminine, he 
thought. 

His arms extended, he held himself up and watched his big, 
glistening prick sliding in and out of Angelina's hot cunt as 
she methodically fucked him and Katie. Then, she slowed 
and shoved herself back onto him, dragging her fake dick 
out of Katie's pussy. 

"You...you fuck her...I rest..." Angelina muttered, leaning 
down, pulling his dick out of her own cunt and opening the 
way for Harry to slide his cock into Katie's waiting pussy. 
Harry quickly complied with her request and slid his cock 
into Katie's hot cunt, pushing it in until his belly nudged up 
against Angelina's soft, round butt. Then he began to slide 
his cock in and out of Katie's clutching puss. 



“Feels good," Katie murmured as she wrapped her arms 
around Angelina and pulled her down onto her. Their mouths 
met in a hungry kiss as they ground themselves against 
each other while Harry continued to pound away at Katie's 
pussy. 

“WHATTHE BLOODY HELL!" Harry heard someone exclaim 
from the doorway. 

Startled, Harry lunged forward, driving his cock down into 
Katie's pussy as he jerked his head around to look at the 
door. 

“Hi love..." he muttered foolishly, as he stared at his 
girlfriend and cousin standing in the doorway of the 
bedroom gawking at them in stunned shock. 

“Hermione...Blaise..." Katie mumbled, staring at the 
newcomers as Hermione closed the door and was locking it. 

“Hi...Blaise... long time, no see..." Angelina smirked. 

“Katie... Angelina..." Blaise grunted. “What?" 

No one moved for the longest time as everyone stared at 
each other in silence. Then, finally, Angelina slowly lifted a 
leg and crawled off Katie. 

“Paying a visit to Harry, girls?" Blaise finally croaked out. 

“Like you to Hermione... I see..." Harry muttered back, 
keeping his prick shoved down into Katie's pussy. 

“Wooow, Harry, never thought that Katie was on your... 
umm... list..." his cousin grinned, taking a step toward the 
bed. 



“Katie... nice seeing you..." his girlfriend finally said 
grinning. 

Slowly backing out, Harry dragged his smeared cock out of 
Katie's oozing pussy as everyone watched on. Lifting her leg 
up into the air, Katie swung it over his head and dropped it 
to the bed beside her other leg. Following a few moments of 
deafening silence, Katie finally spoke. 

“Uh...so... we just stand around... doing nothing?" she 
grinned, slowly scooting over to the edge of the bed and 
dropping her feet to the floor. 

Listening to the clop of her high heels on the floor, Harry 
watched her push herself up to her feet. As everyone 
watched, she reached down and unbuckled her fake cock 
and shoved it down her long, beautifully arched legs. 
Stepping out of it, she smiled and with an exaggerated roll 
of her hips which made her tits jiggle heavily, she strolled 
over to Blaise and stopped directly in front of him. 

“I take it Cho somehow changed her mind about this stuff if 
you are here..." she grinned, reaching down and unsnapping 
his pants. 

Blaise's pants went slithering down his legs as Harry felt the 
bed shudder. Turning, he saw Angelina step off the bed and 
drop her fake cock onto the nightstand. Leaning down, she 
picked up Katie's fake cock and dropped it on top of hers 
then went sauntering over to where Katie was shoving 
Blaise's boxer shorts down off his swollen cock. 

“Oh...look Katie, it's already getting hard," Angelina cooed, 
running her hand over to it. 

“I can see," Katie said, also looking there, with a Dumbledore 
twinkle in her eyes. 



“So like the old times...” Angelina said, jerking her hand 
along Blaise's stiffening prick . 

Just then, someone knocked on the door! 

"Now, who the hell could that be?” Hermione muttered. 

"I don't know,” Harry grinned, thinking that this afternoon 
sure was full of surprises. "I'll go see, maybe there's some 
more pretty witches coming to join the party.” 

Stepping around his girlfriend, he groped her butt as he 
walked by, giving her a wink. "Get ready...” he grinned at 
her. 

Hurrying towards the bedroom door, he unlocked it and 
opened it a crack and stuck his head around the door. 

"Hey, Draco, what's happening?” he asked, hiding his body 
behind the door. 

"Not much, cous,” Draco grinned. "Why did you locked the 
door?” 

"Uh...rm kind of busy at the moment,” Harry grinned as an 
evil thought flashed through his head, "but why don't you 
come on in and maybe... you can give me a hand...” 

"Huh? What do you mean?” Draco asked as Harry opened 
the door for him. And when he saw his cock hard and 
dangling. "Hey, I hope it's not with that... because I don't do 
guys...” 


"Come on,” Harry said, pulling him inside and closing the 
door behind his cousin. 



“Cous... what's going on?" Draco muttered, staring down at 
Harry's dangling dick. 

"Shut up and move it..." Harry grinned, heading for the bed. 

With his cock sticking out in front of him, slashing the air as 
he walked, Harry stepped towards the bedroom. Stopping, 
he saw that his girlfriend was now naked, sitting on the bed 
smiling at him while Blaise was already on top of Katie 
pounding away at her with his giant prick. And Angelina was 
standing by the bed, enviously looking down at the 
copulating couple. 

"Angelina, look what I brought you..." Harry grinned, 
pushing Draco toward her. "You remember Draco... and I 
invited him in, if you're so inclined." 

"My...my...this is geting better and better," Angelina 
crooned, stepping toward the dumbfounded Draco. 

"Damn. Damn...you're fucking gorgeous, Angelina..." Draco 
muttered, staring down at her jiggling tits. 

"Why, thank you...Draco..." she said, reaching down to the 
obvious bulge in the front of his pants. 

"You have awesome tits..." he grinned, timidly running his 
hand over one of her big, quivering breasts. 

"Another silver-tongued devil," she giggled, slowly 
unbuckleling his belt through its buckle. 

Turning his attention from them to his girlfriend, Harry saw 
she was still sitting on the bed with her titties jiggling and 
bobbing as she was jostled by the rocking bed. Smiling, she 
held out her arms to him, inviting him to her. His cock, still 
hard and at the ready, Harry stumbled the few steps to the 



bed. As he did, his girlfriend slowly melted down onto her 
back and quickly spread her legs. Stopping at the bed, 
staring down at his girlfriend and the fleshy rift between her 
legs. 

Leaning forward, he flicked out his tongue and slowly, 
lovingly ran it up the dew-covered furrow between her 
meaty, little pussy-lips. Then, he lazily anointed his 
girlfriend's beautiful pussy with kisses and licks, listening to 
Blaise grunt every time he ripped his cock into Katie's cunt. 
After a few moments of this, he quickly stood up. 

“What?" his girlfriend asked, holding her arms out to him. 
“Come...come to me..." 

“More room," he grunted, jerking the futon off the end of the 
bed and spreading it out on the floor. 

“Oh, my, he's a nice one," Harry heard Angelina croon from 
across the room. 

Looking over at them, he saw that Angelina was on her 
knees in front of Draco lifting his cock up to her mouth. 

She's going to make a big hit with him, he giddily thought. 
Draco's favorite thing was getting head. He loved to have 
his cock sucked. Sometimes, the way he talked, Harry 
thought he liked it better than fucking... 

Turning back, he saw that his girlfriend had joined him on 
the futon. Pulling her into his arms, he gently nibbled on her 
arched neck as she ground her tits into his chest and 
wrapped her arms around him. Nibbling his way up her neck 
and over her chin, he eventually found her lips. Kissing her, 
he drove his tongue into her mouth and found her hot, 
wiggling tongue. They kissed long and deeply, listening to 
the creaking song of the bedsprings interspersed on one 



side and the loud slurps coming from the other direction as 
Angelina hungrily sucked on Draco's cock. 


He had to be the luckiest son of a bitch in the whole world, 
Harry thought as he ate his girlfriend's face. And he was 
going to her shortly. Fuck her high, fuck her low, fuck her 
fast, fuck her slow, fuck her just about any way he knew 
how. 

Finally breaking their passionate kiss, he let go of her and 
leaned back just as Angelina and Draco came walking by, 
heading for the bed. Harry saw that Angelina had succeeded 
in getting Draco's cock into full battle order as it jutted out 
stiff and hard. And somehow, she had stripped him down as 
he was as naked as the day he'd come out. Pausing to watch 
for a moment, he saw his girlfriend watching too, as 
Angelina and Draco crawled up onto the bed beside Katie 
and Blaise who were still going at it, hard and heavy. 
Angelina quickly rolled over onto her back and it only took 
Draco a moment to crawl up between her legs and mount 
her, driving his cock down into the cum filled trench that 
awaited him there. 

But, turning his attention back to his girlfriend, he saw that 
she was now lying on her back with her pretty legs spread 
open for him. Quickly scrambling up between her legs, he 
let her guide his bobbing cock down to her oozing pussy. 

Like a knife through butter, his cock slithered down into her 
juice-slickened cunt as he shoved all seven plus inches 
down into her. 

“Yeah, love," she whispered, squeezing her cunt down 
around him. “Fuck me with your big, fucking cock..." 

The sounds of fucking filled the room as Harry began to 
pound his cock into his girlfriend's pussy. The smacks of 



bodies slapping together intermingled with the creaking 
groan of the bedsprings and the grunts and moans of the 
three couples as they fucked. As the sounds reverberated off 
the walls, the perfume of sex filled the air as the wizards' 
cocks churned the witches's juices into pheromone-laced 
broths that sprayed out, coating their inner thighs with the 
sticky goo. 

Rocking back and forth, Harry fucked his girlfriend with 
deep, powerful strokes. Harry loved to fuck, but fucking his 
girlfriend was in a class by itself. Fucking Angelina was 
great, and fucking Katie was even more exciting, but fucking 
his girlfriend was the awesome end. The best thing in the 
world... 

Looking down into her deep, brown eyes, he saw that hazy, 
blurred look that indicated that his girlfriend was in her own 
pleasure-filled world as she worked her way toward an 
orgasm 

"Yes...yes...yes...yes," she mewed out, thrusting herself up 
at him as he picked up the pace a notch. "Nearly-nearly- 
almost..." 

Just then, he heard Blaise let out a loud, groaning grunt. 
Glancing over, he saw that his cousin's ass was clenching 
and relaxing as he held his cock thrust down into Katie's 
cunt. As he did, Katie had her legs kicked up into the air and 
was digging the sharp heels of her shoes down into his ass, 
forcing him even deeper into her pussy. 

He didn't have to guess what was happening down deep 
inside Katie's pussy. He knew that Draco was filling it with 
thick, creamy cum. And just as it had earlier been with him, 
he saw the thick, pearly goo start to ooze out around the 
shaft of his big cock, dripping down onto his balls and 



Katie's ass. Katie's second anointing of the day, he 
deliriously thought. How many more times would her hot 
cunt get filled before they were through with it, he 
wondered. And how many loads of the steamy goo would his 
girlfriend get, he sickly wondered? Blaise sure would fuck 
her. Draco too. 

But Draco wasn't interested in that at the moment, Harry 
laughed to himself as he saw his hairless butt furiously 
bouncing up and down between Angelina's pretty legs. It 
wasn't hard to guess what would happen as the afternoon 
passed... 

Time to think about that later, he told himself. Time to fuck 
now. Time to fuck his sweet Mione and push her over the 
edge. Stroking his cock into her tight snatch, he kicked up 
the pace again. 

"Yes...yes...yes," she hissed, running her hands down to his 
bounding ass. 

Digging her fingernails down into his ass, she pushed and 
pulled on him, goading him to fuck her even harder. He 
could feel her furiously milking at his pistoning cock as he 
worked it in and out of her tight hole. 

Then he saw her face contort into an agonized grimace as 
her body tensed and quivered. Straining to meet it, she 
accepted her orgasm with open arms as it washed over her 
body in tumultuous waves of pleasure. Her claws dug down 
into his skin, pulling him deeper and deeper into the 
spasming chasm between her quivering legs. 

"Ohhhhhyeeeeeeaaaaaaaahhhhhh," she screamed, 
thrusting herself up at him as he held himself shoved down 
into the tight, clutching channel of her cunt. 



Like a silken, gloved hand, her pussy worked on his cock. 
Pulling and squeezing at the imprisoned monster buried in 
its depths, her pussy frantically stroked him. 

“Come-love-come,” she coaxed him, urging him to dump his 
hot load into her convulsing cunt. 

Fighting back the urge, he wanted to save it. Save it for her 
to have later. Later, after he had fucked her more. Then he 
would give it up. Give it up to her in a fiery upheaval of fire 
and brimstone... 

But first, he would fuck her...and fuck her...and make her 
come again... 

“Oh, love, oh, love, oh, love," she blathered out as her body 
slowly began to melt back onto the futon. 

As it did, she began to gently hump her hot cunt back at 
him when he slowly began to pump his cock into her once 
again. 

Wanting to prolong the eventual explosion, he leisurely 
worked his cock in and out of the juice-filled, velvet-lined 
channel of her hot cunt. Writhing underneath him, she 
worked her hands and legs on his body, coaxing, urging as 
they fucked. 

Just then, they heard Angelina wail. 

“Ohohohyeeeeesssssssss,” she groaned, filling the room with 
her melodic voice. 

“Fuckkkkkkkk,” Draco groaned out only seconds later and 
the sounds of their bodies slapping together ceased. 



Now it was only him and his girlfriend. They were the only 
ones left standing, battling it out for supremacy, battling to 
see if the supreme victor would be cock or pussy. 

Fighting to hold his eruption back, Harry knew that he was 
losing control as the fireball down inside his sloshing balls 
grew hotter and hotter. 

“Come...come, love, come in my pussy,” she goaded him on, 
using her whole body to urge him on. 

In a strange, convoluted way, he thought of her as a traitor, 
a traitor on the side of pussy. Wanting him to spill his seed, 
so she would be the victor in the battle of pussy versus cock. 

But finally, there was no stopping it as he felt his cock lurch 
and spurt out a huge glob of fiery cum into his girlfriend's 
sucking pussy. As it did, he felt her trip off into her second 
climax, collapsing her cunt down around his spewing giant. 
Like a Roman candle, his cock continued to fire out fiery gob 
after fiery gob of cum into her, quickly filling her to the point 
of overflowing. Then, he felt a dribble of overheated cum 
drip down onto his dangling balls as it leaked out of her 
overflowing and well-fucked pussy. Harry was in an ecstatic 
daze as his cock continued to empty itself down into his 
girlfriend's pussy. There was nothing that felt better than 
coming, he deliriously thought. 

”Merlin...Mione...l love you so much,” he whispered into her 
ear as they tightly held onto each other. 

"I love you, too,” she whispered back, thrusting herself up 
against him. 

"Damn, that was quite a performance,” Blaise muttered from 
the bed as Harry turned and saw that all of them were 
gawking down at him and Hermione. 



“Yeah...enough to make me hard again," Draco grinned, 
holding his regenerated cock in his hand. 

Slowly, Harry backed his wilting manhood out of his 
girlfriend's pussy as a trickle of expended cum followed it 
out. 

"So, now what?" he asked, looking over to the bed and 
seeing that Blaise's towering monolith had rehardened and 
stood tall and proud once again. 

"Well, I don't know about you," Hermione smiled up at him, 
pushing herself up and getting to her hands and knees, "but 
I gotta pee." 

"Okay," Harry grinned, watching her struggle up to her feet 
and head for the bathroom. 

Her hot little ass quivered and shook as she swished it from 
side to side with each step on her way to the girl's room as 
all three of the men ogled it. 

Blaise stepped down onto the floor, letting Draco crawl over 
and take his place between Katie's outstretched legs. 

"Your tits..." Draco said, gawking down at the perfect tits. 
"They...they're awesome." 

"Glad you like them," she grinned, pushing herself up to a 
sitting position, making them bobble and jump wildly. 

"Yes, yes, I do," he grinned. 

"You like rodeos?" she giggled. 

"Uh...okay, I guess," he said, still staring down at her 
jiggling treasures. 



“Good,” she laughed. "Cause, I'm going to do some bareback 
riding while you play with my 'awesome' tits.” 

"Huh?” Draco muttered dumbly. 

"Lay down on your back,” she told him as Blaise crawled up 
between Angelina's legs. 

"Uh...okay,'' Draco grinned, rolling over onto his back. 

As he did, his big cock slapped down on his belly. Katie 
crawled over and straddled him with her rift hovering just 
above his stiff manhood. Leaning down over him with her 
tits dangling down, she let her puffy nipples brush across his 
chest as she reached down and grabbed hold of his cock. 
Holding his cock straight up, she slowly maneuvered the 
slick opening of her pussy down onto the mushroom shaped 
head of his cock. As she did, a ropey stream of Blaise's cum 
dripped down from her pussy onto the head of Draco's 
jutting cock. 

From his vantage place down below the bed, Harry watched 
Draco's barbed cock penetrate the opening of Katie's pussy 
and slowly disappear up into the hungry hole. 

"Awwwwwjeeeezzzzz,” Draco groaned out as Katie's cunt 
dipped lower and lower, consuming more and more of his 
cock, until at last, her pussy-lips were wrapped down around 
the base of his cock. 

"Play with them...play with my tits...play with my nipples,” 
she murmured, leaning forward and jiggling her melons 
down over his chest. 

Reaching up, Draco lifted them, taking the nipples between 
his fingers and thumbs and roughly tweaked them. 



“Yeah, honey, yeah...like that," she panted and began to 
work her pussy up and down on his prick. 

Lying beside them, Blaise began to pump his cock into 
Angelina's pussy as he watched Katie fuck Draco's big cock. 
Blaise's cock effortlessly slid in and out of Angelina's well- 
lubed, cum-slickened hole as the bed began to rock and 
creak. 

Watching, Harry slowly got to his feet and shuffled over 
behind Katie. Reaching down, he lovingly ran his hands of 
the smooth softness of her slowly bouncing butt. It was so 
fucking hot, he thought, watching Draco's big cock sliding in 
between Katie's meaty lips as she fucked him. Staring down 
at her ass, he watched her tight, little asshole clench and 
relax in rhythm with their fucking. Then, he leaned down 
over the bouncing globes of flesh. Taking a cheek in each 
hand, he gently spread them apart and flicked out his 
tongue. Lazily, he ran the tip of his tongue up the crack of 
her ass from the drooling opening of her pussy all the way 
up to where the crack disappeared into the small of her 
back. And he heard a soft murmur escape her lips as his 
tongue brushed over the wrinkled opening of her asshole. 

“Nuhhhhh," she moaned as he brought his tongue back 
down the rift, grazing over the puckered opening a second 
time. 

This time, as he brought his tongue back up the crack, he 
stopped on the pouting opening, teasing and tickling it with 
the probing tip of his tongue. 

“Annnnghhhhhhhh," she groaned again, pausing her attack 
on Draco's cock to allow Harry to continue anointing her 
asshole with tickles, teases, and kisses. 



“Ohohohmymymyohohoh,” she gasped out as Harry 
continued to lavish his attention on her clenched asshole. 

Then, Harry reached over to the nightstand and retrieved 
the ointment tube Hermione kept around in the drawer...just 
in case. Squeezing out a little dab of the goo, he smeared it 
around the tip of the tube and lifted it up to the darkened 
circle of wrinkled flesh that peeked out of the crack of her 
ass. Then, ever so gently, he eased the rounded tip of the 
tube down into the puckered opening. As he did, he felt 
Katie pressing back against him, helping him ease the tube 
down into her asshole. 

“Nuhhhhhhhhnnnnnnnn,” she softly murmured as he forced 
the entire tube down into her tightly clenched asshole. 

Squeezing on the tube as he backed it out of her asshole, he 
deposited a load of the slippery ointment into her asshole. 
Finally, as the tip of the tube reappeared from her tight, 
puckered hole, he leaned over and put it onto the 
nightstand. Picking up the smallest of the vibrators from the 
nightstand drawer, he watched Katie began to work her hips 
up and down again, slowly fucking Draco's cock. 

Lifting the tiny vibrator up to Katie's glistening asshole, 

Harry fitted the rounded tip onto the center of the puckered 
ring of darkened flesh. Katie once again stopped the rise and 
fall of her hips as Harry ever so gently eased the little 
vibrator down into the clenched tightness of her asshole. 

First, the tip disappeared, spreading the opening wider. 

Then, bit by bit, the small, white vibrator disappeared down 
into her asshole spreading it wider and wider until the only 
thing remaining was the base of the vibrator, which he 
grasped with the tips of his fingers. 



Then, with the fingers of his other hand, he flicked on the 
vibrator. 

“Nnnnggggghhhhhhhhhhhh,” he heard her groan out as her 
back arched and she thrust herself back onto the humming 
vibrator. 

“BLOODY HELL!" she gasped out as her pussy began to 
dance up and down on Draco's jutting cock. 

Harry could see her muscles quivering with effort as her cunt 
bounced up and down wildly. Then all of a sudden, the little 
vibrator was jerked from his hold and disappeared down into 
her clutching asshole. Harry didn't know what to do. He had 
never experienced anything like this before. The whole 
vibrator was now inside the orgasming Katie's ass. 

“Unnnnhhhhhhhh,'' he heard her grunt, and miraculously, 
the white, circular base of the vibrator slowly began to 
reemerge. 

Quickly, he tried to grasp hold of the slippery base, but it 
was so slippery, he couldn't. But, even without his help, 
more and more of the vibrator reappeared until he could 
finally grab hold of it and pull it out. 

Watching such a lewd display, Harry saw that his cock was 
as hard as he had ever seen it, as it evilly jutted out of his 
groin. 

“More...more...you...you," Katie groaned out as her butt 
continued to bounce up and down. “You...put it in...you in..." 

“Me...my...my cock...your ass?" he grunted, scrambling up 
between her legs and behind her bouncing ass. 


“Yes...yes...fuck my ass," Katie groaned. 



Somehow, out of his euphoric daze, he saw that Blaise and 
Angelina were lying motionless watching, while Hermione 
stood watching, too. 

Taking hold of his cock, he saw that Katie's ass was now 
stationary as she waited for him to enter her from behind. 
Looking down between the rounded spheres of her ass, he 
fitted the tip of his cock-head down onto the wrinkled 
opening and began to lean forward. As he felt the tip of his 
cock begin to dig down into her asshole, he let go of his cock 
and grabbed hold of her by the hips. 

Thrusting forward, he pulled her backwards forcing his cock 
down into the strangling tightness of her asshole. 

“laaaanuhhhhuuuuh," Katie groaned out as the tapered 
roundness of his cock-head spread her asshole wider and 
wider. 

Then, all at once, his cock went slithering down into the fiery 
depths of her ass. 

“Fuck," Harry muttered as his belly slapped up against the 
soft, giving cheeks of her ass. 

He'd never felt such tightness as her asshole clenched down 
around his invading peter. It was so tight, it felt like it might 
snip his cock in two. Then, as Katie slowly worked her ass up 
and down, Harry felt Draco's cock rubbing up against his 
through the thin membrane of tissue that separated the two 
cocks. Groaning out his pleasure, Harry began to work his 
hips back and forth as he pumped his cock in and out of 
Katie's tight, clenching asshole. 

He saw Hermione move up behind him as he methodically 
worked his cock in and out of Katie's asshole. Then, he felt 
his girlfriend's hand slither down between his legs. As he 



ass-fucked Katie, Hermione cupped his big, dangling balls, 
squeezing and plucking at them. His cock effortlessly slid in 
and out of Katie's greased asshole as he held onto her hips 
and humped his cock into her. All at once, he heard the 
muted buzz of a vibrator. 

Who? Who had a vibrator? Glancing over at Blaise and 
Angelina, he saw that it wasn't them as they continued to 
fuck away at each other. Then, he felt it. He felt the tickling 
tip of the vibrator on his asshole. It was Hermione. His 
girlfriend was using the vibrator on him. This was a new step 
in perversion, he sickly thought as he felt the tip of the 
vibrator being slowly pushed into his asshole. Draco was 
fucking Katie. He was fucking Katie...in the ass. Hermione 
was holding his balls in her hand and fucking him in the ass 
with a vibrator. And Blaise was fucking Angelina right beside 
them. What could be more wicked? 

Then, he felt Hermione lean against him as the vibrator dug 
deeper and deeper into his smarting asshole. He could feel 
her hard, swollen nipples burning holes into his back as she 
ground herself against him. He could even feel the scrape of 
the soft curls of her pussy grating against his hip as she 
worked herself against him. 

Suddenly, as the vibe penetrated his ass, its tickling, 
tingling presence was too much. 

"Ohfuckingmerlin..." he groaned out as his hips jerked 
forward, impaling Katie's ass to its limit. 

Then, pulling her back onto his cock, he felt his cock lurch 
and spew out a scalding gush of overheated cum into Katie's 
ass. 


"Aaaaaiiieeeeeee," Katie squealed as the hot cum splashed 
onto the sensitive walls of her rectum and Hermione twisted 



the vibrator around inside his ass... 
He practically fainted... 


Chapter 64 - Saturday in a special room 

It was the last Saturday before winter break and I was at 
breakfast in the Great Hall when I got a letter with my own 
owl. After taking the letter from her leg and giving her a 
meaty snack from my plate, I opened the letter. It read “Drop 
by the Room of Requirements when you finish breakfast... 
Love... H...” H? Hermione, who else, I thought. What was she 
doing there? She came down to breakfast earlier then me 
and I never even seen her this morning. And I was in such a 
mood this morning to just... well, you know. A very long 
morning in bed with my girlfriend. But not finding her in bed 
by me, I just made a shower, dressed and went down to 
breakfast in the Great Hall. And then, in the middle of my 
breakfast, that letter came. Hmmm... my naughty girlfriend 
was up to something. But what? 

It took me less than fifteen minutes to arrive in front of the 
Room of Requirements. There was a door there. Opening it, I 
went in. Entering, I was surprised to see that inside it was 
recreated a perfect replica of Hermione's muggle house... 
during the hot summer months. Now this sure beats just 
another Saturday morning in bed. Knowing my naughty 
girlfriend and how kinky she could be, that thought was the 
first that entered my mind. And the replica inside it was in 
the best detail ever... even with a front walk that led to the 
house. 


I headed up the front walk and rang the doorbell and waited, 
casually poking my balls with my hand through my pants 
pocket. I heard quick footsteps and the door swung open. It 




was not Hermione who answered, but she was almost as 
busty. She was a hot blonde with pigtails. A low cut tank top 
revealed a pair of enormous melons being supported by a 
lime green bikini. She was about Hermione's height with 
hazel eyes and a mischievous smile. I sure would recognize 
Lavender Brown every where. 

“Hey Harry!" she said cheerily, thrusting out her bulging tits 
shamelessly. 

"Hey... Lav..." I grinned, kissing her cheek, sneaking a peek 
down her top. This sure was a hell lot better then just 
spending the morning in bed just with Hermione. And this 
tits sure were in the same league with the ones my girlfriend 
had... just that hers were a little bit bigger. 

"Come in, we're by the pool," she said as she galloped off 
through the house, showing off her toned ass with the string 
from her bikini bottoms disappearing between her lovely ass 
cheeks. 

I shut the door and followed Lavender. 

Hermione hopped up from her chair and bounced over to 
me, throwing her arms around my neck and kissing me on 
the mouth, pushing her mountainous bikini-clad breasts 
against me. She had her dark brown hair tied in a ponytail, 
and her fringe fell across her forehead. I put my hands 
around her waist, feeling the pronounced curve of her hips, 
then slid them down to her full bottom, squeezing it firmly. 
She pulled away after a moment and looked up at me with 
her huge, brown eyes, smiling widely, her cheeks turning a 
faint rose colour. I smiled back at her, feeling my cock stir as 
my eyes looked down to her cleavage, noticing her hard 
nipples poke through the fabric of her small bikini. 



“So... what do you think about my surprise. I hope Lav 
didn't, like, freak you out or anything," she said. 

"Quite the opposite. She's a pleasure on the eyes," I replied 
winking at Lavender, who was doffing her tank top and 
reclining provocatively on a sun lounger. 

That's when I noticed a third witch there. She was wearing a 
sun hat and glasses, and a long t-shirt, and reading a 
magazine. She was pretending not to notice us, but I could 
tell she was looking me over. Instantly I recognized Padma 
Patil, the shy Indian Ravenclaw and twin sister of the crazy 
Parvati Patil, my house mate. 

"Oh... don't mind her... you know she's a bit shy," said 
Hermione a bit to loudly. 

"Shut up!" said Padma, clearly annoyed and embarrassed. 

She was thin, with long very dark hair. Her legs were fit and 
sleek, and her breasts made bumps in her t-shirt. Her mouth 
was small, but had full pale pink lips. I walked over and 
shook her hand politely. 

"Hi Padma," I said. 

"Hi," she replied, barely taking her eyes from her magazine. 

I shrugged, removed my shirt and pants and sat at one of 
the patio chairs in my black boxers, looking the witches 
over. They all had drinks and were glistening with 
sunscreen. I was very horny since waking up with Hermione 
missing from our bed. A minute passed as I ogled Lavender 
and Hermione's tits, when the doorbell rang. 

"I got it... that must be my last guest... then I'm locking The 
Room so that we wont be bothered..." said Hermione, 



trailing her fingers across my shoulders as she passed me 
and disappeared into the house. 

“So... what's going on here?" I asked curious. 

“Just a little get together before winter break... among 
friends... and some sunning by the pool..." giggled 
Lavender, adjusting the straps of her green bikini to expose, 
rather than cover, more of her ample bosom. 

“So... excited to go home for the break, Padma?" I asked, 
trying to prompt a conversation. 

“I guess," she said dismissively. 

“Padma never liked not being in the same house as her twin 
and she's never been happy about it," chimed Lavender. 

“Stop talking about me like I'm not here," said Padma, 
annoyed. 

“Well then join in the conversation instead of just, like, 
sitting there," retorted Lavender. “Take off your shirt, too 
Padma, this place Hermione conjured is perfect and the 
weather is gorgeous." 

Padma ignored Lavender and resumed reading her 
magazine. The patio door opened and Hermione emerged, 
followed by another witch. She was short, with black hair, 
and was the mirror image of Padma. Another hot Indian 
witch. Who else but my housemate, Parvati. Her eyes were 
dark and her smile was brilliant, and she had a small, cute 
button nose. She wore high cut jean shorts and a midriff¬ 
baring off the shoulder tank top, with a blue bikini 
underneath. 



“Hey, sorry I forgot to give you a drink before. Is butterbeer 
ok?" asked Hermione as she handed be a cold bottle. 

“Hi Harry!" Parvati said, leaning in and kissing my cheek. 

She stepped back and looked me over, paying particular 
attention to my groin area, where the bulge in my 
underwear was obvious. She smiled at me, then dropped her 
bag on the table. 

“Hey ladies, sorry for being late..." she said, addressing 
Lavender and Padma, as she removed her tank top. 

Her olive skin was smooth, and her breasts seemed to pout 
high on her chest. They weren't particularly large, but she 
evidently knew how to display them to their best advantage. 
As she squirmed out of her shorts, she turned around to pick 
them up, giving me a perfect view of her ass. It was full- 
almost a bubble butt- not too large, just perfect to make her 
very hot. The cheeks were round and firm, and two dimples 
were evident at the small of her back. She did not have a g- 
string, but the material sat perfectly on her curves, 
accentuating the bottom of her butt cheeks. It was a near¬ 
perfect ass. I felt another stirring in my pants. Parvati took 
the chair next to Lavender. Hermione took the chair next to 
mine. 

“So, Padma, have you, like, done anything with your 
boyfriend yet?" Hermione asked her friend grinning. 

Padma looked uncomfortable, and squirmed in her lounger. 
Although she was wearing sunglasses, I could tell she was 
looking in my direction. I pretended not to notice. 

“Uh, yeah, we've done stuff," said Padma defensively. 

“What, then?" asked Lavender, taking an immediate 
interest. 



“I'm... I'm not saying in front of him,'' she gestured to me. 
“Prude," said Lavender. 

“Slut," retorted Padma, but Lavender, laughing, seemed to 
take this more as a compliment. 

“At least I know what it's like to have a dick in me. You don't 
even know what you're missing out on, Padma!" said 
Lavender. 

“I'm just waiting for the right time. I have done other stuff," 
she replied, defensively. 

I sensed the tension and decided to interject. 

“Hey, why don't we have a swim?" I said, trying to diffuse 
the situation. 

I stood and walked to the pool. I was well aware of the effect 
I could have on witches, and thought that now was the time 
to use it. I dove into the pool, enjoying the cool water on my 
hot skin. The witches came down and sat at the loungers by 
the pool. They were putting their drinks and sunglasses on 
the nearby table. I came out of the stairs in the shallow end, 
happy to display the suction of my underwear revealing my 
member, significant in size even when flaccid. All the 
witches stopped what they were doing and stared. I heard 
Parvati faintly gasp and whisper, “Bloody hell!" 

Lavender spoke up. “So... this is the huge cock Hermione 
plays on a daily base?" she smiled and played with one of 
her long pigtails. 

“LAV!" cried Hermione. 


I laughed. 



“So you've heard/' I said. 

“Can we, like, see it?" Lavender asked. 

Hermione was glaring at her, fearing I might be embarrassed 
or offended. I was neither. Padma's glasses peeked over her 
magazine, but she said nothing. 

“Lav's a bit of a slut, if you couldn't tell," said Hermione 
apologetically. 

“That's ok with me. I'm happy to oblige a sexy witch. But 
you'll have to do something for me," I said. 

“Ok. What?" Lavender said eagerly, enjoying the challenge. 

“Take your top off and I'll show you my cock." 

Lavender was already untying her bikini before I had 
finished my sentence. She tossed it aside, sat up, and 
leaned back on her arms, sticking her chest out. My eyes 
bugged. Her tits were almost as luscious and massive as 
Hermione's, round, full, firm. They sat magnificently on her 
chest. Her areolas were pinky-brown, medium-sized, with 
pea-sized nipples poking out. 

“Very nice!" I complimented her sincerely. 

“Thanks darling," she said. “Now get that big cock out." She 
looked down to my groin in anticipation. 

“Bloody hell, you guys... this isn't what you told me we'll do 
today!" said Padma gripping her magazine. 

“Oh calm down, Padma. We know you want to see it too," 
said my girlfriend, Hermione. “Trust me, you'll like it." 



I surveyed the witches, admiring their bodies, then hooked 
my thumbs in my waistband and stripped down, pulling my 
wet black boxers past my dick, which flopped heavily into 
view. I watched the witches' expressions as they stared. 

"Wow, you weren't kidding when you said it was big," said 
Parvati, breathlessly. 

She was perched on the end of her sun lounger, leaning far 
forward, resting her drink on her knees. Lavender had sat up 
quickly, her legs on either side of her lounger, her hands 
planted in front of her, her tits squeezed fit to pop between 
her arms. Her eyebrows were raised and her mouth made an 
'o'. 

"Oh fuck yeah!" she said delightedly. 

Hermione was standing, and smiled knowingly. She was 
untying her bikini strings, preparing to release her melons. 
Padma had let the magazine fall to her lap . One hand was 
covering her mouth as she sat erect. 

"You had that IN you every day?" said Parvati. 

"Yeah, and it gets way bigger," said Hermione, dropping her 
bikini top and squeezing her tits together with her hands. 

"What do you think, Padma?" I asked her. 

"It's um... it's p-pretty big," she stammered. 

"Better than your boyfriend's, I bet," laughed Lavender. 


"Well, I'm going back in," I said suddenly, and dove back 
into the water. 



Lavender wasted no time, standing up and plunging in after 
me feet first, then popping up from the water, her boobs 
bouncing, rivulets of water streaming over them. Hermione 
waded into the shallow end to join us, and Parvati walked 
over to Padma. 

“Come on. Sis," she said taking Padma's hat and glasses off. 

Padma, still stunned looked up at her twin, then picked up 
her drink and drained the contents. 

“That's more like it," said Lavender. 

Padma stood slowly. Parvati faced her and took the hem of 
Padma's t-shirt, pulling it up and over her head. Padma 
passively allowed it to come off. Her skin was darkish like 
her twin's and flecked faintly with freckles along her 
shoulders and upper chest. Her white bikini was tiny, barely 
covering her supple pouting breasts. Her bottoms were little 
more than a string, and showed off her thin hips. Her 
stomach was perfectly flat, and her legs were toned. 

She approached the pool and sat on the edge, her long dark 
hair falling onto her shoulders, her fringe cut straight across 
her brow, as she looked into the water, then back to my 
eyes. Parvati sat beside her, swishing her legs in the pool. 
Hermione walked over to me and put her arms around my 
neck. She brushed her nipples against my skin, making 
them hard, then leaned into me, kissing me aggressively on 
the mouth, our tongues intertwining in each others' mouths. 
When we broke free, I saw that Lavender had approached us, 
and was standing slightly behind Hermione, her hands on 
Hermione's curvy hips. 

“Can I have a go?" she asked. 

“Of course. Lav," said Hermione, standing aside. 



Lavender stepped forward and put her hands on my chest, 
sliding them downwards. She found my cock and cradled it 
with both hands. 

“Hey, I said you could kiss him, not touch his cock!" said 
Hermione. 

“Ok, ok, I was just feeling," she said, but squeezed my dick 
firmly and ran her hands up the shaft. 

I pulled her against me and kissed her, placing my hands on 
her firm ass and squeezing as our tongues danced. My cock 
grew and bumped against Lavender's leg as we kissed. 
Eventually, she drew back, and I cupped her breasts, 
squeezing them. They sure were firm and full like 
Hermione's. 

I put my arm around Lavender's shoulders, and did the same 
with Hermione on the other side. They turned towards me 
and pressed the sides of their tits against me while their 
hands felt my back and ass. Hermione used her other hand 
to hold my hardening cock, and Lavender immediately 
followed suit. Parvati and Padma looked on intently. 

“Why don't you witches join us?" I asked. 

Parvati smiled and hopped into the shallow water. 

“Ah ah, no tops allowed, Parvati," I said, as Hermione and 
Lavender began gently stroking my cock. 

Parvati shyly turned away, and unclasped her bikini. She 
placed it on the edge of the pool deck and turned back 
around, her arm across her chest. 

“Don't be shy. You have an amazing body. Let me see the 
rest of you," I said. 



“Sorry I'm not as, um, well endowed as them," she said, 
slowly lowering her arm so that it was across her ribs. 

Her titties literally popped out from under her arm, jiggling 
into view. They were not large, nor were they small. They 
were plump, and very perky, remaining as high as they did 
when supported by her bikini. Her small, dark nipples were 
hard, pointing like arrows. She squeezed her shoulders in, 
creating succulent cleavage. 

“Parvati, your tits are beautiful. No offense to these two, but 
you don't have to have big ones to impress me,'' I looked 
pointedly at Padma, who was squirming at the edge, trying 
to not look at us. She showed no signs of disrobing. 

Parvati joined the three of us as we made a circle. She 
tentatively reached into the water and held my dick head as 
the other witches pumped my shaft. 

“Bloody fucking hell," she said. “Can I stroke it?" 

The witches moved to my balls, tickling them, while Parvati 
gripped my member with both hands. I leaned in and kissed 
her while she pumped me. Her hands were fairly small, and 
she could barely get a proper grip on my cock as it grew to 
its full size. 

“How did this not hurt?" said Parvati to Hermione after we 
had stopped kissing. 

“I take it regularly for two years now... I forgot how it was 
then..." said Hermione, rolling my nuts in her palm. 

“And you kept this from us for two years... you meanie..." 
Lavender giggled pretending to be mad. 


“He is my boyfriend... so why should I?" Hermione grinned. 



“Never mind... but now I want it in me!" cried Lavender, 
squeezing my ass. 

“Maybe later, Lav... now I'd like you and me to give him a tit 
fuck?" Hermione said grinning. Then she added, “Parv... I 
think he'd be happy to lick your pussy while we do this." 

“You're more kinky then I thought!" squealed Lavender. 

“You have no idea!" Hermione giggled. 

Hermione pointed me and I walked over to the stairs and sat 
near the top step so my groin was just out of the water. 
Hermione and Lavender sat on either side of me and held 
their tits aloft. I marveled at the sheer volume of tit-flesh 
that was about to engulf my cock. Lavender and Hermione 
pressed their breasts against each other, rubbing their 
nipples together, then lowered them onto my waiting cock, 
which Parvati held in place. I felt the warm, soft, plump flesh 
envelop my unit and slide down. Parvati moved her hand 
and rubbed my chest. 

With the witches' chest meat resting on my abdomen, hips, 
and thighs, my dick head finally popped out the top, directly 
in the center point of the four hot melons. Lavender and 
Hermione giggled as they pulled their boobs upwards, and 
started a thrusting motion around my cock. Parvati was 
watching intently. 

“Hey Parv, why don't you take off your bottoms and we can 
really have some fun," I said as I enjoyed the incredible 
sensation of a double tit-fucking from two hot buxom 
seventeen year olds... one my girlfriend... one her former 
room mate until last year. 


“Do it facing away from me so I can see your sweet ass." 



Parvati giggled and stood up. She bent over and rubbed her 
ass cheeks, before hooking her thumbs under the strings. 
She watched me over her shoulder as she slowly pulled the 
material down, exposing her ass crack inch by beautiful 
inch. I enjoyed this exposure of her firm but full bottom, and 
soon was rewarded with her sweet rosebud anus. When her 
bikini bottoms were around her knees I gazed at her light 
brown bare pussy lips pressed tightly together. She let the 
bikini fall and turned around, running her hands over her 
hips. I felt waves of pleasure seeing Parvati completely 
naked and wet, as Hermione and Lavender's bosoms fucked 
my cock. Her pussy was cleanly shaven, and my mouth 
watered as I imagined her sweet taste on my tongue. 

"I want to watch them tit fuck you, so I'll face this way," said 
Parvati, standing astride my head, facing my feet. 

She put her hand on the step railing, and I watched eagerly 
as her smooth pussy descended towards my face, the lips 
parting as she came to the bottom of her squat. I could see 
her sweet liquid glisten on her inner lady parts and I tilted 
my head back and extended my tongue, brushing her wet 
folds softly. 

I relished her sweet nectar, and stuck my tongue between 
her labia, probing inside. Parvati sighed loudly. I could hear 
the slapping sound of Hermione and Lavender's boobs as 
they struck my skin and the water, masturbating me with 
their buxom chest pillows. I was thoroughly enjoying myself. 

I began to eat Parvati's pussy in earnest, shoving my face up 
into her sopping mound. 

"AAaaaahh, that feels so good!" she moaned. 

"This is so hot. You look really sexy sitting on his face like 
that, Parvati," said Hermione. 



“Aaah, aaah, I wish I could tit fuck like you girls. You have, 
ah, ah, amazing breasts!” breathed Parvati. 

I began thrusting my hips upwards, causing the witches' tits 
to bounce against their chins. 

"Oh, he's really getting into it now!” squealed Lavender. 

"I want to kiss you while he fucks our tits,” giggled 
Hermione, looking at Lavender. 

I pushed Parvati's ass off my tongue so I could watch my 
girlfriend's tongue meet Lavender's over my thrusting cock, 
their tits squashed between them, jiggling violently against 
my pounding rod. They opened their mouths wide and 
locked lips, still holding their breasts together to envelop my 
cock. 

"Wow, that is so fucking hot,” I said. 

"I know!” agreed Parvati. "Oh Harry, please eat my pussy 
while I watch them kiss!” she insisted. 

I drove my tongue back into her hole, her juices running out 
onto my chin. I squeezed her round ass and pulled the 
cheeks apart, grazing her anus with my fingertips. I pulled 
her ass down and buried a fingertip in her butt hole as I 
sucked her clit into my mouth. My nose was buried in her 
cunt, and I held my breath as I teased her. 

"Oooooohhh, fuck! Yes! That's it! I'm going to cum!” 
screamed Parvati. 

I banged away at my girlfriend's and housemate's busty 
funbags as Parvati clenched her ass, trapping my finger 
inside, and came on my face, releasing vaginal fluid into my 
mouth and over my cheeks. She cried out and quivered as I 



licked her flow, rotating my finger in her asshole. As she 
finished her orgasm, she climbed off me, my finger popping 
free, and sat on the stairs in the pool, her arms on the pool 
edge, her legs parted, panting. Her plump, dark nipple- 
capped breasts rose and fell with her breathing, as she 
looked at me through dark, half-lidded eyes. 

“Yeah,Parv, you sure came hard. I can see your pussy juice 
on his face,” said Hermione. 

”He... he put his finger in my ass. It put me over the edge. I-I 
loved it,” breathed Parvati. 

I noticed that Padma had come over to our side of the pool 
and was sitting near Parvati, watching intently. She still 
hadn't removed her tiny bikini. 

"Padma, don't be shy. Come here, I want to kiss you,” I said 
reassuringly. 

"But... but you've got Parv's, like... stuff on your face,” she 
said nervously. 

"It tastes good, Padma. Just give it a try,” I encouraged. 

"Go for it, Padma!” said Lavender, looking on with 
anticipation. 

Padma touched her cheek, then stood and stepped down 
into the water. She knelt beside me on the stairs and pushed 
her hair out of the way over her neck. As she leaned down, I 
looked into her eyes and put my hand behind her neck to 
encourage her. I stroked her cheek with my thumb, and she 
closed her eyes. Her breasts swelled around her bikini as she 
came towards me, lips slightly parted. Our lips met, and we 
kissed softly and tenderly for a few moments, before I ran 
my tongue over her lips. She kissed me back, harder, and 



soon our tongues were in each other's mouths. She was an 
excellent kisser, and my cock tingled with excitement, as 
Padma put her hand on my chest and began kissing my 
pussy juice-soaked cheeks. She licked and sucked at my lips 
and chin, slurping up Parvati's cum eagerly. 

“You dirty little witch," said Hermione. 

“Does Parv's pussy taste good?" added Lavender. 

Padma patiently continued cleaning my face, then kissed 
me hard for a few moments. When our lips finally parted, her 
face was deeply flushed, as was her chest. Her eyes were 
wide and looked intently into mine. 

“Wow, Padma. That was really nice," I said honestly. 

Her lips moved, but no sound came out. Her face was still 
very close to mine. Slowly, she sat up and looked at the tit 
fuck action beside her, then to each of the witches' faces. 
Parvati crawled over to her twin put her arms around Padma. 

“He's good, isn't he? So, did you like my taste?" she asked. 

“Yeah, it was... yeah," said Padma dreamily. 

“Maybe I can try some too," said Parvati with a naughty 
expression on her face. 

She held the back of Padma's head, and kissed her lips. 
Padma didn't move at first, but she wasn't resisting. Soon, 
she opened her mouth and the twin witches played with 
each other's tongues. Parvati licked her lips. 

“Mmmm, you are a good kisser," she said. 

“I've never kissed a witch before," said Padma shyly. 



'There's lots you haven't done, Sis. Maybe now's your 
chance," said Lavender. 

With all this stimulation around me, I knew it wouldn't be 
long before I ejaculated. Lavender and Hermione were still 
enthusiastically tit fucking my rock hard cock. 

"I'm getting close," I said. 

"Yeah! Do it! Cum all over our tits!" shouted Lavender. "I 
want to see your cock spurt!" 

They lifted and dropped their perfect mounds on my dick, 
and soon I felt the familiar twitch in my balls. Padma was 
crouched beside me, and Parvati hopped over to my right 
side, beside Lavender's heaving bosom. 

"AAagh, now!" I cried. 

As the girls breasts slapped my thighs, a shot of jizm fired 
straight up and ricocheted off Lavender's forehead. She 
flinched and laughed as a second shot hit her cheek. 

"Lean back. Lav, let's watch it splatter on our tits," said 
Hermione. 

Lavender moved back slightly, and although they had 
stopped lifting and dropping their boobs on my dick, they 
wiggled them against each other, stimulating my orgasm. 
Two more spurts shot straight up between the girls' faces, 
and dropped back down, spraying fine cum droplets on the 
pillowy breasts. 

Hermione and Lavender lifted their tits, dropping them down 
as my swollen dick head emerged and shot another load into 
the air. They giggled as they watched the jizz splash onto 



their chests, and run over their fingers, which were tightly 
squeezing their tits. 

“Whoa! There's so much cum!" cried Lavender, delighting in 
the spectacle, and squeezing her eye shut as my spunk 
dripped into it from her forehead. 

Padma stared fixedly at my orgasming cock, and I ran my 
hand over her toned butt cheeks and up her back as 
another, weaker spurt jumped from my dick head and down 
onto my girlfriend's right tit. Lavender and Hermione pushed 
their breasts together as my cock oozed the last of my 
semen. 

Parvati moved around so she was positioned between my 
legs. She extended her hand and rubbed the cum on 
Lavender's chest. She looked at her cummy palm and licked 
the glob off it eagerly. 

“Oh wow, it tastes really good! Try it," she said leaning in 
above my cock. 

Hermione and Lavender rubbed their tits together against 
my member as Parvati collected more sperm with her 
fingers, then offered it to the buxon witches. Hermione and 
Lavender opened their mouths to receive my white sticky 
offering.. They laughed and licked their lips as they sampled 
my seed. 

“Ooooooo, it's sooo good!" shrieked Lavender. 

They then began kissing each other, sharing my cum and 
using their fingers to rub my ejaculate into their skin. 

“Come on, Padma, you have to try it!" said Hermione, after 
swallowing a wad that she had licked from Lavender's 
eyebrow. 



“I... I don't know," she replied hesitantly. 

I quietly reached behind her and gently pulled at her bikini 
strings. Parvati had lowered her head and ran her tongue 
over Hermione's messy tit, watching me as she did so. I 
tugged again at Padma's bikini. She did not notice, and 
continued to stare at the other witches' soaked tits. 

"It's really good. Pad, you'll love it," encouraged Lavender as 
she jiggled her boobs vigorously, causing me to gasp as she 
stimulated my sensitive cock. 

"Um... well..." she said as I pulled the bow free. 

Padma felt the material come lose and scurried to the side of 
the pool, covering her chest. 

"Hey!" she cried. 

"Sorry Padma, I just want to see you naked. I think you're 
really sexy, and I want you to join in the fun," I said, trying 
to be persuasive. 

Parvati had put her mouth over my dick head, and was 
trying to suck more cum out of me. 

Hermione and Lavender squashed her head between their 
huge cum-soaked boobs, leaving traces of stringy white in 
her ebony hair. 

"Bloody hell, Parv, you're as big of a slut as Lav!" snickered 
my girlfriend, awed by Parvati's enthusiasm for my spunk. 

Parvati sat up and ran her hands over her pert breasts. 

"It's got me all hot. I want him to fuck me now!" said Parvati, 
tugging at her nipples. 



“Well we just made him spunk all over our titties. I doubt 
he's ready to start fucking right away," commented 
Lavender, sitting up away from my dick and running her 
hands over her fabulous globes, spreading the cum around. 

“You don't know him like I do!" said Hermione with a 
knowing look in her eyes, leaning in and helding one of her 
tits so that the nipple ticked the underside of my dick head, 
while she held the shaft in her other hand. Parvati had run 
her hands up her neck and through her cum-streaked hair, 
holding it back in a ponytail as she arched her back, 
pointing her glistening tits skyward. Lavender was scooping 
cum from her bosom and letting it drip off her fingers back 
onto her tits, which she supported from underneath with her 
forearm. I noticed both Hermione and Lavender had red 
marks on the insides of their breasts where my cock had 
rubbed against them. Hermione was sucking her fingers 
clean as I sat up. Padma was watching the scene from the 
poolside, still holding her bikini on with her arm. 

“Are you sure you don't want to try some, Padma?" asked 
Hermione, spreading her fingers to lick the goo in between. 

“Not right now." She hesitated as she made a movement as 
if she were going to add more. Then she said, “Have... have 
you guys done this before? I mean, like, done a threesome, 
and stuff?" 

“Well, with Lav and Parv... I didn't... but me and Harry... 
have some... experience..." said Hermione looking at me, 
grinning. 

“I have too," said Lavender. “But just once. It was with two 
guys at a party during summer break. I was drunk though, 
and it didn't really last long. One guy fucked me while I 
sucked the other guy's dick. They both came pretty fast." 



“Really? Did he do it in you?" asked Padma. 

“No. They wanted to cum on my tits," said Lavender. 

“What about you, Parv?" asked Hermione. 

Parvati was touching herself between her legs. 

“No. But I've made out with a witch before. I kinda liked it," 
she said, smiling and blushing. “That's why I wanted to kiss 
you. Sis." 

“Hermione and I have done that lots of times," said Lavender 
casually. 

“Bloody hell, seriously? Why didn't you tell me? I would 
have joined you guys," said Parvati, seeming like she missed 
out on an opportunity. 

“I dunno. We didn't think you would be into that," said 
Lavender, matter-of-factly. 

“But if you are..." said Hermione, moving into the shallow 
water to join Parvati. 

Parvati met Hermione and they put their arms on each 
others' waists, pressing their tits together. 

“Hermione's really good at eating pussy too," said Lavender, 
winking at me. 

“Bloody hell, you ate out Lav?" said Padma, shocked. 

“Like she said, we've done it lots of times. I mean, we're not 
dykes or anything. Just bi, I guess," said Hermione smiling at 
Lavender and running her hand through Parvati's black hair. 



“And you never said anything to me... some girlfriend I 
have..." I said. 

“I'm telling you now..." my girlfriend grinned at me. 

“Definitely you can fuck me while I eat Hermione's pussy," 
said Lavender. 

I got up and walked into the water, washing myself clean. 
Hermione and Parvati were kissing passionately, Hermione's 
massive bust obscuring Parvati's smaller one. They tumbled 
into the water, play fighting before settling down and 
scrubbing their skin and hair free of my seed. Lavender did 
the same before exiting the pool and sitting beside Padma at 
the edge. 

Padma had re-tied her bikini defiantly, but was still watching 
me closely. I approached her and put my hands on the tops 
of her toned thighs. She pressed her legs together tightly 
and crossed her arms. I reached into the water and held my 
penis, stroking it on the underside of Padma's foot. She 
squirmed and cracked an involuntary smile as I ticked her. I 
took her feet in my hands and placed my cock between 
them. 

“What are you doing?" she asked. 

I gently stroked my cock between her feet, feeling it grow. 
Lavender took an immediate interest. “Wow! You're getting 
hard so soon? This is great!" she said. 

Padma was stunned, but did not move away. She leaned 
back on her hands, her shoulders shrugged. Her nipples 
hardened as my erection grew. I continued to thrust my 
length between her feet as she very slightly spread her legs 
to get a better 'grip' on my cock. 



“Can you feel me, Padma?" I asked. 

“Yeah, I can feel you getting hard between my feet," she 
said, blushing. 

Parvati and Hermione had come to investigate. 

“Oh, so you've got a foot fetish," said Parvati. 

“No, not really, I just thought I'd let Padma have a feel of me. 
Maybe she'll want to do more with it later," I suggested. 

Padma looked at me, then away quickly. Her nipples now 
poked sharply through the thin fabric of her tiny bikini, and 
my dick surged again as I imagined sucking her sweet titties 
while I filled her pussy with my member. 

“Oh!" she said, her eyes popping open and looking down at 
me. 

She must have felt my dick harden. I released my hands, 
and she continued the pressure on my cock, even pumping 
her feel slightly to my rhythm. I slid my hands up her 
smooth toned legs and parted them gently. Her bikini 
bottoms had crept up slightly between her legs, making a 
subtle dive between her pussy lips. My mouth watered as my 
fingers crept towards her mound. The other witches watched 
with bated breath. Padma watched my hands slide up her 
thighs, her shoulders shrugging higher as she leaned back. I 
was about to brush the damp material between her legs 
when suddenly she backed away and sprang up to her feet. 
She looked at me, simultaneously defiant and embarrassed, 
then turned and fled towards the house. She threw the glass 
patio door open and escaped inside. I sighed. 


“So close..." I muttered. 



“She'll be alright," said Hermione. "She's still a virgin, so I 
think she's a bit uncomfortable with all this sex stuff. Let her 
cool off for a bit." 

"And let's not let that boner go to waste," said Parvati, 
sinking into the water. 

She gripped my cock and dunked her head as if bobbing for 
apples. In a moment, she was bobbing for cock, her dark hair 
spreading out in front of me on the surface of the water. I 
could feel her tongue swirling around my dick head as her 
hands held onto my ass so she could remain underwater. 
Lavender took Padma's place on the pool's edge and tipped 
her legs in the air, sliding her thong out of her ass and 
tossing it aside. She spread her legs wide to reveal a 
smoothly shorn pussy. Parvati emerged to get some air. 

"Bloody hell, you're so big. I can barely get the head in my 
mouth," she said. 

I pulled her up to my face and kissed her, then lifted her 
onto the poolside beside Lavender, her bottom making a 
smack as she sat on the edge. Hermione understood what I 
was doing, and hopped up beside Lavender, deftly stripping 
her bikini bottoms and spreading her legs like Lavender. 
Parvati leaned back on her hands and followed suit. I gazed 
in awe at the three beautiful pussies displayed before me. 
Parvati. Lavender. Hermione, the only one to have any pubic 
hair. 

"This is so awesome. A pussy buffet. Hmmm, who will I taste 
first?" I pondered aloud. 

"Parvati's already got head, and you've fucked Hermione's 
pussy before, so I think I should be first," said Lavender, 
putting her hand on her pussy lips and spreading them 
wide. 



Her clit was swollen. 


'That seems only fair," I said, advancing on her honey pot. 

I held her legs aloft as I licked along her inner thigh, kissing 
her softly. 

"Oh, like, never mind that, just get to my pussy!" shouted 
Lavender, grabbing the back of my head and pushing it 
down. 

I obliged, licking her folds with gusto, tasting her sweet 
juices. I ticked her clit with the tip of my tongue, then 
swirled around it as fast as I could. I heard a sharp intake of 
breath and saw her stomach suck in, her breasts heaving. 

"Oooooooooohhhhhh," she exhaled a long moan as my 
tongue worked ferociously around her clitoris. 

Hermione leaned in and took Lavender's nipple between her 
lips. Parvati did the same with the other, and they suckled at 
her massive tits while I tongue-fucked her pussy. 

"Aaaaaahhhh, aaaahhh, gooooood, that's so fucking good!" 
squeaked Lavender, her arms now behind her. 

I let my hands creep to the sides and found Parvati and 
Hermione's legs. I quickly found the warm wetness of their 
cunts and teased the flesh there while they leaned back and 
spread their legs wider, giving me better access. I slid a 
finger inside each of them while I probed Lavender's pink 
with my tongue. 

Soon, all three were moaning loudly. Lavender's moans were 
low and throaty, Hermione's high and fluttery. Parvati's 
moans were of a more punctuated, staccato rhythm, perhaps 
because her clit was still sensitive from her last orgasm. I 



could hear wet squishy noises all around me, and I could feel 
Lavender bucking her hips so that her cunt mashed into my 
face. The other witches were soon bucking their hips as well, 
and I inserted an additional finger into each of them, curling 
them up and rubbing inside their soft depths. As I sucked 
Lavender's clit between my lips, I looked past her bulbous 
breasts at her pinched face. She was looking at me through 
squinted eyes, her mouth half-open, her brow knit. Her wet 
pigtails stuck to her shoulders and tits. 

“Oooooooh yeeeeeeah! Suck that clit!" she urged. 

Hermione had reached between her legs and was rubbing 
her own clit furiously, trying to watch me eat her former 
room mate's wet pussy. 

"Oh Harry, please do me! I need you to lick my pussy!" 
begged Hermione. 

I let Lavender's clit slip from my mouth with a 'pop' as I 
moved down the line, positioning myself in front of 
Hermione's trimmed landing strip. I pushed her hand up to 
her right tit and squeezed the other one with my hand. I 
slipped my middle and ring finger into her soaked pink 
softness and thrust hard. Still gripping her breast, which was 
bulging over my fingers, I dipped my head and began 
circling Hermione's clit with my tongue. She tossed her head 
back and moaned loudly. 

"Ooooh, oooooh yeah, love! Work that pussy!" she squealed. 

After a minute I withdrew my fingers which dripped, thick 
with her juices. I released her tit and spread her pussy lips 
wide with both hands. Her depths were bright pink and her 
little bean clit was swollen. I pulled back the hood and 
teased it with my finger. Hermione jumped and twitched, her 
tits bouncing to and fro, little squeaks escaping her lips. I 



looked over at Lavender and Parvati. They were kissing each 
other, their hands busy between each others' legs. 
Approaching Hermione's open cunt, I stuck out my tongue 
and drove it hard into her hot box as far as it would go. I 
withdrew it quickly and repeated the movement, fucking her 
with my tongue while I continued to tease her exposed 
clitoris. 

'AAaaaaaaaaaah, you're making me cuuuuuummm!" she 
cried loudly, digging her nails into her tit flesh, squashing it 
to her ample chest. 

I felt her pussy juice flow over my tongue as I continued to 
tongue-fuck her. Her feet rapped against my shoulders as I 
lapped up her fluids. After a moment, she was pushing 
against my head, trying to move me away. I relented after a 
few more licks as Hermione twitched, her hand sliding from 
my face to cup her dripping pussy. 

“Oh fucking merlin... that was. like, soooo good..." she said 
between breaths, her toes curling around the pool edge as 
she brought her knees together. 

“I'm glad you liked it, love. You really gave me a good taste 
of you," I said, licking my lips. 

Lavender and Parvati were still making out, fingering each 
other with gusto. Their legs stuck out into the air, knees 
bent and spread. 

“What do you say we give these witches some more oral?" I 
said. 

Hermione smiled devilishly and hopped into the water next 
to me. I repositioned myself in front of Lavender, and 
Hermione swooped in on Parvati's bare lips. We licked their 



fingers before simultaneously licking their privates from 
asshole to shorn mound. 


“Oh! I've never had a witch do that!" said Parvati. 

Although she sounded surprised, her hand went to the back 
of Hermione's head and grabbed a fistful of wet hair, pulling 
her mouth into her cunt. I shook my head from side to side, 
slathering Lavender's pussy with my saliva as she leaned 
back and raised her hips, bucking them against my mouth. 
Seeing an opportunity, I quickly curled my ring finger into 
my palm, and pushed the other digits into Lavender... pinky 
in her puckered anus, and middle and index into her 
honeypot. 

“Aaaaaaaah! Oooooh, the shocker!" exclaimed Lavender, her 
eyes flying open and her hips bucking. 

Her feet were planted on the pool edge and her legs were 
spread wide as I thrust into her holes. I thumbed her clit with 
every thrust and slapped her tits with my other hand, 
making them jump and collide with each other. Parvati was 
watching us closely, and put her feet up in imitation of 
Lavender. 

“Do me! Finger fuck me like that! Make sure one goes in my 
ass!" said Parvati to Hermione. 

Hermione looked up at Parvati, amused. 

“Who knew you were such an anal slut?" she joked. 

“Just do it, bitch! I want you to make me cum!" she ordered, 
spreading her pussy lips with her fingers. 

Still pounding Lavender's pussy and anus, I watched 
Hermione curl her ring finger in, assessing her technique. 



then gently inserting her fingers into Parvati's waiting holes. 


“Aaaaaaaaaah! Ooooooouuuu! Yeeeah! Do it hard!” she 
commanded. 

Hermione happily obliged, pistoning her 'shocker' into 
Parvati, causing her tits to bounce. Hermione and I smiled at 
each other as we pleasured her former room mates. We 
watched them twist and squirm, and felt their pussies and 
assholes clench and twitch around our fingers. 

Parvati came first. Her scream was ear-piercing as she thrust 
her pelvis into the air. Suddenly, her vagina began to spray 
a clear liquid into the air. Hermione laughed as she withdrew 
her hand and caught the flow. Parvati lowered her pussy and 
blasted Hermione's face with her squirting orgasm. 

Hermione turned her face from side to side, opening her 
mouth to catch the torrent. She rubbed the pussy juice over 
her globular breasts as it dripped off her face and out of her 
mouth. Parvati was practically having a seizure as she 
continued to squirt. 

"Pffffft! Aaah! Parv! Pppffft! Your cum is spraying all over 
me!” declared Hermione, spitting pussy juice back at 
Parvati's erupting cunt and lifting her breasts to her chin. 
Soon, Lavender reached the brink. 

"Ah-, ah-, I'm going to cum!” she declared. 

I withdrew my pinky finger from her anus and inserted my 
ring finger with my other fingers in her pussy, hooking them 
to stroke herg-spot and slapping my palm against herclit. A 
wet, squishy sound emanated from her nether regions as 
pussy juice began to drip over my fingers. 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah! Keep doing that! Uuuuuuhhhhh!” 
Lavender arched her back as she assumed the crab position 



and her flow turned into a spray. 


I withdrew my fingers from her spasming cunt and slapped 
her clit with my fingers as she squirted her clear cum 
against my hand. It sprayed between my fingers and onto 
my face and chest. She screamed and collapsed onto the 
deck, raising her head and contracting her stomach as her 
squirts shot outward with surprising force. As she curled her 
body inward, her squirts shot upward until they were 
spraying into her own face. Her ass exposed, I stuffed my 
middle finger all the way into her anus and tickled her 
twitching pussy through her anal wall. She squirted harder, 
a stream of her fluid splashing down onto her face and tits. 

“Aaaaaaaaaaahhh! Uuuuuuuhhh!” she cried, clawing at the 
pool deck and shaking violently. 

Her squirts slowed and I placed my mouth over her opening, 
sucking up the leaking juices as she attempted feebly to 
push my head away. 

“S-stop! P-please! I'm t-too sen-sensitive!" she begged. 

I eventually relented, withdrawing both my tongue and my 
finger from her soft depths. 

"How did your cum taste. Lav?" said Hermione as she 
smiled. "Parvati's was amazing. I think I'll try yours too." 

She glided over to Lavender and slipped out of the pool. She 
straddled Lavender's prostrated body and dipped her head 
between Lavender's breasts. She lapped greedily at the 
pools of witch cum on her chest and neck, finally putting her 
mouth over Lavender's and pressing their slippery tits 
together. 



“My cock is going to explode if I don't put it in someone's 
mouth or pussy in the next minute. Are you up for more 
fun?'' I asked. 

Parvati stood up, absently wiping her cum from her thighs 
and pussy, then licking her fingers clean. 

“I'll suck it for you!" she said enthusiastically. 

Hermione had stopped kissing Lavender and was looking 
over her shoulder at me. 

“Let's go to the patio," she said, standing up. 

Lavender slowly got to her feet somewhat unsteadily and 
put her arm around Hermione's waist. 

“Y-yeah, let me give that cock a good sucking," she said. 

I exited the pool, my massive erection bobbing in front of 
me. I stared at the three beautiful naked bottoms as they 
made their way to the patio. Hermione put one of the 
cushions from the lounger on the ground and knelt on it. 

“Come on bitches," she giggled, pulling at Lavender and 
Parvati's hands. 

They knelt beside her and beckoned to me. I stood proudly 
in front of their faces as they looked up at me, smiling. Their 
hands collided as they all reached for my cock 
simultaneously . Lavender, who was on my right, managed 
to gain purchase on my thick shaft first, and pulled it hard to 
her mouth. Her experienced lips engulfed me at once, and I 
felt a powerful suction as her cheeks drew in and her hand 
pumped my rod. 



Parvati leaned down and licked my balls as Hermione 
watched, her hand on my ass. Lavender was good, and was 
soon taking half my cock into her throat. Her pumping hand 
moved in perfect rhythm with her suction, spreading her 
saliva across my entire length. Parvati tongued my balls 
energetically. 

After a minute, she said, “Next!” and pulled my member 
from Lavender's grip. 

Parvati began by running her tongue up the underside of my 
cock, holding it up against my abdomen. She tickled the 
glans with her tongue, then popped the head into her 
mouth. She sucked hard, without bobbing her head, her 
tongue swirling delightfully around my pulsating helmet. 
Meanwhile, Hermione and Lavender had each sucked a nut 
into their mouths. Unable to take much of my dick into her 
mouth, Parvati pushed the head against the inside of her 
cheek as she stroked me with both hands. The sensation was 
wonderful: as if I was pressing against a resistant pussy. Her 
tongue continued its playful technique. 

“Ok, Parv. Now me,” said Hermione. 

Reluctantly, Parvati slid my cock from her mouth and 
directed it to Hermione. Being my girlfriend and having had 
a lot of practice sucking my dick, Hermione knew how to 
handle my large size. She bobbed her head on my cock and 
twisted her hands around my shaft, drooling liberally down 
my length. 

“Lavender, get in here and put your mouth on my cock. On 
this side. Mione,” she popped my dick out of her mouth and 
looked up at me. “Put your lips on this side, opposite 
Lavender. Parvati, go under me and lick my balls.” 



The three of them did as they were told. Lavender and 
Hermione opened their mouths to admit my cock as it 
pushed between their lips. They stuck out their tongues as 
my shaft slid along them. I held the two witches' hair while I 
slid my length between their mouths, as I felt Parvati tickle 
my nuts from underneath. Her hands gripped my buttocks 
as I thrust, my hips pushing against their cheeks as the base 
of my cock reached their open mouths. 

"Wooow, this is amazing!" I said as Lavender and Hermione 
stared into my eyes. After a time, I pulled their heads back 
by their hair. 

"Parv, hold my cock straight out. I'm going to fuck your 
mouths one at a time. You need to position it," I said as she 
appeared from beneath me, licking her lips. 

She put her head between the other girls' and held my 
member at its base, pointing straight out. 

"Open wide," I said as Parvati maneuvered my cock towards 
Hermione's mouth. 

I plunged it in, pulling her ponytail so that she took more of 
me in than she would normally have. Her throat convulsed 
and I pulled out as she coughed. A long trail of saliva hung 
from my cock head to her lower lip as Parvati swung my dick 
her way and I pushed the other girls' heads against hers, 
sandwiching it in the middle, as my cock entered her waiting 
mouth. She gagged had, and I saw her shoulders pitch 
forward and her tits bounce as she coughed. 

Pulling out, I thrust to the next recipient, who took more of 
me than the other one, but still gagged as my knob hit the 
back of her throat. Parvati, her eyes watering, but not 
missing a beat, swung my dick back to Hermione, who spat 
on my head, then accepted me again. I went quicker this 



time-Hermione's throat, Parvati's throat, Lavender's throat, 
and repeated. 

Hermione and Lavender had put their hands on my thighs to 
try to stop me from making them gag as I forced myself 
down their tight throats, but to little avail. I held their hair 
tightly as I thrust myself between their lips. They took it 
rather well, trying to impress me with how far they could 
take my dick, and they blinked up at me, their eyes 
watering, spit dripping down their chins onto their tits. 

Lavender managed to get me a significant way down her 
throat on one of my thrusts, and held herself there for a 
moment before I pulled her hair back. When I thrust into 
Hermione's throat, she surprised me by grabbing my hips 
and forcing me abruptly down her throat until Parvati was 
forced to move her hand. Hermione valiantly continued her 
knob gobbling effort until her nose touched the short pubic. 

I could feel her choking on my cock, but it felt wonderful, 
and she was not pulling back. She opened her eyes and 
teared up profusely, but managed to stick her tongue out 
and prod my balls. I moaned loudly as I felt her body heave 
and her tongue struggle against my shaft. 

She pulled back rapidly, sputtering and coughing, spitting a 
massive gob of saliva which stuck to her chin and dangled 
over her tits. Impressed at Hermione's throat capacity, the 
witches stared in wonder. Parvati wiped the spittle from 
Hermione's chin and rubbed it into her tits. 

"Wow, Mione! You took it all! I'm, like, so impressed!" 
squealed Parvati. 

Lavender seemed envious of Hermione's accomplishment. 
She offered no praise, but instead took my dripping cock 
and impaled her head upon it, as Hermione had. She didn't 



make it all the way down, but began bobbing her head on 
my cock, her mouth wide open, sloppy guttural sounds 
coming from deep in her throat, spit oozing from her mouth 
as my dick head got a massage from Lavender's throat. 

"AAAaaah, fuck!" I cried. 

Parvati laughed. 

"Wow, you guys are crazy! I could never take that much," 
she said. 

"l-ah, I think it's time to get my cock into your hot pussies, 
before I blow my load into Lavender's stomach," I said, 
pulling Lavender by her pig tails off my spit-soaked penis. 

She gasped for air as she looked up at me, happy with her 
performance. Parvati rose to her feet and threw her arms 
around me, kissing me hard, and pulling me towards the 
lounger. Seeing her intent, I laid her down, and she spread 
her legs obligingly. Hermione brought chair cushions over so 
I could kneel on them at the end of the lounger. My dick 
bobbed between Parvati's legs, gently brushing her wet 
pussy lips. 

"Just stick in in me! I can't wait anymore!" she urged. 

Hermione bent over Parvati and kissed her before saying, 
"Be careful what you wish for." 

Lavender laughed as Parvati's expression grew slightly 
worried. She looked between her tits to her smooth cunt. 
Lavender was kneeling beside me, aiming my throbbing 
member at Parvati's pussy and spreading her lips with her 
other hand. I couldn't wait either. I pushed my cock against 
Parvati's pink hole, distending her labia. I was slick with 
throat-phlegm, so I slid into her without much friction, but I 



felt the force of her pussy muscles clench tight as soon as 
my head was inside her warm cunt. 

“Aaaaah!” she cried, closing her eyes tight. 

Hermione pinched Parvati's nipples hard to distract her from 
the pain of my massive cock entering her tight pussy. 

“Fuck! SSShhhhit!" said Parvati, looking down at her 
impaled vagina. 

Hermione crawled up the chair and turned around, 
straddling Parvati's face. She spread her pussy lips and 
lowered herself, grinding her cunt into Parvati's mouth. I 
thrust deeper and heard a muffled cry as Hermione began 
gyrating her hips. 

“Shut up and eat me, you slut. It will take your mind of the 
stretching your pussy is getting," she said. 

Lavender giggled and stroked my slick shaft as she 
massaged the nub of Parvati's clit. I plunged my cock deep 
into Parvati's tight pussy, no longer taking care to go slowly. 
The salival lubrication worked wonderfully along with 
Parvati's pussy juice, and I began a steady rhythm, pumping 
in and out of her tight hole while Lavender jerked the 
remainder of my exposed shaft. 

“Bloody hell, you are SO filling her up. And you're not even, 
like, all the way in!" exclaimed Lavender. “It looks so hot," 
she mused as she ceased playing with Parvati's clit so she 
could play with her own. 

Hermione tossed her head back and began to moan as she 
ground her pussy into Parvati's face. I became worried about 
her ability to breathe, but then Hermione tilted her ass up 
and I heard a gasp. 



“Oh... oh FUCK! You're so... fucking... BIG!" cried Parvati. 

“Yeah, take that pussy! Fuck her good!" said Lavender, 
squeezing my shaft almost painfully hard. 

I imagined the pressure on Parvati's pussy as Lavender 
made my engorged cock even bigger with her grip. 

“Oohooohhhhhh yyyyyeeeeeeaaaaaaahhhhh! Ohhhh fuck 
meeeeeee!" moaned Parvati. 

I moved Lavender's hand and thrust deeper, pulling Parvati 
into me by the tops of her thighs. She screamed in ecstasy 
and writhed, grabbing her tits fiercely, her nails digging into 
them. 

“AAAAAAAAAHHH! C-cummiiiinnnnnnngg!" she cried. 

As she convulsed in an orgasm, I continued pounding her 
cunt, watching her grapple with her fistfulls of tit, twisting 
her torso, her toned belly flexing, her toes curling. 

Hermione dropped her pussy on Parvati's face again and 
gyrated. Lavender stood quickly, her tits jiggling, and 
bounced over to Hermione's head, where she put one of her 
legs on the opposite arm rest. 

“Eat it like you love to do, baby," she said to Hermione, who 
twisted sideways, leaning on her hands, and licked 
Lavender's exposed clit. 

Lavender and I watched each other as I fucked Parvati and 
she was eaten out by Hermione. Lavender played with her 
lovely breasts, knowing how much it turned me on. 

“Bloody hell, this is so fucking hot. Do you like watching me 
get my pussy licked by your girlfriend?" asked Lavender in a 



husky voice. 


“I love it, baby. I love the way you look when you're getting 
your clit sucked, and the way you play with your huge tits," I 
replied. 

She smiled and pushed her tits together, squeezing her 
nipples. I was impaling Parvati on my cock nearly up to the 
hilt. I was amazed her small 5'4" frame was able to take my 
thick cock, although her pussy had relaxed a bit after her 
orgasm. She now had her hands on Hermione's ass cheeks, 
pulling them apart to give me a look at her puckered anus. 
Pulling out of Parvati, I smacked my dick on her soaked cunt, 
making her legs twitch in the air as my head struck her 
sensitive clit. Her pink hole has stretched, gaped by my 
enormous girth. 

"I'm next! I'm next!" shouted Lavender, lowering her leg and 
hopping over to me. 

I stood up and she bent down to suck Parvati's cum from my 
cock. 

"MMmmmmm, you taste good, sweetie," she hummed. "Get 
on the chair." 

Parvati was sitting up, rubbing her tender pussy. Hermione 
stood and cupped Lavender's toned ass. I lay on my back on 
the lounger, making myself comfortable. Wasting no time. 
Lavender stood astride me and took my cock in her hand, 
guiding it to her wet, hairless slit. She curved her back to 
get the best view of my member on the verge of penetration 
into her tight pussy. Her breasts hung deliciously as she bent 
her knees, pushing the head of my cock against her soft 
folds. As she applied more weight, I eased my way into her 
reluctant opening. She was not as tight as Hermione usually 



is, or Parvati, but I could feel her pussy clench involuntarily 
as I penetrated her. 

Releasing my shaft, she put her hands on her thighs and 
lowered her body further onto me, watching as inch after 
inch of my cock vanished into her twat. Parvati was beside 
Lavender, her hand on her stomach, guiding her downward. 
She popped Lavender's swaying tit into her mouth and 
suckled enthusiastically. Hermione straddled my face and 
lowered her pussy to my waiting mouth. I tongued her 
fiercely as she ground her cunt on my mouth. Lavender 
descended further onto my rod, slowing as I filled her pussy. 

“Ok, ok hun, that's it, I can't take any more of him," gasped 
Lavender to Parvati. 

Still sucking her tit, Parvati ran her hand down Lavender's 
abdomen and rubbed her clit as Lavender slowly 
straightened her legs. 

“Shit, you're going to, ummmmm, split me in half!" said 
Lavender, holding Parvati's head to her breast. 

I reached up between Hermione's legs and grabbed her 
jiggling tits, squeezing them tightly. I felt Lavender descend 
on my cock again, faster this time. She moaned as I filled 
her. 

“Uuuuuhhnnnn! Bloody hell! You're, like, in my stomach!" 
she said. 

“Shut up and just fuck him. Lav!" cried Hermione, squirming 
about, spreading her pussy juice on my face. 

I tongue-fucked her as quickly as I could. I rolled Hermione's 
full breasts in my hands, enjoying the soft heavy flesh 



spilling over my palms. I juggled them playfully as I licked 
her clit. 

“Ok bitches, here I go!" declared Lavender. 

She began fucking me in earnest, letting her full weight fall 
until I was nearly all the way into her, then flexing her legs 
and jumping upwards. I snuck a peek between Hermione's 
legs and saw Parvati sucking Hermione's tits, then 
Lavender's, then back to Hermione's, as if she couldn't 
decide which nipple was better. Hermione and Lavender had 
placed their hands on each others' shoulders and leaned in 
to kiss as Lavender steadied herself, my dick halfway in. 

I began thrusting my hips, driving my cock into Lavender as 
she sucked Hermione's tongue. Parvati's head was being 
beaten about by the buxom bosoms of the beautiful busty 
witches. As she lapped at their tits, she stroked their clits 
vigorously with her fingers. I watched her tits jiggle with the 
effort. I decided she was not getting enough attention, and 
slapped her round ass cheek, then squeezed it firmly. She 
bent over and tilted her head towards mine. 

“Put your fingers in my asshole," she whispered, and winked. 

My hand crept to her ass crack, and probed to her anus. I 
pushed my middle and ring fingers into her bottom and 
worked them around, feeling her muscles clench. I resumed 
tonguing Hermione's dripping cunt, as I felt Parvati's hand 
cup my balls. Lavender had resumed her cock riding, and 
was moving at a furious pace. 

“Yeeah, you're really fucking that dick now, bitch!" said 
Hermione. 


I pushed my fingers deeper into Parvati's ass. 



“Aaaaah!” she cried in ecstasy. 

“Bloody hell, you're, like, totally fingering her asshole!" 
exclaimed Hermione, noticing my hand working at Parvati's 
bottom. 

"Oh fuck yeah, I love it! I want him to fuck me in the ass!" 

"Your little butthole wouldn't be able to take his massive 
cock, Parv." 

"Yes it could! Ah! Ah! I know it could! I'm sure you did, 
Mione!" she insisted. 

"Shut up! Oh oh oh oh oh! I'm about to cum!" cried 
Lavender. 

She leaned forward and put her hands on my chest, mashing 
her face into Hermione's full tits. 

"UUuuuuhhhhn! Uuuuuhhhnnn! Oooooooohhhhh!" she 
grunted and moaned as she pivoted her hips on my rigid 
cock, plunging me in and out of her orgasming pussy. 

I used my free hand to squeeze first one tit, then the other, 
tugging at her nipples as she shook from the waves of 
pleasure coursing through her body. Lavender sat down on 
me as a felt her cunt spasm around my member. I moaned as 
I felt my cock get squeezed in Lavender's hot, wet depths. I 
bit my lip so I would not blow my load inside her. Hermione 
hugged Lavender's head into her tits briefly, then pushed 
her up. 

"My turn!" she announced. 


She deftly stepped over my head and helped Lavender off 
my dick. She put her arm around her waist and pulled 



upwards, my cock slowly withdrawing from Lavender's slick 
hole. Lavender's legs shook as I emerged, glistening with her 
cum juice. Parvati took the opportunity to suck the pussy 
juice from my dick as I continued to finger her anus. 

Hermione then tugged at my arm, getting me to sit up. 
Lavender had sat on a nearby chair and was hugging 
herself, a vague smile on her face. I slipped my fingers from 
Parvati's bottom, and gave her a spank. 

"I want you to fuck me from behind," said Hermione. 

"Ok. I have an idea." 

I stood and went behind Hermione, holding her around the 
waist. I positioned her at the end of the lounger, rubbing my 
cock between her legs. I got her to kneel at the foot of the 
lounger, leaning over it. She rested her chest on the chair, 
her tits squashing to the sides underneath her. Her hands 
reached back and spread her ass cheeks to expose her wet 
snatch and small anus. 

"Put it in me," she breathed. 

"Oh don't worry, love, I will. But first..." I took Lavender's 
hand and led her over to the lounger. 

"Lie on Hermione," I said. 

Lavender, still somewhat shaky, draped her body over 
Hermione's, splaying her legs to the sides. Parvati knew 
what to do, and hopped atop Lavender. 

"That is a wonderful sight," I said. "A pussy sandwich." 


I knelt on the cushions and flicked my cock across 
Hermione's asshole. 



“Fuck my pussy, please." 


I guided my dick head down to her soft mound and 
penetrated her forcefully. 

"Ah shit!" she cried. 

I began thrusting in and out of her immediately. Although 
tight, she was incredibly wet, and her pussy relented to my 
pounding cock. Hermione began to moan. 

"Oooooh love! You fill me up so good!" 

I observed the cunts and assholes before me with glee. As I 
pounded Hermione's cunt, I took the liberty of fingering 
Lavender's pussy and Parvati's asshole. The three witches 
moaned as I pleasured them. After fucking Hermione for a 
few minutes, I pulled out and smacked her ass cheeks with 
my wet dick, then raised myself to a semi-squat in front of 
Lavender's bare pussy. I pushed my length in without 
pausing, until barely an inch was still exposed. 

"AaaaaaAAAAaaaaaannn!" she cried. 

I fucked her hard. 

"Oh fuck! Bloody hell, you're filling me up again!" 

I pistoned my cock in and out of Lavender, then pulled it 
free. I stood straight and, guiding my dick with my hand, 
penetrated Parvati's soaked cunt. She was still the tighter of 
the three, but I gripped her hips and thrust hard, my thighs 
slapping on Lavender and Hermione's ass cheeks. I popped 
my thumb into Parvati's puckered anus as I ravaged her 
cunt. 

"Yeah, that feels fucking gooood!" 



I slapped Parvati's ass as I fucked her, and even reached 
around to squeeze her tit. She spread her ass with her hands 
as I smacked the side of her tit. 

“Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass, please!" 

"Now, now, Parvati. There will be plenty of time for that," I 
said, as I pulled free from her tight depths. 

I knelt again, and thrust violently into Hermione's pussy. I 
gave her three strong strokes, then dipped into Lavender for 
three, then to Parvati. The next round I gave each witch one 
furious thrust before moving on to the next. 

"Ah! Damn, your pussies are so amazing! I can't believe I'm 
fucking three hot witches at once! This feels like some sort 
of dream," I grunted, diving into each with relish. 

"You love our pussies stacked up for you, don't you baby? 
Your cock is more than enough for three of us!" said 
Lavender 

"I saaaaid fuck my ASS!" shouted Parvati, turning to look at 
me crossly. 

"Ok baby, you asked for it." 

I held my rock hard erection firmly and put my hand on her 
left butt cheek. Using my thumb, I pulled the flesh to the 
side, stretching the skin of her anal hole taught and 
exposing it to my throbbing dick head. I used Parvati's 
dripping pussy to lubricate the end, which I subsequently 
used to coat her anus with her pussy juice. I placed my cock 
head against her puckered asshole. 


"Do it! Fuck that ass!" begged Parvati. 



I squeezed my cock and pushed forward. 
Parvati screamed. 


My cock head disappeared into her depths, stretching her 
sphincter, as her skin was pushed inwards. Her ass made a 
tight ring around my cock and squeezed it mercilessly. My 
eyes rolled as pleasure like a lightning bolt shot through me. 
I grunted and pushed in harder. 

“Fuck! Ahhhh fuck! Ow! Ow! Ow!" she hissed between her 
teeth as I managed to get an inch of my shaft into her 
bowels. 

“I can stop if you want, Parv," I said, pausing to enjoy her 
anal grip on my cock. 

“N-no... it's ok. I can take it. But you're fucking big. It hurts, 
but it, like, feels good too. Spit on your cock and put it in 
more. I want to feel you fill my ass with your meat." 

“Bloody hell Parv, you're a bigger slut than me!" giggled 
Lavender, squirming underneath her. 

I let a glob of spit fall from my lips onto my shaft and I 
rubbed it in with my fingers. I pulled out a fraction, then 
forced a significant portion of my cock into Parvati's 
skewered bottom. 

“OOOOoooooohhh SHIT! Yes! It's going in!" she cried. 

I pulled back, and watched her anus reverse direction as it 
seemed to be fused to my shaft. I managed to pull a couple 
inches out and re-coat it with spit before forcing it back in 
even deeper. Parvati whimpered as her hands gripped the 
sides of Lavender's tits, which were squashed on Hermione's 
back. I began a thrusting motion, trying not to tear Parvati's 



taught anus. The sensation was amazing as she gradually 
relaxed and went with my flow. 

“Ohh yeah, ok, yeah, that's better," she sighed. 

As I ass fucked Parvati, Lavender became impatient. 

"Why does she get all the fun? I wanna be fucked in the ass 
too you know!" complained Lavender. 

"And I'm... not getting anything down here. I can't even 
masturbate myself in this position," chimed in Hermione. 

I leaned forward and put my arms under Parvati's shoulders. 

I straightened up and she put her arm around my neck, 
thrusting her chest out. I slid my hands down her sides and 
hooked my hands behind her knees then lifted her into the 
air. She squeaked as I stepped backwards, letting her weight 
descend on my cock as it plunged deep into her bowels. 

"Aaaaaah fuuuuuck!" she squealed, squeezing my neck with 
her arm, trying to push herself up to extract my buried cock. 

I held her legs to the sides and bounced Parvati up and 
down on my dick, her sphincter clenching almost painfully 
around my girth as it drove into her anal depths. Lavender 
and Hermione stood up and watched my invade Parvati's 
bottom. 

"Look at how stretched her asshole is!" exclaimed Hermione. 

Lavender approached us and began slapping Parvati's 
gaping pussy with her fingers, making a sharp wet sound. 
Parvati moaned louder as she reached out and grabbed one 
of Lavender's tits and squeezed it hard. Lavender put three 
fingers into Parvati's pussy as she continued to slap her clit. 

I could feel them wriggle inside her through the barrier 



between her ass and pussy. The stimulation was becoming 
too much. 

“Yeah! Yeah! Yeeeaaaaah! Fuck my aaaaaaaaasss!" Parvati 
cried in ecstasy as Lavender pleasured her pussy. 

I heard squishy sounds as Parvati's juices began flowing 
from her cunt. 

“Oooooooh gooooood, I'm gonna cuuuuuuumm!" she 
screamed. 

As I dropped Parvati's tight body down onto my cock, 
Lavender withdrew her fingers. Instantly, Parvati convulsed 
and a torrent of clear liquid sprayed from her twat. Lavender 
lifted her arms in defense of Parvati's squirting pussy, but it 
was ultimately futile. I heard the jet splashing loudly as it 
struck Lavender's stomach, breasts, and arms, and watched 
with delight as Lavender gave in to the flow, lowered her 
arms, and leaned forward-eyes closed, mouth open, tongue 
out. 

Hermione was beside Lavender in a flash, her arm around 
her waist, leaning forward in imitation of her squirt-soaked 
friend. Parvati's spray was powerful and sustained; in 
moments both witches were dripping wet, as if they had 
taken another dip in the pool. The girl-cum ran down their 
faces, into their mouths, over their tongues, against their 
swaying tits and off their nipples onto the ground. As 
Parvati's stream died for a second. Lavender and Hermione 
stood to look at each other's pussy juice-coated body, 
running their hands over their tits, stomachs, and pussies, 
before Parvati erupted again violently. 

As my cock slid deeper into her anal hole, her clenching and 
spasming muscles massaged my length vigorously. The 
sensation was overwhelming, and I could feel my orgasm 



build. I knew I would lose control, especially at the sight of 
Lavender and Hermione kissing and licking each other as 
they received Parvati's cum. Parvati was still squealing 
sporadically as another torrent of pussy juice shot from her 
opening onto the girls' faces and tits, which were 
sandwiched between them, slipping against one another as 
if wrestling in an oil pit. 

I could no longer hold out. I came. 

I felt the shot build and travel the length of my member like 
a bolt of lightning. I grunted and thrust into Parvati's ass, 
burying my full length in her soft and stretched bottom. She 
screamed louder than ever and her eyes rolled back in her 
head as her arm tightened around my neck and her other 
hand dug her nails into her upturned tit. I blasted my load 
deep into her bowels with tremendous force, propelled by 
her clenching rectum. Parvati's body went rigid as she 
screamed. 

“Aaaaaaaaahhh! Aaaaaaaahhhnnnnn! I can feel you b- 
blowing your c-c-cum in m-my ass! It feels s-sooooo 
goooood!" she cried, her ass cheeks clenching and releasing 
against my abdomen. 

Lavender stopped sucking Hermione's wet nipple and turned 
to face us. 

"You're cuming in her ass?! No fair! I wanted you to fuck MY 
ass next!" said Lavender, sounding genuinely disappointed. 

I had shot several loads into Parvati, and could feel the heat 
of my semen around my buried shaft. She was reduced to 
whimpering, her eyes closed, her pussy leaking cum, her 
hand relaxing on her tit, showing the marks where her nails 
had dug in. I let go of Parvati's legs and laid her down on a 



lounger, her face against the cushion, her ass in the air, my 
cock still buried to the hilt. 

“Hoollllyyyyy shit! You went all the way in her!” exclaimed 
Hermione, rubbing Parvati's cum into her pussy. 

I came again and a thick glob escaped from around my dick 
and dripped down her leg. 

"Quick, pull him out before she's filled with jizz!” said 
Hermione urgently. 

Lavender put her palm above my cock and Hermione pushed 
my stomach backwards. I began to slide out of Parvati. It was 
somewhat painful, but pleasurable at the same time, and as 
my dick head popped free of her stretched anus, a burst of 
milky white semen shot out of her asshole, splattering 
against my dick head. My cum flowed out of her loose hole 
like pouring cream from a bottle. Bubbling and wet farting 
noises accompanied the cum as it dribbled down her thighs 
and over her bare cunt. 

Her fingers explored her cum-soaked folds as Lavender 
cupped her hand under Parvati's ass, catching a handful of 
my seed. I stood and stroked my dick, shooting one final 
load onto the top of Parvati's ass, watching it slide down the 
curve of her spine. 

"Dare you to taste it,” Hermione said to Lavender devilishly. 

Lavender smiled and dipped her finger into her cupped palm 
then brought it to her mouth, sucking it clean. 

"Yummy!” she giggled, then threw the rest of it across 
Hermione's mellons. 



Hermione looked at Lavender, then down to her breasts 
which were speckled with my spunk. She looked back at 
Lavender, then they both broke out laughing. 

“You little bitch!" giggled Hermione, grabbing Lavender by 
the hair and pulling her face into her chest, roughly. 

Lavender struggled weakly, not putting up much of a fight, 
and seemingly enjoying having her face rubbed against 
Hermione's wet tits. I sat down heavily on one of the 
loungers, leaning back as I watched the girls play-fight. After 
a few moments, they stopped and looked over to me. 

"Wait, this is totally unfair. You fucked Parvati in her ass, but 
we didn't get any anal!" complained Lavender, crossing her 
arms under her round boobs and frowning. 

"Yeah, and now your cock's going soft," added Hermione, 
crossing her arms in imitation of Lavender. 

"Look, I just need a couple minutes. Maybe you could put on 
a little show to get me hard again. In fact, I want to see you 
scissor each other and rub your pussies together," I 
suggested. 

"Ok," Hermione said happily. "Parv, do you want to join in?" 

Parvati, still lying face down on a nearby lounger, shook her 
head weakly. 

"No bitches, I'm spent. I'll just watch the action," she said 
dreamily. 

"Suit yourself," said Lavender, arranging some cushions on 
the ground next to my lounger. 



She sat down and spread her legs, running her finger along 
her slit. 

“What are you waiting for, baby? Get that cute pussy down 
here!" ordered Lavender. 

Hermione sat across from Lavender, spreading her legs and 
maneuvering herself so that Lavender's leg was over her 
thigh. The girls leaned back and pushed their groins toward 
each other. They watched closely as their pussy lips grazed 
against each other, as if their labia were softly kissing like 
lips on their mouths. I sat on the edge of the lounger 
between them to get the best view of their lesbian 
encounter. Hermione pushed her groin harder against 
Lavender's. 

“Mmmmmmmm, yes baby," moaned Lavender as they 
began grinding their cunts together. 

Their bodies, still wet from Parvati's pussy cum, glistened in 
the noon sun as they writhed on the ground, their bulging 
tits rolling on their chests, their nipples hard. Their mouths 
opened and closed, an occasional tongue passing over their 
lips, or biting down on their lower lip as they moaned and 
breathed hard. I heard wet, slippery noises as they scissored 
each other, picking up their pace. 

“Wooooow, you fuck me so good Lavender," breathed 
Hermione, squeezing one of her tits. 

“Oooooh, I know you love my bare pussy against yours," 
Lavender replied, then looked at me. “Looks like we woke 
the sleeping giant." 

I looked down and saw my cock suspended in mid-air, 
becoming engorged. 



“What can I say? I'm a sucker for my girlfriend with another 
hot, horny witch rubbing their pussies together," I chuckled. 

“Bring that big cock over here, love. I want to suck it again," 
Hermione said, a hungry look in her eyes. 

I knelt down beside my girlfriend, caressing the near breast 
as she reached out and guided my semi-erect cock into her 
warm mouth. I closed my eyes as her tongue swirled around 
my dick head and her full lips slid back and forth over my 
glans. 

“Oh yeah, Mione. That's nice," I moaned, feeling the blood 
continue to fill my penis. 

“I can feel you grow inside my mouth. That is so hot," replied 
Hermione, stroking me gently. 

She sucked me off for a minute before I pulled away from her 
and shuffled over to Lavender. 

“Your turn. Lav," I said, sticking my hard cock in her pretty 
face. 

She smiled as she licked the underside of my shaft, then 
took me deep into her mouth. She drew me out slowly and 
stroked me, spreading her saliva along my thick column. 

“Fuck my face, baby," she said, placing my dick head in her 
mouth and putting her elbows on the ground, grinding 
harder against Hermione. 

I read her intention, and gripped her pig tails, forcing my 
cock deep into her throat. She gagged. 

“Oh Merlin, I almost forgot how big you were!" she laughed. 
“Sorry, try again. I'm ready now." 



I held her hair firmly as I once again guided my cock down 
her tight throat. She took me this time, her eyes looking 
deeply into mine as she deep-throated me. I began fucking 
her face with a steady rhythm, gurgling sounds coming from 
her throat. 

“Yes... fuck her face. Make her take that big cock until she 
chokes!" encouraged Hermione, who was clearly turned on 
seeing her boyfriend being deep throat by her former room 
mate. 

She bucked her hips hard and Lavender's tits shook. I pulled 
my cock out of her mouth and she moaned loudly. 

"Your cock is so fucking big! And her pussy feel so good 
against my clit," said Lavender in a husky voice. 

"Fuck my face now. I want to deep throat you too!" begged 
Hermione. 

I leaned down and kissed Lavender, then sucked her tits 
briefly before doing the same to Hermione. Held my dick 
firmly as Hermione looked up at me expectantly. I put my 
hand in her hair, then smack her cheek with my fat cock. 

"That's for not telling me about you and Lav!" I said 
grinning. 

"Oh... you'll pay for that!" she cried. 

Lavender laughed. "Yeah, smack her face with your cock!" 

I smacked her other cheek. 

"Fuck, your cock is heavy! Smack it on my tongue!" said 
Hermione, sticking out her tongue. 



I smacked my dick head off her wet tongue then took her 
head in my hands and forced my cock down her throat. But 
she took it very well, and I face-fucked her as I moaned. 
Lavender began to moan as well. 

“Woooow she's right, that looks so hot," said Lavender, 
holding Hermione's leg and pushing harder against her. 

After several deep thrusts, I pulled my cock out, dripping 
saliva all over Hermione's big tits. 

"Oh fuck Lav, I want it now. I want him to fuck my ass," she 
said desperately. 

Lavender heard this and disengaged from Hermione, 
spinning around and spreading her ass cheeks. 

"Please, me first! Give me that cock!" 

Seeing her exposed anus, I was unable to resist. I 
maneuvered over Lavender's exposed and puckered asshole, 
and pumped my dick, then spread spit on her rosebud with 
my fingers. 

"Hey! I wanted to go first! I'm your girlfriend" whinged 
Hermione, still reclined with her legs spread, her pussy lips 
glistening with her and Lavender's juices. 

"You had him many times, Mione. Now shut up! 
Please,Harry... put it in my ass!" cried Lavender, looking 
over her shoulder at me, a look of desperation in her face. 

I looked at Hermione, shrugging, then turned back to 
Lavender, admiring her full, round ass, before pushing my 
dick head against her tight anus. She pushed back as I 
pushed forward, and half my cock penetrated her before she 
clenched me. 



“Uuuuuuuhhhhgh, fuck!” she cried. I pushed deeper into her 
bottom. 

"Ooouu! I can feel you stretch my ass! Aaah! Fuck! Do it 
again!” 

I pulled out nearly all the way, and thrust forward, 
penetrating her bowels deeply. 

"AAAAhhhn! Ow! It hurts a bit, but it's soooo good! Keep 
going baby!” said Lavender. 

I began a steady thrusting rhythm, filling her bottom with 
my cock, watching her plump ass get stabbed by my flesh 
sword. Hermione, desperate to watch the anal action, sat 
astride Lavender's skewered ass facing me. She put her 
hands on Lavender's ass cheeks and spread them, watching 
my pole dip into her butt. 

"Oh wow. Lav, my boyfriend's going so deep into your ass! It 
looks so fucking sexy!” remarked Hermione, looking down 
between her tits. 

I kissed Hermione as I fucked Lavender's ass, then she 
pushed my head down into her bosom, twisting her torso 
and slapping her huge tits off my face. 

"You slapped me in the face with your big cock, it's only fair I 
get to slap you in the face with my big tits,” giggled 
Hermione, swinging her breasts from side to side. Their 
heavy weight collided with my cheeks, bouncing off my 
head like jelly. 

"Tit's' only fair,” I laughed. 

Hermione laughed with me, then held her breasts out so I 
could suck her nipples. Lavender emitted a loud, throaty 



moan as my cock pushed even deeper into her bowels. 
Hermione stopped laughing and looked over her tits, her 
eyes widening. 

“Fuck her deep, Harry... fuck the bitch good...” she said, 
mesmerised. 

“You can't wait your turn, huh?" I asked grinning, still 
pumping into Lavender's sweet bottom. 

“Yeah... oh, yeah... you know me..." replied Hermione, 
looking at me grinning. 

She spread her legs and angled her pelvis to expose both 
her glorious holes as she put one arm behind my neck to 
keep herself upright. She was perched on the top of 
Lavender's ass, using her like a table top. With her other 
hand she inserted two fingers into her asshole. 

“You know I like it there," she said, working her fingers 
delicately into her depths. “It feels so good." 

As I continued to thrust into Lavender's asshole, I held 
Hermione's legs aloft and watched her wet tits glisten in the 
sun, her arm jiggling them tantilisingly as she masturbated 
her anus. 

“Want it now?" I asked, my legs shaking as I drove into 
Lavender again. 

Hermione sure want it and slid her ass forward, her tits now 
on her stomach, her hand now reaching under her leg to pull 
her ass cheek aside. 

“Uhhhhh... do it now," she said with a expression of need, 
her face flushing deep red. “Spit on it first," she added 
quickly. 



I pulled free of Lavender's anal embrace, admiring her 
stretched hole, her fingers already at work on her pussy. My 
penis flicked upward, unguided, bouncing up and down in 
front of Hermione's holes. I spat on my fingers and lowered 
my hand to her butt hole, rubbing my saliva over her 
puckered anus. Hermione watched intently, still holding my 
neck with her hand, her mouth half-open, her eyes wide. I 
watched my spit drip down onto Lavender's ass before 
easing myself against her anal opening. 

I looked into her eyes, then pushed into her, her bottom 
receiving me in the usual way we did it all the times before. I 
eased into her slowly, letting my spit lubricate her anal walls 
as each inch of me penetrated her. Her brow creased, her 
hand tightened on my neck, and she hissed between her 
teeth, but she did not resist me, and before long I was 
sliding out of her bottom. 

“Ooooh, such a good girlfriend. You took it so good, Mione," I 
said grinning as I pushed back into her, groaning with 
pleasure at the tightness of her bottom. 

“Y-you're filling my ass with your cock. I can feel your hot 
dick fucking my bottom," she mused, as she slid her hand 
down to her clit, rubbing it with her middle finger. "It... it's 
amazing! You feel so good stretching my little asshole!" 

"You like it in the ass, don't you bitch?" said Lavender from 
below us. "You like itD when it fills you up?" 

"Oh fuck yes, it feels so fucking good!" cried Hermione, 
watching my thick cock split her ass. 

I fucked her ass slowly for a minute, allowing her to adjust to 
my size, then gradually sped the pace of my thrusts, also 
pushing more of my cock into her. 



“Is that good, love? Do you like my cock in your ass?" I 
asked her, watching her breasts roll on her tummy as she 
continued to work her clit. 

“Merlin yeah, Harry, I fucking love it! Speed it up! Fuck me 
harder. Fuck my ass nice and deep!" she pleaded. 

I pushed her legs further apart and held her waist, then 
fucked her deep and hard, forcing most of my dick between 
her plump ass cheeks. Her pussy visibly leaked vaginal 
lubricant as I sodomised her. Hermione and I moaned and 
grunted as I satisfied her anally. 

“Oh wow, please put it back in me. I'm going to cum soon! I 
want you to cum in my ass!" pleaded Lavender. 

“But... aaaahhnn... but I want you to blow your load in MY 
ass!" complained Hermione between emphatic cries of 
pleasure. 

“Ok witches. I'll try to cum in both your asses. Lavender, you 
first," I said. 

I slowly pulled out of Hermione's ass, watching her sphincter 
shrink as I emerged, but not back to its original state. I had 
gaped her well. I pushed relatively easily into Lavender's ass 
and fucked it hard, putting my fingers into Hermione's 
vacated hole as she continued to play with her clit. 
Lavender's body tightened as she moaned loudly and came. 

“Oh fuck yes, fuck that ass while I cum!" she screamed. 

I gripped the sides of Lavender's buttocks and pounded 
quickly into her bottom. She squealed and I felt her ass 
tighten on my cock. I looked at my girlfriend, who was 
watching me with a look of passion and desire, her finger 



working feverishly at her swollen clit while I fucked her 
friend's ass. 

"Cum in her ass, love. I want to watch you cum while you 
fuck her ass hard!" Hermione said, her voice shaking with 
anticipation and excitement. 

I fucked Lavender fast and deep, my thighs slapping her 
backside, causing Hermione to jerk as she rode the 
pounding waves of my thrusts. I felt the pressure around my 
cock build as my dick swelled, preparing to unleash my load. 

"I'm going to cum," I said, watching Hermione's reaction. 

I moaned as my balls twitched. I pushed deep into 
Lavender's ass and ejaculated. 

"Oooooooh yeeeeeeeeah! Oooooooouuuuuuu! I can feel his 
hot cum shoot into my ass!" Lavender cried, her pussy 
convulsing again, causing her ass to clench powerfully. 

I jizzed again. 

"Oh wow, I love watching you cum in someone else," 
muttered Hermione, looking like she was losing control as 
well. "Don't give her all your cum, love. Give it to me now!" 

I felt another volley explode into Lavender's bowels, then I 
pulled out quickly. Hermione put her fingers next to her 
asshole, trying to pull it apart to allow me easy access. I 
moved quickly, not wanting to waste my cum, and plunged 
my hard cock deep into Hermione's tight bottom then 
unleashed another massive load of semen. 

"Aaaah!" I cried as I reached up behind her neck with one 
hand, the other hand taking hold of one of her massive 
breasts and squeezing. 



“Ohbloodyfuckinmerlin!'' screamed Hermione, as I pushed 
deeper still into her bowels. 

Her eyes fluttered and rolled back. She came hard, her body 
quivering, her fingers splayed, holding her tight pussy lips 
open as her cunt leaked a fair quantity of cum. Her tit 
wobbled under my palm as she gasped and squeezed the 
back of my neck. I blasted another load into her ass. 

“Ooooh fuck meeeeee! Aaaaaah!” she screamed as another 
orgasmic wave took her. 

I pulled out and thrust into her bottom again. Amazingly, I 
spurted another cumshot inside her. 

“I felt that! I can feel you shoot your cum into my ass! I love 
it so much, love!” cried Hermione, pulling my face closer to 
hers and biting her lip. 

Finally, my orgasm subsided. I had emptied my balls into 
Lavender and Hermione's bottoms. I breathed hard and 
kissed Hermione deeply. 

"Wow, lovey, you fucked me so good,” she said softly to me. 
"That was just... like... wow,” she finished, unable to find the 
words. 

"That was fucking amazing, Mione,” I replied, smiling and 
tweaking her nipple. 

She pulled me close to her. 

"I love you so much...” Hermione was speaking softly so the 
other girls wouldn't be able to hear. 

Suddenly, Lavender's legs gave out below Hermione and she 
tumbled down, my cock flying out of my girlfriend's bum. 



She gave a short cry as she fell on top of Lavender. I looked 
at the girls' ravaged assholes. They both were leaking my 
white jizz. There was a pause, then we all laughed, including 
Parvati, who had watched the whole thing from her lounger, 
playing with her pussy and rubbing her tits. Lavender 
squirmed out from under Hermione and flipped over lying on 
her back and allowing Hermione to rest her head on her 
tummy. 

Hermione was running her hands over her stomach and tits, 
looking flushed and contented. The weight of her breasts 
pushed them to the sides as she ran her fingertips between 
them. Lavender played with her own breasts and Hermione's 
hair. I sat on the cushions on the ground, my feet out in front 
of me, my weight on my hands behind me. My semi-flaccid 
cock rested on my stomach, the last of my jizz seeping out 
from the tip. 

“Holly shit, girls. That was fucking amazing. I can't believe I 
fucked each of your asses," I said, panting. 

“Wow, Harry. Your cum is still leaking out," said Hermione, 
reaching under her leg and tentatively touching her butt 
hole. 

Lavender pushed Hermione's head up until she could move 
out from under her. Then she crawled over to Hermione, 
straddling her head and facing her feet. She put her hands 
on her knees and squatted above Hermione's face. I watched 
as her clenched anus relaxed and a thick wad of cum poured 
from her opening. Hermione had opened her mouth to catch 
Lavender's offering as it dropped onto her tongue and chin, 
spilling on her neck. 

After Lavender had squeezed most of it out, Hermione slid 
out from under her and the girls knelt facing each other. 



Hermione sat up and gripped Lavender's pigtails, tilting her 
head upward between Hermione's swaying tits. Lavender 
opened her mouth obligingly as Hermione dribbled the ass- 
to-mouth cumshot between her lips and into Lavender's 
waiting mouth. After she had taken the contents, Lavender 
sat up and rested Hermione's chin on her bust. The snowball 
was passed back. The witches traded my cum a few more 
times and I felt my cock stir. They split the final portion and 
swallowed it, licking their lips, and kissing each other 
tenderly. 

"Wow, you're insatiable. You are amazing..." 

I dragged myself to the pool and slipped in, feeling the cool 
water across my skin. Hermione and Lavender followed me, 
and emerged from under the water wiping their hair and 
faces, finally standing in the shallow end, their hands 
pushing their hair back, their breasts high and dripping and 
clean. Parvati stood shakily and stepped into the water, 
washing herself clean of cum and sweat. 

We stood near each other, rubbing tits, asses, stomachs, 
backs, hair, shoulders, legs. The girls gently batted my dick 
around under the water and cupped my balls, making me 
hard again. All holding hands, we exited the pool and laid 
out our towels under the shade of a nearby tree. I lay down 
with Hermione on my right, her breast resting on my chest 
as she curled up to me and rolled my balls in her fingers. 
Parvati lay on my left and Lavender rested my head on her 
stomach, her breasts brushing my face. Parvati gently 
stroked my cock as we drifted off into our own wonderful 
dreams... 


Chapter 65 - And Saturday is still not finished 




After a very restful sleep, I awoke and found my self alone in 
the backyard of Hermione's house. Well... the recreation in 
the Room of Requirements. And no girls in sight. Must have 
gone inside or something. Shrugging, I jumped in the pool 
and started doing laps, until I felt I had enough. 

I emerged some time later and wrapped a towel around my 
waist. I walked to the sliding doors and was about to enter 
when I noticed a flickering light coming from the living room 
to the left of the doors. I paused, then quietly slid the door 
open and walked in, careful not to announce my arrival. I 
was hoping to surprise the girls, if I could. In turn, it was me 
who got a surprise. 

Peering over the railing into the living room, I saw on the 
huge tv an image of a hot girl, masturbating in the shower in 
what appeared to be a professional filmed video. I thought 
the girls were watching it, but when I looked to the couch I 
saw none other than Padma. She had a hand up her shirt, 
and the other between her legs. She was softly moaning and 
grinding her hips into an object in her hand. I heard a very 
faint buzzing sound, and realized she had a vibrator. I 
watched her for a minute or two, feeling my groin stir. I knew 
telling her I was here would surprise her-maybe even scare 
her off-but I decided to risk it, since now was my opportunity 
to get close to her alone. 

'That a hot girl, don't you agree?" I said. 

Padma screamed and jumped violently. Her hands flew 
around her, searching for the remote control, which she 
accidentally knocked onto the floor, out of reach. She 
stuffed the vibrator between the leather couch cushions and 
pulled her shirt down towards her knees. She looked up at 
me, then, recognizing me, looked down at her feet, 
embarrassed and ashamed. In the video, the girl made soft. 



high-pitched moans as she rubbed her pussy and squeezed 
her tits, rubbing the soap across them. 

“I'm sorry. I didn't want to scare you, but it was too hard to 
resist. Besides, I felt a bit like a peeping tom." 

I walked down into the living room and sat beside Padma. 
Reaching between the cushions, I extracted the vibrator, 
which was still buzzing away. Padma did not make eye 
contact. 

“Hermione's for sure? I don't imagine you brought one of 
these with you." 

Padma continued to ignore me, her black hair obscuring her 
face. I turned the vibrator off and set it aside. 

“I'm sorry, Padma. But there's really no need to be 
embarrassed. I'm starting to get excited watching this too. 
That is one hot muggle." 

Padma looked at the screen, then back down at her feet. The 
girl there was now inserting her fingers into her pussy. 

“But you know, big tits aren't everything. I mean, they're a 
lot of fun, but I think you are just as sexy." 

Padma risked a glance at me. It was fairly dark in the room, 
the only light coming from the tv. Her eyes looked deeply 
into mine, to see if I was being honest. Slowly, she looked 
back down and fidgeted with her hands on her lap, her legs 
tightly closed. 

“You have an amazing body. You're toned, you have an 
amazing ass. Flat stomach, smooth skin..." I touched her 
arm gently. “And I know those breasts are perfectly shaped. I 



could see them in your bikini, with your hard nipples poking 
through.” 


I brushed her hair back over her ear. She looked at me again. 

”S-so you think I'm sexy?” she said softly. 

"You are amazingly sexy, Padma. I really wanted to have fun 
with you before. I wish you hadn't left. You are so hot, and I 
know we'd have fun together. I mean, look what you're 
doing to me,” I said, as I gestured to the large rod shape in 
the towel in my groin region. 

Padma looked down and turned towards me slightly. 

"Maybe we can do some stuff together now. Alone,” I 
suggested, seeing that the other girl weren't around. 

Padma looked at me nervously. 

"Um, maybe. But I... I haven't... done it... before. And 
you're... you're huge!” she blurted. 

"We don't have to do it if you don't want. We can just play 
with each other. Whatever you're comfortable with.” I 
touched her bare leg. "I know you're curious, Padma. I saw it 
in your eyes this afternoon. Why don't you have another 
look?” 

I leaned back, allowing Padma access to my towel. She 
looked down, then slowly extended her hand and took the 
edge of the towel, pulling it towards her and unveiling my 
semi-erect cock. I heard her breathe in deeply. Looking at 
the tv, I saw the girl there finger fucking herself in earnest, 
her head thrown back, her hair lying in strings across her 
shoulders and the tops of her wet tits. She moaned loudly. 



Padma looked at the screen, and breathed heavily. 


“Go ahead and touch it, Padma,” I said, putting my arm up 
on the couch behind her. 

I could see her nipples poking through her tshirt. She looked 
at me, then down to my growing cock. Her hand reached out 
tentatively, as if my dick might strike out at her like a snake. 
She hesitated, then finally thrust her hand forward, gripping 
my cock at the base. She levered it upwards and watched it 
sag slightly. She squeezed it, and watched as it stiffened, 
then released it back to its semi-flaccid state. 

"Why don't you make it grow bigger?” I said encouragingly. 
"And this doesn't have to be so serious,” I added. "Have 
some fun with it.” 

Padma looked at me again and smiled sheepishly. 

"I'm sorry. I've just never touched one so big. And I'm kina 
new at this. I mean. I've, like, jerked some guys off, but I've 
never sucked one or anything.” 

"I'll help you along, Padma. Don't be shy.” 

Padma smiled wider and began pumping my shaft. She 
inched closer to me and put her other hand on my thigh. As 
she stroked me, I grew harder. On the tv, the girl was 
cumming, her body becoming rigid, her tits jiggling as her 
finger worked her pussy. 

"Where did you find this, anyway?” I asked. 

"It was in Hermione's closet. She's got tons of dirty videos in 
there. And a lot of toys in her bedside table.” 



Padma seemed to be loosening up as she have me a 
handjob. I was growing harder by the second. I picked up the 
vibrator. 

“I know... and this is hers... I gave it to her...” I grinned, 

I put it in my mouth and savored the pussy flavor. Padma 
looked shocked and embarrassed. I took it out of my mouth. 

”Mmm, you taste good love,” I said. "Here, why don't you 
hold this against my balls.” 

I turned on the vib and handed it to her. She took it and 
probed my sack with it. My cock twitched. 

"Whoa! I could feel you get harder. You're getting so big!” 

Padma stroked me faster and pushed the toy against my 
balls. The feeling was amazing. 

"Here, stroke my cock higher, near the head. Yeah, like that. 
Mmmm.” 

Padma looked like she was enjoying herself. 

"Can I put my mouth on it?” she asked. 

"Padma, you don't even need to ask,” I chuckled. 

She scurried down and crouched between my legs. She 
cradled my now rock-hard cock and licked it from my balls to 
my head. She sucked the shaft and tongued my balls gently. 
She looked up into my eyes for approval. 

"Oh yeah Padma, you're doing well.” 


"I'm going to try to put it in my mouth.” 



Maintaining eye contact, Padma kissed the tip of my dick 
and began to slide her lips down over the head. She was 
careful not to use her teeth, and she managed to put the 
whole head into her hot mouth. 

“Mmmmm yeah, baby. Keep stroking my shaft while you 
suck me,” I said. 

Padma obeyed, pumping her hand, still holding the vibrator 
to my nut sack. She began to bob her head on my cock, and 
I felt her tongue squirm against my glans. I moaned. Padma 
pulled my cock out. 

”Am I doing it right?” 

"You're doing perfect, hun.” 

”1... didn't leave before, you know. I watched you. Through 
the window. I saw everything,” said Padma, with a touch of 
embarrassment. 

"Oh really? And did you like what you saw?” 

"Um... yeah. I... I touched myself watching you.” 

Padma continued pumping my shaft as we talked. 

"What part did you like most?” I asked. 

"I don't know. I liked all of it. But... how... how did they take 
all of you? I mean, in their mouths, and in their... you 
know...” 

"In their pussies? In their assholes?” 

"Um, yeah.” 



I laughed. “Well, it took some work and some lubrication, 
but they took it. They loved it too. I really think you could 
take it too, if you wanted to try. First though, why don't I 
make you feel good." 

Padma looked at me nervously. I took her face in my hands 
and brought it up to mine. I kissed her deeply, sucking on 
her tongue. I slid my hands down her back and took the 
edge of her tshirt, sliding it up over her body. She resisted at 
first, but eventually put her hands above her and let the 
shirt come free. Padma hugged her nearly naked body. Her 
breasts were pushed together, creating shallow cleavage. I 
noticed that her skin was covered in gooseflesh, and her 
nipples poked noticeably through her bikini top. I put my 
arms around her and pulled her up beside me on the couch. 

I deftly untied her bikini strings and pulled the material free. 
It dropped over her crossed arms, exposing small but 
protuberant pink nipples. She shyly pulled the top free and 
covered her breasts with her hands. 

“Padma, please let me see you. Your breasts are perfect, 
there's no need to hide them," I said soothingly. 

“But they're not big like Hermione or Lav's. '' 

“It doesn't matter. They're beautiful. Can 1..." 

I gently took her arms and pulled them away from her chest. 

I looked at her soft swells of tit, peaked by hard nipples. I 
bent down and kissed her neck, then her chest, finally 
kissing and licking the flesh around her areolas. I pulled at a 
nipple with my lips and heard a gasp from Padma. I sucked it 
into my mouth and ran my tongue quickly around it. I felt a 
hand on the back of my head grip my hair. I caressed her 
waist, feeling her ribs, and, lower, the dimples at the top of 
her perfect ass. 



I pushed her back into the couch and kneeled in front of her. 

I quickly pulled her bikini bottoms down over her ass before 
she could react, and soon they were on the floor. Padma 
breathed quickly as I looked up at her, her hair slightly 
tousled, her face and chest red. I could see my saliva on her 
perky right tit. Looking down over her toned stomach, I 
reached out and touched it, running my fingers down to her 
short red pubes. I pushed her legs apart and slid her ass 
towards my mouth. 

“Just relax, Padma. I think you'll enjoy this," I said as I kissed 
her milky thighs. 

I made my way up to her prickly labia, and kissed them 
liberally. I could smell her musk, and I could see her moisture 
beginning to flow. With my hand, I spread her lips to expose 
the wet pink flesh inside. Padma squirmed. 

“What's wrong?" I asked. 

“I... I'm embarrassed. No one's ever... seen me like this." 

Maintaining eye contact, I stuck out my tongue and pressed 
it hard against her slit, then slowly licked upwards. Padma 
twitched and gasped, her shoulders raised, her lips parted. I 
flicked her clit with the end of my tongue, then licked her 
whole pussy again, hard. I could feel her short pubes prickle 
my tongue as I coated her labia in my saliva. I put my lips 
over her clit and sucked it. A short, sharp cry erupted from 
Padma's mouth. I sucked harder. 

“Aaaahhh... tha-that's... oohhhh..." she moaned. 

Her eyes were closed and she had a hand on her neck. She 
ran it down her chest to one of her perky nipples and 
pinched it. I released her clit from my lips, wet my finger 
with my mouth, and ran it over her opening. Padma's juices 



were flowing profusely as I traced circles around her clit and 
her soft pink hole. As I pushed my finger in, Padma gasped 
and squeezed her tit. With her other hand she pushed my 
head towards her pussy. I obliged her, and licked her clit 
rapidly, while probing her insides with my finger. 

“Oh my that feels good,” she moaned. 

I finger fucked her slowly as I sucked her swollen clit. My 
hand searched the couch and found the vibrator. I moved 
my head back to observe Padma's reaction as I held it to her 
clit. She winced in pleasure and her legs twitched. I felt her 
pussy hole tighten around my finger. I probed her hole with 
my middle finger next, working it between her slippery lips. 
Her pussy was incredibly tight, even with just two fingers in 
her. I twirled them around as I continued to massage her 
clitoris. 

“Aaaah... aaaahhnn... aaaahhnn..." Padma continued to 
moan, louder now. 

She tossed her head from side to side. 

“Ooohh, ooooohhhhh, I... I can feel something... I think...I 
think I'm going to c-cum!" 

I thurst my fingers quickly but shallowly into her. She came 
hard, crying out loudly, squeezing my fingers together with 
her tight vaginal muscles. She didn't squirt, but her pussy 
juices leaked out into my palm. She was pinching both her 
nipples and biting her lower lip. I removed the vibrator from 
her clit and withdrew my fingers, licking them clean. I kissed 
my way up Padma's abdomen, stomach, breasts (lingering at 
her small, still hard nipples), neck, and finally kissing her 
mouth. I sat on the couch beside her and she leaned into 
me, curling her legs up as I put my arms around her. 



“No one has ever made me... cum before," she said softly. 

I cupped her breasts, feeling her nipples against my palms. 

"Well I hope that's not the last time I make you cum," I 
replied. 

"Bloody hell, look," said Padma, pointing at the tv screen. 

Suddenly, Padma and I both jumped at a voice coming from 
the sliding doors. 

"You should really learn to close the blinds, you two." It was 
my girlfriend, Hermione. 

She laughed as she entered the house through the back, 
followed closely by Parvati and Lavender. 

"We saw everything, you little slut! We knew you would do it 
with him!" said Lavender gleefully. 

Padma, cowering beside me, replied: 

"We didn't do it! We were just... having fun." 

"Yeah, we noticed. How's you like getting your pussy eaten. 
Sis?" said Parvati. 

"So what porn are you watching?" asked Hermione, entering 
the living room. 

Upon seeing the tv screen, she froze. Lavender gasped. 

"What the fuck? Where did you get this?!" shouted 
Hermione. 

On screen, one girl was bent over, shaving the other one's 
pussy carefully as one ran her fingers through the other 



one's hair. 


“It was in Hermione's closet with the rest of her porn," said 
Padma. 

“Really, Mione... what did you expect to happen when you 
asked the room to make a replica of your house?" 

All eyes looked to me. 

“I know... but still... I didn't think it would be so close..." 

Lavender's eyebrows raised. She trotted over to me and 
plopped down on the couch next to me. 

“You gave porn to your girlfriend?" she asked, winking. 

She was wearing a short pleated skirt and a skin-tight tshirt, 
her bikini top clearly visible underneath. 

“Yeah... well... somebody gave it to me... and I... ahhh... 
never mind... it's a long story that I can't say it..." 

Hermione looked back at the tv, then to me. She was 
wearing my favourite dress. Her braless tits were almost 
exploding from the extremely low scoop neck. Parvati had 
removed her t-shirt and shorts while we were talking, and 
stood in her bikini watching the tv. Padma was sat next to 
me, her knees to her chest, her arms around them. Lavender 
began stroking my chest, running her hand down to my 
groin where my massive erection poked up out of my lap. 
She deftly began stroking my dick. 

“So, you haven't fucked her yet? Padma, don't you want this 
cock in you? Don't you want your cherry popped?" taunted 
Lavender. 



Padma turned red and looked away. Hermione walked 
towards us and crouched in front of Padma. She addressed 
Lavender first. 

“Come on, Lav. Leave her alone.” Then to Padma, “Honey, 
you don't have to do anything. It's ok.” She touched 
Padma's cheek. 

“Yeah, it's ok. Sis” chimed in Parvati. “You can watch us if 
you want.” 

“No. I mean, you guys already... you've had his... I... I want 
him to... I want him to take my virginity!” Padma finally 
blurted. “But now you're all here, and... and...” she trailed 
off. 

“And nothing, sweetie,” said Hermione. “Listen, we'll help 
you, ok? Let's go upstairs.” 

She stood quickly, her tits shaking luciously, and held out 
her hand to Padma. Padma reluctantly gave her her hand, 
covering her tits with her other arm, and stood sheepishly. 
She paused, looking at the tv. One girls' pussy was shaved 
clean, and she leaned back as the other one rubbed it with 
some moisturiser. 

“I... I want to shave mine,” said Padma. 

Lavender smiled. 

“I'd love to help you with that,” she said, releasing my cock 
and standing. 

“Let's go then!” I said. 


We all made our way upstairs to Hermione's bathroom. 



“Let's give her a cleaning," said Hermione, picking up the 
shaving cream. 

Lavender sat Padma down and gently spread her legs. 

"Oooou, you've got a nice little pussy. It's going to be so 
sexy when it's smooth and bare." 

Padma was breathing heavily and she was blushing. 
Hermione applied the cream and Lavender got the razor. 
While the girls were busy, I stood behind Parvati and untied 
her bikini, her perky tits bouncing into view. I kissed her 
neck and let my hands explore her body. I pulled her bikini 
bottoms down and reached around to play with her smooth 
pussy. As Lavender began shaving Padma's short dark 
pubes, Hermione faced us and pulled her dress down to 
expose her gargantuan bosom. I felt my cock twitch as I 
pushed it against Parvati's back. 

"Woow, Hermione, your tits are so fucking amazing," I said, 
still rubbing Parvati's clit and squeezing one of her breasts. 

"They're all yours, hun," she replied, squeezing them 
together. 

Padma watched us, but this time the look of envy was gone, 
replaced by a look of pure desire and lust. She looked back 
down to her mound, where Lavender was making good 
progress. 

"Bloody hell Padma, your pussy juice is really flowing," she 
said, noting the trail it was making through the shaving 
cream. 

"Oh... I love this feeling. You're so good at it, and it's such a 
tease," squeaked Padma. 



Lavender smiled, and stood to rinse the blade in the sink. 
Hermione pulled her skirt and bikini bottoms down while she 
was doing so. 

“Ok babe, raise your arms," Hermione said to the half-naked 
Lavender. 

She did so, and soon her tshirt and bikini top were in a pile 
on the bathroom floor. She kissed Hermione hard and long 
on the mouth, then went back to Padma to resume shaving. 

“Now keep still for this part. I don't want to, like, graze your 
cute little pussy lips." 

I released Parvati from my caress and approached Hermione. 

I fondled her tits roughly before unzipping her dress and 
letting it fall to the floor. She wore no bottoms. 

“Hey Hermione, why don't you sit beside Padma? Let's get 
rid of that landing strip," I suggested. 

She smiled and sat next to Padma, giving her a wet kiss and 
tweaking her nipples gently. 

“Padma, your nipples are so hard. They look so sexy sticking 
out like that," said Hermione. 

She spread her legs wide and Parvati applied the cream and 
began shaving above her slit. I walked around the girls and 
stood in the tub between Padma and Hermione. I guided 
Padma's head towards my groin and put my dick in her 
mouth. She sucked my cock head fiercely while Lavender 
carefully shaved her labia. After a minute, I transferred my 
penis to Hermione's mouth. She sucked me hard, looking up 
at me with her big eyes. I moved my cock between the two 
girls' mouths while Parvati and Lavender finished up. They 
rinsed the bald pussies and applied moisturiser. 



“You girls look so sexy!" squealed Lavender. “Padma, look 
how hot your pussy looks now that's it's shaved." 

Padma popped my cock out of her mouth and ran her fingers 
over her newly shorn mound. 

“Oh... oh wow. It's so soft and smooth. You did a really good 
job Lav." 

Hermione was leaning back while Parvati rubbed her clit. 

“See how much better a bare pussy is? Don't you agree?" 

Parvati looked up to me while Hermione took my cock into 
her mouth. 

“I love a bare pussy. Especially for oral. You can really get in 
there; get messy," I said, watching as Parvati put two fingers 
into Hermione's cunt. 

“Like this?" said Lavender, as she bent down towards 
Padma's slit. 

Padma reflexively closed her legs on Lavender's head, and 
pushed it away with her hand. 

“No... I... I've never had a witch..." she protested. 

I pulled my dick from Hermione's mouth and stroked it on 
Padma's cheek. 

“Why don't you suck on my cock and pretend it's me doing 
it. You never know, you might like it." 

Padma looked dubious at first, but quickly put her mouth 
over my dick head and spread her legs, before she could 
change her mind. Lavender dove in with gusto, her nose 
pressed firmly where Padma's hair used to be just above her 



clit. Padma cried out around her mouthful of cock, and 
gripped a fistful of Lavender's hair. Hermione watched us, 
playing with her tits as Parvati put her head down and 
began licking Hermione's clit while finger fucking her. Both 
girls began to moan under the oral sex they were receiving. 
Padma let my cock pop out of her mouth, trailing saliva 
behind. 

She arched her back and said, “Oh merlin yes. Lav! That 
feels so good! I can feel everything!" 

Lavender smiled up at her, then sucked her labia into her 
mouth while rubbing her clit. Padma shuddered and 
moaned. Hermione was also enjoying her oral, but reached 
up to put my cock in her mouth. 

“Ah shit yeah," I said as I slid my meat into her cheek, 
pushing it out the side of her mouth. 

Padma pushed Lavender's head back and looked down at 
her. 

“Thanks Lav, but I... I think I'm ready..." 

Lavender smiled and stood, leaning over Padma to kiss her 
on the mouth. They shared her pussy juices between them, 
then Lavender sucked her nipples. Padma looked up at me. 

“I... I want you in me," she said, her voice soft and sensual. 

“Let's go to the bedroom then, it will be more comfortable 
there." 

We broke apart and moved into Hermione's bedroom. 
Lavender lay Padma on the bed and the girls took their 
places beside her. I got on the bed and sat on my haunches 
between Padma's spread legs. Her pussy was very pink, and 



her lips were small. I played with her lips, parting them with 
my fingertips and admiring her tight hole. 

“Are you sure you're ready, Padma?" I asked, placing my 
cock on her abdomen. 

She looked down at it nervously, then said, “J-just get one of 
the girls to suck it. To get it wet." 

“I'll do one better," said Hermione. 

She reached into a drawer and brought out a bottle of lube. 
She squirted it on my cock, then rubbed it in liberally. I 
moved back and positioned myself, looking down at Padma's 
thin, fit body, her bare pussy, her breasts and pointy 
nipples. Her dark hair flowed over the pillows on Hermione's 
bed and her lips were parted. She was breathing hard, but 
her eyes were calm. 

“I'm ready." 

Hermione placed my dick head at her opening and I pressed 
forward. I met instant resistance. 

“Just relax. Sis. It's better if you relax," said Parvati 
soothingly, running her hand over Padma's tight stomach. 

Padma took a deep breath, then closed her eyes. I felt her 
pussy loosen ever so slightly, and pushed my cock forward. 
Her lips parted around my dick head as the skin around her 
pussy was pushed inward. The lube greatly facilitated my 
entry, and soon my head was inside. Padma cried out. 

“Ow!" she winced and gripped Lavender's arm, who was 
beside her. 



“Honey, just relax. It will hurt for a minute... especially with 
his cock, but it will feel good after." 

"0-ok. It's just... so big." 

Hermione was stroking my shaft with one hand and playing 
with Padma's clit with the other. I slowly slid my cock into 
her twat. It was unimaginably tight-almost painful. I decided 
that it would be better to get this over quickly, so I pushed 
in hard. I felt Padma's hymen break as I slid into her. I was 
only a few inches in, but she cried out and her pussy locked 
me in a vice grip. I was my turn to wince. I pulled out gently 
and saw the blood. 

"Oh Sis! He did it! He popped your cherry!" said Parvati 
excitedly, seeing the blood on my shaft. 

Padma looked down. Upon seeing the blood, she seemed to 
relax. 

"Wow. I can't believe you fit in there. Y-you're... you're inside 
me. Inside my... my pussy!" said Padma, filled with wonder 
and excitement. 

"Do you like it Padma, or do you want me to stop," I said. 

"No! Don't stop! I want to feel you go deeper in me." 

I leaned over Padma, putting my weight on my arms, and 
pushed. Padma gripped my upper arms and I felt her nails 
dig in. She bit her lip and whimpered, but her eyes did not 
leave mine. I penetrated deeper into her tight pussy, feeling 
it spasm in pain and pleasure. 

"Ooooow... aaahhhhhh..." she moaned. 

"I'm sorry. I'll-" 



“No! No, it feels... it hurts, but it feels good too. K-keep 
going." 

I pulled out, feeling Hermione's hand on my shaft and my 
balls. I thrust back into Padma's tight hole, harder this time. 

I slid in more easily now. 

"Aaaaaaahhh!" she cried. 

Her hands clawed at my back. I pulled out, then pushed in. 
Padma's breath caught, but she didn't cry out. She exhaled 
slowly through her mouth, which was in the shape of an 'o'. I 
thrust again. Her mouth opened and her eyes half-shut. I 
thurst again, and saw her eyes roll up. I thrust again. Padma 
moaned. 

"I think she's starting to like it, bitches!" said Lavender 
gleefully. 

I began a slow, steady rhythm, stroking about 4 inches of my 
cock into Padma's tight cunt. 

"Is that ok? I'm not hurting you too much?" I asked as I 
stroked my cock into her. 

She looked into my eyes as she replied. 

"N-no, it's... it's good. It doesn't hurt as much. I feel... I don't 
know..." she breathed more heavily and rapidly. 

"What, baby? What do you feel?" I said. 

Padma dug her nails into my shoulders as I fucked her. We 
had forgotten about the other girls. It felt like it was just the 
two of us. 



“It feels so good... like you're filling me up. Filling me all the 
way up to my throat, stretching my pussy, taking me with 
your huge cock. I can feel the veins in your shaft against my 
insides. I can feel your dick head forcing its way deeper into 
me. I can feel the blood flowing fast through your dick. I can 
feel my pussy juice drip out of me and coat your penis." she 
was rambling, lost in the ecstasy. 

"Do you like my tight pussy? Do you like how it squeezes 
your thick cock?" She maintained eye contact as she spoke. 

"Oh merlin, Padma, I love it. Your pussy is so tight and hot 
and wet. I can't believe I popped your cherry. You feel so 
good squeezing my dick, taking it inside you." 

"Are you all the way in? Am I taking your whole length into 
me?" she asked in a high-pitched voice. 

I just smiled and looked down. 

"Look at us, Padma. See for yourself." 

Padma looked down our hard bodies to where our private 
parts met. The first four inches of my cock were a wet, 
cloudy pink colour. Padma's blood mixed with pussy juice. 
The next five were glistening with lube, but had obviously 
not penetrated Padma's cunt. Padma's eyes widened as she 
watched a portion of my cock split her cunt, then withdraw, 
then slide into her again. 

"Ooooh... ooohhh... we look so beautiful. Look at your cock 
fuck my little pussy," Padma murmured. 

I kissed her as I fucked her, picking up my rhythm. I bent my 
head down and sucked her nipple into my mouth. It was 
hard and protruding from her softtly rounded tit, the areola 
tight around it. Padma moaned as I gently bit it. Her hips 



responded by rocking forward, taking more of me into her 
no-longer-virgin depths. When I looked back to her face, she 
was glowing. 

“Aaaahhhh... oooooohhhhhh... oooohhhhh... I... I think I'm 
going to... to c-c-cuuummm..." she moaned throatily as her 
eyes widened. 

I felt an impossible tightening on my cock, which was seven 
inches deep inside her when her pussy locked down on it. I 
winced, but kept eye contact with Padma as I felt her nails 
dig into my shoulders. 

“Hhhh-hhh-aaaaah-hhhaaaaaaaaaa-hhh-hhaaaaa!" a 
stuttering breath escaped her lips as she began to tremble. 

Her legs shook in the air as her body twitched. Her eyes 
rolled completely to the back of her head as a deep moan 
escaped her lips. I leaned into Padma, my cock sliding very 
slightly deeper into her. This took her completely over the 
edge, and she came hard. 

“Aaaaaaahhhhaaaaaaaaaannnnnggg!" she screamed as her 
pussy contracted, crushing my pulsating member and 
sending shots of pain through my groin. 

She arched her back into me, pushing her breasts against 
my chest and clawing at my back. She convulsed under me, 
biting my shoulder, her legs now wrapped around me, her 
pussy squeezing and relaxing with incredible speed. If it 
weren't for the pain, I would have blasted my semen deep 
into her. Soon, she began to relax, and lay back down 
against the bed, her eyes half-closed, meeting mine. Her 
mouth was open and her hands trembled as they touched 
my face, my neck, my shoulders, my chest. Eventually, I sat 
up. Padma propped herself on her elbows and looked at her 
pussy. Her whole body was blushed and glowing. 



“I'm going to pull out now, Padma," I said. 


She nodded, still looking at her skewered pussy. I began to 
withdraw, Padma's pussy resisting at first, then relinquishing 
its grip on my manhood. Inch by inch, I emerged from her 
cunt, the fluids coating my dick now a pale pink, diluted by 
her orgasmic juices. As my head emerged, Padma sighed 
deeply, watching her pussy lips slide over the bulbous end 
to settle again, parted slightly at her gaped opening. 

Wordlessly, Hermione crawled onto the bed and took my 
hand, pulling me to Padma's side. I lay down beside her as 
she put her head on my chest. Then, looking up at us, 
Hermione took my cock, put her mouth over the tip, and slid 
it slowly down her throat, not stopping until her chin 
touched my balls. I moaned as Hermione held her pose, her 
eyes watering, savouring Padma's taste. She sucked as she 
withdrew it, cleaning most of Padma's pussy fluid, smacking 
her lips as she let the tip slip from her mouth. Lavender was 
next, and after kissing Hermione deeply, took my cock down 
her throat to the base, staring at Padma and me the whole 
time. 

“They look so sexy taking you like that," said Padma 
dreamily. 

Indeed, the whole episode felt like a dream. Parvati was 
next, and although she could not take my entire length, she 
did her best, and bobbed her head on my cock at the end to 
make up for it. As Parvati sucked my cock, Hermione played 
with Padma's hair. 

“Wow. Watching you two... that was so fucking hot. We 
couldn't even talk, we just watched you fuck each other," 
said Hermione. 



“I've never seen anyone cum like that, Padma. That really 
must have been good," said Lavender. 

“It was like nothing I've ever experienced. All these dirty 
thoughts and words started coming out. It was so amazing. 
And I really want to do it again. But first I want to watch you 
girls fuck him. Up close this time." 

Parvati was stroking my cock fast now, bobbing her head on 
me, massaging my dick head with her tongue. 

“Parv, why don't you get on that dick. Let's give your twin a 
good show," I suggested. 

Parvati stopped sucking and grinned. She spun around, 
reverse-cowwitch style, and sat on her haunches. 

“Put him in me. Sis," said Parvati peeking over her shoulder. 

Padma reached for my member and guided it up to Parvati's 
soaking pussy. Parvati sat on it, balanced fora moment, then 
plunged herself down upon it. She cried out as I penetrated 
her, put her hands on my thighs, and began bobbing her ass 
up and down on my dick, rotating her hips and tossing her 
hair. I grabbed one of her ass cheeks and squeezed it, 
guiding it down onto my length, forcing me deeper into 
Parvati's moist pussy. Padma imitated me, squeezing her 
other cheek. 

“Wow, Sis, you're taking a lot of him. How do you fit all that 
inside you?" said Padma. 

Parvati looked over her shoulder and smiled, giving her ass a 
few rapid pumps on my cock. “Mione, Lav, why don't you 
give us a nice taste of those fabulous melons while I ride this 
beautiful cock?" 



The girls giggled as they leaned down over us, kissing each 
other, then lowering their heavy chests to Padma and my 
face. I sucked Lavender's right tit while Padma sucked 
Hermione's left tit. I reached under Lavender squeezing her 
nipple into my mouth, filling it with her soft tit flesh. My 
other arm was around Padma's shoulders, so I reached down 
and squeezed her breast, tweaking the nipple. My right 
hand eventually wandered from Lavender's tit to her pussy, 
and I inserted two fingers eagerly into her twat. It was 
soaking, and her fluids ran down my fingers. I worked her 
pussy hard until I heard her moaning. 

“Pad, don't let Lav have all the fun. Finger my pussy," 
demanded Hermione. 

Padma had to move her head out from under Hermione's tit, 
which had been occupying most of Padma's face. 

She gasped, “Wh-what? You want me to finger your bald 
pussy?" she giggled. 

“Now you're getting into it, hun!" squealed Hermione. 

Past Lavender's swaying tit I saw Padma's fingers go to work 
on Hermione's cunt. 

“Ooooouuuu! You're good at that Pad!" cried Hermione. 

Soon, moans filled the room as our orgy began to gain 
sexual momentum. 

“Ah! Ah! C-can somebody p-please finger my asshole?" 
begged Parvati. “I'm going to cum soon." 

Hermione and Lavender sat up so they could see the whole 
scene, while Padma and I continued to finger their pussies. 



“Padma, would you like to do the honours?” I asked, 
grunting as Parvati's pussy took almost my whole length. 

"What? Put my finger in... in her bottom?” 

"Yeah, she loves it.” 

"Do it now!” begged Parvati, as she curved her back, 
pointing her ass in the air and holding her pose, my dick 
head just inside her moist pussy walls. 

Hermione and Lavender took thier cue and spread Parvati's 
ass cheeks wide, exposing her puckered anus. Padma 
withdrew her fingers from Hermione's cunt. They were wet 
with her juices. She reached slowly and tentatively for 
Parvati's ass. 

"Just do it already!” Parvati commanded, looking over her 
shoulder. 

Padma pointed her index finger inches from Parvati's anal 
hole. I began thrusting my cock up into her pussy as the 
girls held Parvati's ass in place, ready for Padma's finger to 
penetrate her bottom. Padma touched the puckered skin of 
her sister's asshole and hesitated, then pushed her hand 
forward. Her finger disappeared into Parvati's bottom, all the 
way to the knuckle. 

"Aaaaaahhh! Yeah, Sis! Put another one in!” cried Parvati. 

Hermione smacked Parvati's butt cheek, then sucked her 
finger and inserted it next to Padma's into Parvati's ass. 

"Ooooh fuck yeah! More! More!” she begged. 

Laughing, Lavender imitated Hermione and penetrated 
Parvati's asshole with her finger. I reached over Padma to 



Hermione's pussy and continued where Padma had left off, 
pushing two fingers into her dripping pink. I kept working at 
Lavender's pussy as well, while I thrust hard into Parvati. 

The girls worked their fingers in her anus, pulling, rubbing, 
thrusting, curling, and twisting them in all directions, 
stretching her, making her squeal. 

"Aaaaiiiiiiiiyyyeeeeaaaah! I'm cummmmiiiiiiinnnggg!" 
screamed Parvati. 

I felt her nails dig into my thighs as her pussy convulsed. I 
heard wet sounds as I continued to thrust into her spasming 
teenage fuck hole. She was not quite squirting, but leaking 
cum all over me as she shook and moaned. 

“Bloody hell! I can feel her ass tighten!" squealed Padma in 
delight. 

Parvati came down from her orgasm, leaning forward on my 
legs, exposing her ravaged pussy and anus as the girls 
withdrew their fingers. Lavender smacked her ass hard with 
her hand. 

“Get off him, you anal slut! It's my turn." 

She roughly pushed Parvati off, my cock springing free, 
flicking cum drops over Padma and me. Padma immediately 
grabbed my cock and stroked it. 

“She came all over it. That's so hot," she commented. 

“You know, you can talk dirty like these girls. There's no 
need to be shy, Padma," I said. “Call it my dick, or my cock, 
or whatever... just not “it"." Padma smiled at me. 

“Ok... I love your cock. I can't wait to see you put your dick 
deep in Lavender's little bald pink pussy!" she giggled with 





unbridled delight. 


Lavender had mounted me, holding her pussy lips open in 
preparation for my engorged penis. 

“Here I come, baby," she said, descending on my dick head 
as Padma guided it into Lavender's wet depths. 

She slid down my shaft easily, aided by Parvati's cum and 
her own lubrication. I pulled my fingers from Hermione's 
cunt and put my hand on the back of Padma's head. 

“Why don't you get down there for a really close look?" 

I pushed her head so it was resting on my stomach as 
Lavender leaned back, putting her hands on my knees, 
sticking her tits out, and commencing her ride on my 
member. 

“You're really stretching her pussy, but she's taking it so 
good," said Padma, fascinated. 

Hermione had come over to my right side and was lying 
beside me. I saw hands on her thighs, and as she opened 
them Parvati's head appeared, her face flushed, her hair 
tangled. 

“Let me have a taste of that cute pussy now that's it's all 
bare," she said lustfully. 

Parvati began licking Hermione's pussy eagerly as Hermione 
squeezed her mountainous breasts. My head was propped 
on a few pillows, so I have a marvellous view of the 
proceedings. Lavender began moaning loudly as she 
bounced on my cock. Padma had moved her head down and 
was sucking Parvati's cum and Lavender's pussy fluids from 
the base of my cock as Lavender rode it. Lavender's tits 



jiggled delightfully as her hair flew around her face. 
Hermione was now squirming under Parvati's tongue, 
pinching her hard nipples. 

“Oh baby, for someone who's just started eating pussy, 
you're very good at it,'' noted Hermione. 

Padma, taking a break from lapping at my dick, watched 
Parvati with interest. 

“Can... can I try?" she asked. 

“Pad! I knew you just needed a cock in you to unleash your 
inner slut! Parvati... ahn... show her how to lick a pussy." 

Padma walked around the bed to Parvati and lowered her 
head to Hermione's bald mound. 

“Ok hun, just lick here a lot," Parvati pointed to Hermione's 
clit. “Use your lips and your tongue. Swirl it around, suck on 
it, kiss it. You can also stick your tongue in her hole, or use 
your fingers while you lick her clit." 

Padma got the idea, and began tentatively licking 
Hermione's pussy like an ice cream cone. 

“You'll have to lick a bit harder. Rub it with your fingers too." 
Parvati was holding Hermione's pussy lips apart while Padma 
worked her clit with her mouth. 

“You... you taste good, Hermione. And you're so soft," said 
Padma. 

“Mmmmmmm, you're doing really good, baby," cooed 
Hermione. 



Lavender had now leaned forward and was bouncing her tits 
off my face. I licked them and sucked her fat nipples as I 
squeezed her mounds and jiggled them. I slid my hands 
down her sides and squeezed her ass cheeks, then began 
pounding her pussy, forcefully thrusting my cock deep into 
her wet cunt. The resulting slapping sound was loud, as were 
Lavender's moans. 

“OOooooohhhhh fuck my pusssyyyyyyy!" 

She leaned back again and put her hands into her hair, 
closing her eyes and biting her lip. I pounded her faster, my 
cock shaft becoming a blur as it disappeared into her warm 
pink pussy. Her breasts danced deliriously upon her chest as 
her whole body vibrated with my thrusting. I grabbed her 
tits and squeezed hard, then slapped them to and fro. 
Lavender groaned, increasing her vocalisation of pleasure in 
volume as she approached orgasm. 

“oooooooOOOOOOOHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUUCK! You're 
making my pussy cuuuuuuuuuuum!" she howled. 

I pinched her nipples hard as her bulbous flesh continued to 
jiggle about. That put her over the edge. 

"UUUUHHNNN! UUUUHHNNNN! AAaaaAAAAAAhhhhhhhh!" 
she cried as her cunt squeezed my member. 

Her legs gave out and spread to the sides as my dick 
penetrated her to the hilt. I felt the tip hit the back of her 
pussy, and she screamed. Her hands were still in her tangled 
hair and she was breathing heavily. She collapsed on top of 
me, her tits pressing into my chest. 

"Oh wow that was so fucking good," breathed Lavender into 
my ear. 



I could hear Hermione moaning beside me. 


“Mmmmm, aaaah, ok... ok now me!” she said. 

Lavender kissed me on the mouth and sat up, slowly 
withdrawing my cock from her depths. 

”1 can't believe I took all of you. You gotta try it, Mione!” 

”1 did before, and I'll do it again now.” 

She pushed Padma, who was lost in the delights of pussy 
eating, away, and straddled me, guiding my soaking cock 
into her cunt with her hand behind her. We both watched as 
I penetrated her newly shaved pussy. 

"I love watching you go inside. You just fill us up so much. 
You, like, stretched the hell out of Padma when you fucked 
her. I love feeling you stretch my little pussy. Ah!” she 
exclaimed as I grabbed her by the hips and forced her down 
on my rod. 

Hermione sighed deeply as she took me in. Then she put her 
hands on my stomach, squashing her massive bust between 
her arms, and began bouncing on my cock. 

"Oh fuck yeah! It's not going to take me long to cum, love. 
Your cock... aaah... your cock fills me up so good! 
Ooooouuu!” 

I lifted my head to suck on Hermione's nipples. I circled my 
tongue around them, feeling them harden. I nibbled at 
them, and at the taught skin around them. I licked her 
cleavage and pushed my face into the soft, bulging flesh. 

"I love your tits, Mione. They're so fucking big and soft,” I 
said as she took my cock deeper, biting her lip. 



“I want you to shoot your load on them again. Aaaaahhhh... I 
loved feeling your hot cum splash on my tits.” 

I pushed my pelvis upwards, forcing the last few inches of 
my dick into Hermione's honey pot. 

”Oh yeah! Oh yeah that's deep! You're so deep in me. I can 
feel you in my stomach!” 

"Keep fucking my cock, love. Fuck it hard!” I said as I thrust 
into her. 

She leaned back and I sat up, propping myself up with my 
arms behind me. She did the same, and I fucked her fast and 
hard, both of us watching my long, hard shaft vanish into 
her wet hole. 

"OOOOhhhh yeah! Like that... just like that! You're gonna 
make me cum, love!” 

Hermione's tits were flopping about like water balloons, her 
chest heaving. The other three girls were now watching 
intently, crouched beside us on both sides, their fingers 
between their legs, working their pussies. 

"I'm gonna cum too. When I say, everyone sit up around me. 
I'm going to cum on your faces.” 

"Yeah! Do it baby! Shower us with your hot spunk!” shrieked 
Padma, actually clasping her hands gleefully and laughing. 

"Oh! Oh! I can feel your balls slap my ass! I'm gonna cum! 
I'm gonna cuuuum!” cried Hermione. 

Her body went rigid as she pushed her pelvis into mine. I 
gave a mighty thrust as she took all of me into her, her tits 
bouncing up against her chin. Hermione shook as she came. 



her pussy constricting against my shaft. I held off as long as 
I could, then swiftly pulled my cock out, pinching it just 
below the head, and standing. 

“AAaaagh, ok now!” I said. 

The girls madly scrambled, and managed to arrange 
themselves around me: Lavender, Parvati, Hermione, and 
Padma, from left to right. Lavender, Parvati, and Padma were 
still rubbing their cunts as the girls looked up at me 
expectantly. 

”Ok... here I cum,” I grunted, gripping the base of my dick 
with my left hand and pumping the shaft near my dick head 
with my right. 

I aimed at Lavender's smiling upturned face and released. 
The shot was extremely powerful, striking her left cheek and 
ricocheting into Parvati's eye. Parvati flinched and cried out 
as I pumped my shaft hard and unleashed another sperm 
bullet into her scrunched up face. It struck Parvati between 
the eyes, and she flinched again, crying "Ooooh!” 

Hermione was ready for my next shot, and stuck her tongue 
out, closing her eyes. My aim was true, and my thick load 
splashed off her tongue and teeth, running down and 
dripping onto her lap. Padma was shocked at the velocity 
and quantity of semen, and seemed unsure whether she was 
ready to take my jizz in her face. She had leaned back 
slightly from the semi-circle of seventeen years old witches, 
and had raised her hand to her chin, palm out. My wad was 
too fast for her though, and the thick stream of white goo 
slapped across her forehead, down her nose, and over her 
tightly closed lips. 

"I want more over here!” cried Lavender. 



I aimed. I jerked. I jizzed. Lavender expertly took a load 
down her throat without flinching, while I turned again to 
Parvati. She had wiped her eyes free of my cum and now 
giggled as my white boy batter tickled her tongue. I fired 
another shot into Hermione's mouth, who swallowed it 
eagerly. 

Padma still had her lips shut tight as I turned my cock 
towards her, but she had lowered her sticky hand to her lap, 
and was fingering herself again. I shot a fat wad onto her 
lips. I couldn't believe how much cum I had produced, but 
with four sexy witches fucking the shit out of me, it was no 
big surprise that I needed to ejaculate a significant load 
from my balls. 

"Come on. Pad! Taste it! It's really yummy!" said Lavender. 

I managed to shoot one final rope of cum on Padma's face, 
covering her right eye. Hermione turned to her and sucked 
my jizz out of her eye, and began kissing her, forcing her 
mouth open and smearing her tongue with my cum. After a 
few seconds, Hermione and Padma broke apart. 

"Mmmmm, it IS really good!" said Padma, licking her lips. 

Seeing that I had emptied my balls on their pretty faces, 
they turned to their partners and kissed each other, licking 
my jizz from mouths, cheeks, necks, and the remnants that 
had dripped onto their tits. They finger fucked each other 
happily while I watched and gently played with my softening 
cock. They were now moaning softly, wet sounds coming 
from their moist pussies. 

"Bloody hell, that was a huge load!" commented Hermione, 
stroking Padma's cheek. 



“I can't believe you had enough to cum on all our faces... 
twice!" squealed Parvati, playing with Lavender's nipples. 


"You girls took it so well. What do you say we get ourselves 
cleaned up?" I suggested. 

We all headed to the bathroom, and washed ourselves clean 
in the huge dual-head shower. I kissed the girls and helped 
them clean their sexy bodies. I squeezed the soapy sponge 
over Hermione's chest as she threw her head back, letting 
the suds slide over her massive bust. I slurped at Lavender's 
nipples as she squashed my head between her bulbous 
breasts. I scrubbed Parvati's round ass as she spread her 
cheeks, letting the soap slide across her anus and pussy lips, 
to drip down her thighs. 

My cock began to harden again, as Padma put her arms 
around my neck and pressed her lean body against mine, 
letting the water cascade over our naked skin. She kissed 
me hard and long, sandwiching my hard cock between our 
stomachs. My hands roamed down her waist, over her hips to 
her bottom, which I squeezed and pulled against me. She 
ground her smooth groin against me as we kissed. 

Finally she leaned back against the glass of the shower stall 
and looked into my eyes. Her nipples were hard, sticking out 
from the swells of her soft, pale breasts. Keeping an arm on 
my shoulder for balance, she lifted her right leg up, and with 
incredible agility, placed it on my left shoulder. She placed 
her right hand flat beside her head against the glass and 
looked down at my throbbing member. Her pussy lips had 
parted, and I could see her small inner labia, flushed deep 
pink. 

"I want you to fuck me again. I need your cock," said Padma, 
a sultry expression on her face. 



“I'd be happy to, but I think we should give these girls 
something do to as well. Keep them busy," I said quietly to 
her. “Hermione has some toys in her room," I said loudly 
enough for the other girls to hear. 

“Oh! Where are they, Padma?" squealed Lavender. 

“They're in her bedside table. There's lots of them too." 

Lavender bounced out of the bathroom as Parvati pressed 
herself against me from behind, holding my cock. 

“Ooou, looks like you're ready to go again. You'll have to be 
a little lower, hun. I'll guide you into my sister's tight pussy," 
offered Parvati. 

I bent my knees as Padma pushed her pelvis out. My cock 
head pushed her labia aside as I felt the wet warmth of 
Padma's tight pussy hole start to give access to my penis. 
Padma dropped her eyes to watch my dick head slip into her 
pussy. She gasped and bit her lip as I felt my glans slide past 
her opening and her pussy muscles tightened around my 
shaft. Parvati squeezed the base of my shaft and Padma 
released a shuddering sigh. 

I straightened my legs slightly as my cock slid up into 
Padma's cunt. She rotated her pelvis to aid my progress as 
Parvati began stroking my shaft, her hand bumping against 
Padma's stretched pussy. I put one hand on Padma's 
upraised leg and the other on her hip and began to 
withdraw my dick. 

“M-more... I want more of your cock in me," sighed Padma. 

“You heard her," said Hermione, who had stood to Padma's 
left and was playing with her breasts. 



I tightened my grip on her hip and leg and thrust upwards 
forcefully. I penetrated her deeply, pushing her against the 
glass of the shower, her foot lifting off the floor as she 
emitted a high squeak. She linked her hands behind my 
neck and leaned away from the glass, forcing herself farther 
down upon my throbbing cock. Parvati had released my dick 
and was observing from the open side, where Padma's leg 
was still over my shoulder. 

“Oh Sisa, you're taking a lot of him!" said Parvati, cupping 
my and Padma's ass. 

Padma locked eyes with me as I withdrew my dick, now 
soaked with her lubrication. I thrust back into her evenly 
and deeply. 

“Yes... fuck me. Fuck my tight little pussy," she whispered, 
undulating her body as I thrusted faster, penetrating her at 
an even rhythm. 

“Come to this side, Mione. It's a great view. He's really giving 
it to her," said Parvati excitedly, feeling the rhythm of my 
ass as I thrust up into Padma. 

Hermione came over beside Parvati and put her arm around 
Parvati's waist, running her other hand over her stomach 
and up to her perky tits. She bowed her head and sucked 
Parvati's nipple into her mouth, then let her hand fall 
between Parvati's legs. Extending her middle finger, she 
stroked Parvati's clit expertly, still suckling at her breast. 

“Ooooh yeah baby, that feels good," cooed Parvati, still 
watching me fuck Padma. 

Hermione looked over to us, bending down to get a very 
close look at my dick penetrating Padma's pussy. She then 
pushed Parvati against the glass beside Padma and 



crouched in front of her, shoving her face into Parvati's 
crotch. Parvati threw her head back and moaned loudly. She 
pressed her hands behind her against the glass and thrust 
out her chest. Her olive skin glistened with moisture as 
drops of water cascaded over her high breasts, sliding away 
from her erect nipples. I fucked Padma harder, enjoying the 
sensation of her pussy muscles squeezing my shaft as I 
plowed into her. 

“Uhn! Uhn! Uhn! Oh... it feel sooo goood...” Padma moaned, 
sliding her hands over my chest. 

“Wow, you guys are really getting into it." Lavender had 
come back into the bathroom, holding a variety of dildos, 
vibrators, and other sex toys. “Look at you and Padma... 
you're really giving it to her. And Padma, I love the 
flexibility!" 

I looked over to Lavender, who was putting most of the toys 
next to the bathtub. She kept a particularly long translucent 
dildo, and re-entered the shower stall. She swung the dildo 
and smacked Hermione's ass. 

“Ooou!" cried Hermione, turning her head. 

“Get on the floor, girls. We're going to have some fun," said 
Lavender, smiling widely. 

Hermione gently slapped Parvati's pussy lips then slid to the 
floor of the shower stall. Parvati followed, and sat facing 
Hermione, legs spread wide. Hermione moved forward, 
scissoring her legs with Parvati's. The girls leaned back on 
their arms and began grinding their pussies against each 
other. They moaned loudly as they writhed in the water, 
closing their eyes and enjoying the sensations. Lavender 
knelt down and pushed them apart with difficulty. She 
sucked one end of the dildo, drooling over the tip. 



“I want to get a better view of this,” I said to Padma. 


Without withdrawing my cock, I turned Padma so she faced 
the other girls. I put my arm under her leg as she leaned on 
the wall. I now fucked her pussy from behind, holding her 
leg aloft. Her tight ass looked perfect, taught, and round as I 
watched my shaft disappear underneath it, filling her pussy. 
She raised herself on her toes as I thrust into her, her arm 
reaching back as she put her hand on my stomach. 

"Aaaah! Not quite so deep. I can't quite take all of you yet. 
Remember, you just popped my cherry. You're my very first 
fuck.” 

"Sorry Pad, I'll ease off a little.” 

I held her hip with my hand as I thrust evenly, but shallowly 
into her. Her wetness facilitated the motion. 

"Oooohhh... that's better. Aaaaahhhnnnn!” moaned Padma. 

As I continued my thrusting, we watched the action unfold 
before us. Lavender was rubbing one spit-soaked end of the 
double-headed dildo on Hermione's pussy. Hermione bit her 
lip as Lavender pushed the dildo into her pussy, twisting it 
and coating it in Hermione's pussy juice. She thrust it in and 
out a few times, then took the other end and slapped 
Parvati's pussy with it. 

"Ooooh yeah, baby! Stick it in me!” said Parvati, wiggling 
her hips. 

Lavender forced the dildo into her, the bend in it 
straightening out as it penetrated her deeply. Lavender 
looked up at Padma and me smiling, and licked her lips. She 
leaned over the girls' penetrated pussies and put her hand 
flat on the tile floor. With her right hand she firmly gripped 



the dildo and began thrusting it back and forth into 
Hermione and Parvati's cunts. The girls were leaning back on 
their hands, their legs spread wide, and they were staring at 
the large dildo as it slid into them. The girls moaned as 
Lavender thrust the dildo, her hand slapping first on 
Parvati's pussy, then on Hermione's. Their breasts jiggled at 
each thrust, as beads of water cascaded over their tits, 
stomachs, and legs. 

"Oh fuck you look so sexy getting fucked with that dildo," I 
grunted as I continued to fuck Padma. 

The three girls on the floor looked up at me and smiled 
widely. 

"I think your little fuck puppet is getting off on it too," said 
Lavender giggling. 

"Is that right? Pad, do you like watching your friends fuck 
with each other?" 

"Oh! Yes, I love it! I never thought I'd be into girls, but they 
look so sexy! Ahn!" 

"I'm glad to hear it, baby, 'cause I'd like to lick your little 
pussy while it gets stuffed by his monster cock," said 
Lavender sensually. "I'm sure you girls can take care of 
yourselves," she added looking down at Hermione and 
Parvati, who pushed their groins against the dildo, forcing it 
further into them. 

"We'll... ahh.. be ok sweetie," said Parvati, taking the dildo 
and thrusting it back and forth quickly. 

Lavender leaned over and straddled Hermione, sticking her 
bulbous tits in Hermione's face. Hermione sucked her fat 
nipples while Parvati worked the dildo faster into their cunts. 



Lavender moaned and moved her body upwards until she 
was pressing her bald pussy into Hermione's willing face. 
Hermione eagerly lapped at Lavender's labia and clitoris, 
while Lavender leaned forward and kissed Padma gently 
where her red pubes once were. Padma watched her intently 
as she moved her face down and placed her lips over 
Padma's clit. 

"Oh Lav... oh wow..." breathed Padma, tossing her head 
back. 

I could feel my balls slap against Lavender's chin as she 
gave cunnilingus to her friend. As she tongued Padma's clit I 
could feel her brush my thrusting cock with her lips and the 
tip of her tongue. I squeezed Padma's firm ass cheek as I 
pounded her more deeply. Meanwhile, Hermione was 
squeezing Lavender's ass as she sucked her pussy. Parvati 
was eagerly thrusting the dildo between them, breathing 
hard and emitting an occasional moan. 

I felt Lavender's hand circle my girth as I pushed half my 
length into Padma's tight cunt. As I withdrew from my next 
thrust. Lavender pulled my cock back, slipping it free of 
Padma's almost virginal embrace and popping it into her 
waiting mouth, taking it deep into her throat. 

"Hey! I was fucking that!" complained Padma, looking down 
at the top of Lavender's head while she sucked me. 

Lavender slurped spit from my shaft as she pulled it out of 
her mouth. 

"You've been fucking him for the past ten minutes. It's time 
someone else had a go," replied Lavender, jerking my dick. 


"She's right," added Parvati, "her pussy might be tight, but 
we want some cock too!" 



Hermione chimed in from between Lavender's legs, “Yeah, 
and we can give you the added bonus of fucking us in our 
assholes!" 

Padma turned her body and put her hand around the back of 
my neck. She looked at me pleadingly, her leg still raised 
with my hand behind her knee. 

“I could... I could let you fuck me in my ass," she said, 
tentatively. 

The other girls broke out in fits of laughter. I smiled, but 
tried not to laugh, since Padma frowned and seemed 
offended by her friends' outburst of mirth. 

“Awww, hun, you're adorable," giggled Lavender, rubbing 
my dick along Padma's wet pussy lips. 

Padma angrily pushed away from me and Lavender and 
stood against the shower stall wall, crossing her arms over 
her small tits. 

“Padma, don't be mad. It's just that... well... " I looked down 
demonstratively at my engorged, bobbing cock. 

Lavender stood up and pulled her wet hair away from her 
face, running her hands through her hair. Her breasts lifted 
erotically. 

“What's he's trying to tell you is that his cock is much too 
big for your little asshole, Padma. He would tear you apart," 
said Lavender, pulling her ponytail over her shoulder and 
squeezing water out over her tits. 

Padma turned her head to the side, averting her gaze. 
Hermione had pulled the dildo out of her pussy and stood 
beside Lavender. 



“Pad, she's right. We all had anal from him and it kinda 
hurts. Your ass is, like, so small. I don't think you'd like it,'' 
said Hermione. 

“My twin's small too! But he put it in her bum!" protested 
Padma. 

Parvati knelt in front of me while the other girls were 
distracted and stroked my cock with both hands. 

“I've had anal before though. And it still hurt... at first. But 
Merlin, was it ever good when he came deep in my ass," she 
giggled, then began sucking my cock. 

“But... but..." Padma whinged. 

“Padma, I've just fucked you for a little while, let's let the 
other girls have a go. If you really want me to fuck you in the 
ass, I think you should maybe try using a dildo there first, to 
see if you like it," I said, attempting to defuse the situation. 

Padma remained obstinate, and looked away again, turning 
her body this time in an attempt to ignore us. 

“Suit yourself, honey," I said. “Now, I want the rest of you 
sexy witches to face the wall and bend over. Just tell me 
which hole you want me to fuck," I finished, pulling Parvati 
to her feet and kissing her. 

They obediently did as they were asked, presenting their 
full, round asses to me and looking over their shoulders, 
smiling. Lavender was first, then Parvati, then Hermione. I 
approached Lavender and smacked her ass cheek with my 
cock. 

“Oh! Hello big boy!" she giggled. “Fuck my ass, please!" She 
spread her butt cheeks wide. 



I spat on my hand and rubbed it onto my dick head, then 
guided it to Lavender's anus. With some careful pressure, 
my penis popped into her bottom, and I pushed into her 
rectum deeply. 

"Oh fuck yes! Your cock feels good in my ass!" she shouted 
loudly, no doubt goading Padma, who turned her back even 
more. 

I held Lavender's wide hips and fucked her ass with deep, 
even strokes, enjoying the sensation of her buttocks 
clenching and unclenching around my member. I reached 
my right hand over to Parvati's ass and slipped two fingers 
into her pussy. 

"Are you ready to take me, Parv?" I asked. 

"Fuck yes! I want it in my ass too!" she exclaimed. 

I pulled out of Lavender's bottom and stepped behind 
Parvati. I guided my cock to her puckered asshole and 
tapped my target with my fat dick head. 

"Tell me how much you want my cock in your ass," I said, 
rubbing her perfect buttocks 

"Please, baby, I want your huge cock buried in my tight 
ass!" cried Parvati. 

I could see her fingers working feverishly at her clit. I 
squeezed my shaft and forced myself into Parvati's bowels, 
loving the way her anus immediately tightened on my girth 
I squeezed her ass and sodomised her forcefully, pounding 
into her anal hole as she squealed with pleasure. 

"Ooooooohhhh yeeeeeaaaahhh! I love it! I fucking love 
getting anal from you!" she moaned. 



I reached my hands beside me and pulled Lavender and 
Hermione's bottoms in until they were pressed against 
Parvati's, hip-to-hip. My fingers wandered to their moist 
cunts, rubbing their clits. Hermione had half-stood and 
turned to watch me, playing with her tits and licking her 
lips. Her eyes captured me, and although I was fucking 
Parvati's ass, it was Hermione who was turning me on. 

“Does her tight little ass feel good on your big cock, love?" 
Hermione asked me, her big brown eyes filled with 
unadulterated lust. 

“Merlin yes, her asshole is so tight. Are you going to let me 
try yours next?" I replied. 

Hermione held her tit up to her mouth and tongued her 
nipple. 

“Of course. You can take my ass any time you like," she said. 

I smiled at her reassuringly and pumped into Parvati's 
bottom a few more times before withdrawing and stepping 
sideways until my throbbing cock pointed at Hermione's 
plump ass. 

“Spread your ass for me, Mione," I said. 

She arched her back and did as she was told, putting her 
splayed fingers on her cheeks and pulling them apart. She 
exposed her anus to me, and I spat on it, rubbing my saliva 
gently against her butthole. I put one hand on top of her ass 
and the other gripped my shaft as I moved forward, first 
dipping my cock head shallowly into her pussy to gather 
some lubrication, then sliding it up and pushing it against 
her anal opening. 

“Aaaah!" she cried softly, tossing her wet hair. 



I pushed harder and watched her skin pull inward as her 
bottom resisted my entry. 

Hermione moaned again, and pulled her buttocks further 
apart as her sphincter allowed me entry into her bum. I 
pushed slowly but firmly into her, savouring the sensation of 
her anal walls clasping my cock. I heard Hermione whimper, 
so I stopped my forward motion, allowing her tender asshole 
to adjust to my size. 

“Is that too deep, Mione?” I asked, stroking my hand along 
her lower back. 

“No, lovr, it's good. I'm just a little tender from before. Give 
me, like, a second before you start fucking my ass." 

Hermione released her ass cheeks and I felt her asshole 
constrict on my shaft. I moaned with pleasure as she put one 
hand against the wall in front of her, and the other roamed 
to her impaled bottom, touching my dick, feeling how much 
was still exposed. 

“Merlin, you've got asuch big cock... '' she said, as much to 
herself as anyone else. 

I ran my hands over her ass cheeks, cupping and squeezing 
them. I reached under her and touched her wet pussy, 
stimulating her clit with my fingers. She moaned softly. 

“Ok love, stroke that dick in and out of my ass," she said, 
looking back at me. 

I pulled my cock out first, then pushed it into her soft 
bottom. I heard her inhale sharply, but continued to push in 
halfway, then repeated the motion. I developed a steady 
rhythm, careful not to go too fast. I moaned as I watched my 
cock invade her ass, and she responded by pushing back 



against my cock, allowing me deeper access into her 
bottom. I gave her anal for a minute before withdrawing my 
penis and shuffling behind Lavender again. I began fucking 
her ass again, smacking it playfully as she giggled. I 
continued down the line of sweet, round, wet buttocks, 
smacking my cock off their creamy flesh, squeezing them, 
spanking them, fucking them. 1 lost track of time as I 
indulged in an orgy of anal heaven with the three sexy, 
nubile witches. We all moaned and groaned in our ecstasy as 
I pounded each ass in turn, the girls looking back at me, or 
kissing their partner next to them, or arching their backs 
and crying out as they masturbated their pussies. 

I reached the end of the line, and stepped over to begin a 
new round of anal at the left-most ass. I placed my cock 
head against a small, tight anus and pushed hard. I heard a 
scream, and felt pain as my dick was refused entry into the 
tight sphincter. 

“Pad!” I said, my sexual haze broken by her sharp cry. 

It had completely escaped my notice that Padma had taken 
a position next to Lavender, her hands pulling her ass 
cheeks apart, offering herself to me. I stepped back, and 
Padma rubbed her fingers on her asshole. 

“Pad, what are you doing?” I asked. 

“I.. I just wanted to try it,” she replied, still rubbing her sore 
anus. 

“I told you you wouldn't be able to take it, honey,” said 
Lavender, tying not to laugh. 

Padma looked like she was going to cry. She must have felt 
very left out as I fucked her friends anally. 



“Sweetie, I'm sorry, but Lav's right. You're just too small to 
take me without it hurting.'' I approached her again and put 
my cock against her pussy lips. “Why don't I just fuck your 
pussy for now. We can try anal another time, after you've 
had a bit of practice." 

I pushed my cock into her, enjoying the warmth and 
tightness of her recently deflowered womanhood. Her eyes 
fluttered and her mouth opened as she took me inside. She 
sighed deeply and closed her eyes. 

“Mmmmm... ok... ok, just fuck my pussy then. Oooohh that's 
good," she moaned as I thrust slowly into her. 

Lavender stood up straight and pushed herself between 
Padma and the wall of the shower. She put her hands in 
Padma's long, dark locks and pulled her face against her 
ample chest. 

“Suck my tits while he fucks you," Lavender said, looking 
down at her breasts as they pressed against Padma's rosy 
cheeks. 

Padma put her hands on Lavender's hips as her mouth found 
a nipple to suckle. Lavender hummed her approval as I sped 
up my rhythm, holding Padma's narrow waist for leverage. 
Hermione and Parvati had also stood and faced us, but while 
Parvati wore a lusty expression and pinched her nipples as 
she watched us fuck. Hermione just grabbed Parvati's arm 
and pulled her from the shower. 

“Come on, Parv, let' me show you my other toys," she said as 
they left the bathroom. 

“Ooooouu! Somebody's gone get it," laughed Lavender, 
holding Padma's hair as she bounced her round tits against 
Padma's face. 



I saw Padma's right hand move over Lavender's hip and 
down between her legs. 

"Ooooh, Padma! You're learning fast, aren't you?" said 
Lavender, clearly pleased with what Padma's hand was 
doing to her pussy. 

Lavender closed her eyes and writhed against the wall as 
Padma nibbled on her breasts, her face crashing into the 
plump mounds like an ocean wave against boulders each 
time I thrust my manhood deep into her cunt. My hands 
wandered up her slender body to her titties, cupping them 
and feeling her hard nipples on my palms. I fucked her like 
this for several minutes, the three of us pleasuring each 
other enormously. 

Padma's breast-muffled moans became louder and louder, 
and I felt her moisture flow as she approached orgasm. She 
turned her head to the side, resting her cheek on Lavender's 
bosom as she screamed, cumming hard on my cock. Her 
pussy clenched my dick firmly as I penetrated her sex, my 
cock sliding in deep. I pulled her nipples and saw her bite 
Lavender's breast as her body shook. I bit my lip hard so as 
not to cum inside Padma's hot, convulsing pussy, but it was 
to no avail. 

I felt my balls twitch and pulled my cock quickly from 
Padma's tight vaginal embrace. Holding Padma's hip with 
my left hand, I gripped my shaft with my right and felt my 
ejaculate rocket through my dick, spurting up Padma's back 
in a long, thick white stripe. She squeaked as she felt my 
load strike her skin. 

"Aaaagh! Fuck yes!" I moaned as I pumped my cock, 
anticipating the next load. 



My spunk exploded from my dick head, firing another thick 
stream of jizz which laced sideways across the top of 
Padma's tight buttocks. 

“Oooooh! You're cumming on my bottom!" squealed Padma, 
still overcome by her orgasm. 

"Yes, baby! Cum on her hot ass!" Lavender joined in, holding 
Padma's head firmly to her breast. 

I jizzed again, spurting a wad of cream directly on her 
exposed anus, and watched as it oozed down over her pussy 
lips. I saw Padma's fingers appear between her legs, her 
fingers touching my cum and spreading it on her cunt. 

"Please give me more! Cum all over my ass!" begged Padma, 
breathing hard. 

My penis responded by ejaculating on her left buttock and, 
after a few coaxing strokes, again on her right ass cheek. A 
final shot flew from my cock and landed on top of her 
beautiful ass, dripping slowly into the hollow at the small of 
her back. The last few drops fell from the end of my knob as I 
sighed, soaking in the pleasurable afterglow of my orgasm. 

As Padma's orgasm subsided, she looked up at Lavender and 
the girls shared a long, passionate kiss. Lavender took 
Padma's fingers from between her legs and sucked them 
clean. 

"You really came hard. Pad. I bet that felt, like, soooo good," 
observed Lavender. 

Padma only managed a weak nod. 

"She's not the only one that came hard. I've made a bit of a 
mess back here," I added, admiring Padma's cum-coated 



buttocks, and stroking my dick head against her spunk- 
covered buttocks. 

“Don't move Pad, I want to have a look at you," said 
Lavender, stepping away from the wall and standing beside 
me at Padma's backside. 

She gently elbowed me out of the way and stood behind 
Padma, putting her hands on the sides of her ass. 

“Wow, what a load! You're soaked, sweetie. Merlin, your ass 
looks so hot dripping with his cum," Lavender said in 
admiration. 

She bent down and put her face between Padma's legs and 
licked her from her pussy all the way to the top of her ass in 
one long swath. Padma squeaked again and put her hands 
flat against the wall in front of her, jerking as Lavender's 
tongue touched her sensitive clit, then her tight asshole. 
Lavender licked and kissed her buttocks and back, rubbing 
and squeezing her butt cheeks lovingly. She then tilted her 
head up and rubbed her big tits all over Padma's backside, 
occasionally pushing her nipple against Padma's anus or 
pussy. I watched from the side as Lavender rested her giant 
melons on top of Padma's cute ass. 

“You girls are so fucking hot. If you're not careful you're 
going to get me hard again," I said. 

Lavender laughed, “I'm counting on it," she said, then bent 
over and slurped my cum trail up Padma's back. 

She stood up straight and took Padma's arm, turning her 
around to face her. She pulled Padma roughly against her 
and kissed her hard, forcing Padma's mouth open so she 
could share my semen with her. The girls made out for a 
minute, cum dripping from their chins as they kissed each 



other sloppily, groping each others' bodies lustfully. I felt my 
groin stir as I watched them, and felt a strong sexual desire 
return. 

Lavender gave Padma one final pec on the lips, then turned 
the water on, washing Padma and herself clean. Just before I 
was about to join them. Lavender turned off the water and 
pushed Padma to me. I put my arms around Padma's waist 
and looked deeply into her eyes. 

“I'll let you two recover for a minute and go see what's 
happening in the other room," said Lavender, kissing Padma 
and me quickly on the cheeks before leaving she shower, 
taking a towel with her as she fled to Hermione's bedroom. 

Padma returned my gaze and put her arms around my 
shoulders, pushing her\breasts against me. I felt her bare 
pussy lips press against my hanging cock, as if kissing it, 
and I felt it begin to grow. 

“Thank you," she said quietly. 

“No, thank you," I replied. 

Padma smiled faintly, then said, “I think I should go." 

“Why? There's plenty more fun to be had." 

“I... I don't think I can watch you have sex with the other 
girls any more. At least, not, like, right now. Not after you 
made me cum like that," she answered, looking down and 
touching my chest with her open palm. 

“Are you jealous?" I asked. 


“Um... well, yeah. I mean, it felt really special when you were 
inside me. But when I saw you... um, have sex with their... 



their bottoms ... I don't know... I felt really lonely, I guess." 


"Padma, I think you're amazing, and sexy, and-" 

"-Thanks, but it's too weird for me right now. It's ok. You 
have fun... I just can't watch," Padma finished, looking back 
up at me with her innocent eyes. 

"Ok Padma, I understand," I reassured her, stroking her wet 
hair. 

"Do you... um... want to see me again?" Padma said in a 
high voice. 

"Of course I do. You know where Hermione and I stay. 
Everytime you feel the need, drop by... we always like a bit 
of fun..." 

Padma beamed. "Ok." 

She kissed me again, then left the shower. She toweled off in 
front of me, then blew me a kiss and left the room. I gave her 
a few minutes to say goodbye to the girls and get her 
clothes as I dried myself off. I was tired from having sex with 
so many girls at once, but my libido refused to subside. I sat 
on the edge of the Jacuzzi and ran my hands through my 
hair, thanking my lucky stars and my kinky girlfriend for my 
good fortune. 

While I contemplated my situation, I heard giggling and 
squealing from Hermione's bedroom. I was eager to 
investigate. 

I walked into Hermione's bedroom, my cock bouncing in 
front of me like an elephant's trunk. I laughed at the scene 
before me. Lavender was chasing Parvati around the room, 
wearing a large, monster transfigured cock... more likely one 



of those strap-on dildos that became like real dick when put 
in place around a witch. Hermione was watching from the 
bed, casually stroking a vibrator along her moist slit as she 
smiled. Parvati shrieked and giggled as Lavender bounced 
after her, the fake cock waving wildly. 

“Come here so I can stick my big cock in your ass, you little 
slut!" laughed Lavender, her breasts bouncing high on her 
chest as she scampered after Parvati, who ran behind me, 
hugging me tightly. 

“Don't let her get me!" she cried in mock fear. 

Lavender stopped in front of me and put her hands on her 
hips, looking down at my penis. 

“Let's see who's bigger," she said, seemingly forgetting 
about her pursuit of Parvati. 

She approached me and stuck her pelvis out, holding the 
fake/transfigured cock next to my cock. 

“I win," I said, holding my cock out, which reached all the 
way to her tummy. “And I'm not even hard." 

The fake cock was a couple inches short of touching me. 
Lavender gripped ther cock and batted at my cock with it in 
a penis sword fight. I grabbed her nipples and pinched them 
hard. She cried out and jumped back, rubbing her tender 
nubs. 

She put both hands back on her cock and began stroking it 
exaggeratedly. 


“Is this what you're going to do when you think about us 
later?" asked Lavender, teasing me. 



“Actually... no..." I laughed. 

Parvati's hand reached around my waist and gripped my 
cock firmly, then began stroking it. 

“What ever... with us is much more fun," she giggled. 

I felt her nipples harden against my back. 

“So, what are you going to do with your new appendage. 
Lav?" I asked. 

“If you'll let me have her. I'd like to put this in Parv's bum," 
Lavender replied. 

“Parv, what do you say?" 

“Oh, alright. If I can't have the real thing I'll take a boning 
from Lav," Parvati said, relinquishing my cock and 
approaching Lavender. 

I walked by the girls, smacking Parvati's sweet bottom on 
the way past. 

“We're going to use another room, Mione. Have fun you 
two!" said Lavender, waving at us before chasing Parvati 
from the room holding her fake cock like a real cock... well, 
maybe it was trnsfigured, but every girl who touched and 
felt it, all said it was like the real deal, just it dindn't 
ejaculate. 

I sat on the edge of the bed and looked at Hermione. She 
looked at me with that mischievous smile of hers. I leaned 
over to her and kissed the outside her thigh between her hip 
and her knee. I planted soft kisses up to her curvy hip. She 
still hadn't moved, but her arms squeezed her breasts 
tighter and they bulged sensually. 



I leaned over her leg and kissed the top of her thigh, then 
continued down to her knee. I tipped her knees up until they 
pointed to the ceiling, her feet flat on the bed. I extended 
her right leg and placed her heel on my shoulder. I kissed 
the inside of her calf down to her ankle. She kept her legs 
closed tight, but I could see her chest and face flush red. Her 
arms had moved to her sides, and her hands cupped her 
bountiful breasts, concealing her large pink nippies. I began 
kissing back up her calf, approaching her knees. 

I gently attempted to pulled her knees apart. Hermione 
resisted at first, but I kept kissing and she relented, her 
knees separating slowly. I kissed along the inside of her right 
thigh, occasionally blowing my breath on her sensitive skin. 

I saw goose bumps break out on her legs and she opened 
her mouth and sighed. Very slowly, I kissed my way towards 
her smooth, bare mound, lingering at a spot centimeters 
from her pussy lips. She was leaning on her elbows watching 
me intently, her eyes large, her mouth open, her fingers 
pushing into the soft flesh of her tits. 

“Oh yes, put your mouth on my pussy," she whispered. 

Her legs were now spread wide allowing me access to her 
womanhood. I saw her juices glisten in between her slightly 
parted labia. I positioned my mouth at her opening, almost 
touching it. I breathed heavily on her pussy lips and 
watched as her lip trembled. She pushed her hips up, hoping 
to make contact with my mouth, but I backed away just in 
time, teasing her. 

“Bloody hell, please eat my pussy!" she begged, " I want to 
feel your tongue inside me." 

I felt her feet on my back, pushing me towards her moist 
twat as she raised her hips again. I pushed her back down 



on the bed and planted soft kisses on her mound where her 
pubic hair used to be. She rolled her head on the pillow and 
shivered as I moved down, gently kissing her outer labia and 
tickling them with the tip of my tongue. Her juices were now 
flowing freely, and I could smell her womanly musk. 

I used my fingers to spread her labia, and admired her deep 
pink inner lips, coated liberally in her juices. I blew on her 
clit and she twitched, biting her lower lip. 

“Aaaahhh...love, please suck my clit. You're driving me 
crazy," said Hermione, looking down at me between her tits. 

I stuck my tongue out and touched her clitoris with the tip, 
barely making contact. I tickled it gently and Hermione 
moaned loudly. I looked into her eyes as I gradually applied 
more pressure to her clit, my tongue now doing slow circles 
around it as I continued to hold her pussy lips open. I felt her 
clit harden as I massaged it, and Hermione squeezed her tits 
and moaned her approval. This continued for several 
minutes, and Hermione responded by rhythmically rotating 
her hips in time with my clit-licking. She pinched her nipples 
and sighed and groaned as I sped up my tonguing. 

"Put you finger in me," she squeaked in a high voice. 

I looked at her open pussy, and ran my finger across her wet 
hole. Her juices were leaking profusely, and I decided to 
sample her sweet flavour before I began fingering her. Using 
both my hands, I spread her pussy open further and slipped 
my tongue between her inner labia, parting them and 
pushing into her hot opening. I pushed it in as far as I could, 
my mouth pushing against her mound. I bobbed my head 
rapidly, tongue-fucking her cunt, my nose bumping against 
her hard clit. 



“Oooohhh merlin yeah! Oh love that feels so amazing!” she 
cried, watching me, her brow knit. 

I wiggled my tongue inside her then withdrew it and lapped 
her sweet fluids from her asshole to her clit, pushing my 
tongue flat and hard against her sopping mound. She 
emitted a long, loud moan and tossed her head back, 
shaking in pleasure. I let my tongue linger at her clitoris, 
flicking it rapidly over her hard love bean as I slipped my 
middle finger deep into her cunt, wiggling it about and 
rubbing her g-spot. 

"Fuck! Oh fucking merlin, yeah! Get that pussy!” 
encouraged my kinky girlfriend, bucking her hips into my 
face. 

I pursed my lips and sucked her clit between them, still 
teasing it with the tip of my tongue. I sucked it hard and 
long as I rubbed the inside of her vaginal wall. Hermione was 
losing control, and she pressed her huge tits together and 
pinched her hard nipples, squealing with pleasure. She 
pulled her breasts to the side again so she could look at me 
as I suckled her clitoris eagerly. 

"Put another finger in me, love... ooohhhh I love how you eat 
my pussy,” she moaned, breathing hard, her enormous chest 
rising and falling quickly. 

I obliged her, slipping my ring finger inside her alongside 
my middle finger. I felt her pussy muscles tighten and she 
cried out again. 

"Yes, yes, yes, yes! Put another one inside! See if you can fit 
three fingers in my little pussy!” she begged. 

I ferociously tongued her clit as I forced my index finger into 
her tight opening, curling it up with the others, stimulating 



her g-spot with quick, firm strokes against the rough patch 
of skin inside her. She had leaked her lubrication all over my 
palm and chin. I sucked it up, savouring her tangy flavour, 
and sucked hard on her outer labia as I finger fucked her. 

She was now bucking her hips quickly, approaching a 
powerful orgasm. Her hands flew down to my head, pulling 
at my hair and forcing my face against her dripping cunt. 

“Oh fuck yeah, love. I'm cumming! I'm cumming on your 
face! Yeah yeah yeah yeah yeeeeaaaaaahhh!" screamed 
Hermione, arching her back and sticking her massive 
mammaries in the air, squashed between her arms. 

I withdrew my fingers (actually, there were more accurately 
forced out) from her convulsing pussy, and held her legs 
apart, as I suspected what might happen next. Indeed, true 
to my prediction, Hermione's twat erupted in an orgasmic 
torrent of pussy cum. I was prepared for it, and opened my 
mouth to catch the spray. I felt it hit the back of my throat, 
and I swallowed involuntarily. Her fluid was warm and hot 
tasting. 

She screamed in ecstasy as a second wave hit her, and a 
wave of a different kind hit me in the chin and down my 
chest, spurting from her smooth mound in a powerful jet. 
Hermione was sitting up on her elbows now, squeezing the 
life out of her breasts, watching her snatch explode with 
another squirt of her cum. I caught a large volume of her 
juice in my mouth and held it there as I ran my fingers over 
her sopping mound. 

She shuddered and a few small squirts lept from between 
her labia, but it was clear her orgasm was abating. She 
jerked convulsively every few seconds as her orgasm send 
shockwaves of pleasure through her hot sexy body. She 



eventually opened her eyes and stared at me lustfully. Her 
hands relaxed on her bulging breasts, and her fingers traced 
circles around her nipples. 

'That was... that was the best licking you've ever gave me. 
Oooohhhh, woooooooow," she said, laughing a little. 

Her pussy juice dripped from my chin as I moved up her 
body. 

"Why aren't you saying anything? Wait... do you...?" she 
said, looking at me suspiciously. 

I was on top of her, and pushed her hands against her tits, 
getting her to push them together. She looked at me and 
understood. She smiled as I positioned my face above her 
big, round tits, and I dribbled her pussy squirt from my 
mouth, letting it splash down on her sweet mounds. After 
watching it drip over her globes, I moved up. She took my 
face in her hands and opened her mouth. I dripped the last 
of her pussy juice into her open mouth. She caught it, not 
missing a drop, then sat up as I leaned down to kiss her. She 
passed her squirt back to me, and I passed it back to her, 
both of us consuming it until there was nothing left. We 
swirled our tongues together and she wrapped her legs 
around me, pushing my cock shaft against her wet pussy. I 
felt her cum-coated breasts press firmly against my chest as 
we made out. I was extremely excited, and began stroking 
my hard cock along her bare slit. She jerked and gasped. 

"Oh! Harry... you animal..." she gasped suddenly. 

I kissed her mouth hard, then down her neck to her chest. I 
licked and sucked her tits, enjoying the taste of her cum and 
the hardness of her nipples. I flicked my tongue over her 
right nipple as I pinched the other one. 



She sighed deeply and said, 'That was, like, so fucking 
good." 

"I'm glad you enjoyed it. I love licking your pussy... and now 
that it's nice and bare. So smooth and silky," I said, and we 
shared a laugh. 

She touched my cheek with her fingers and looked at me, 
her eyes soft, her cheeks red. 

"Um... so... did you like my surprise?" grinned my girlfriend. 

"Why didn't you told me about you and Lav?" 

"Oh... I don't know... it started last year... we were a little 
drunk after a quidditch game party... we started making 
out... we made many things together... then another time, 
and another... soon we became so involved that now I was 
with her, kissing in a broom closet... then we were sneaking 
somewhere to take care of me..." Hermione said. 

"That's why you were so horny all those times when you 
practically dragged me someplace?" I finished, stroking my 
dick along her slit again. 

"Big time..." 

"You kinky witch... 

"Oooohhhhh yeah... now... we definitely have to do 
something about this thing, don't we?" giggled Hermione, 
reaching down to caress my throbbing manhood. 

She pushed me over and rolled so she was on top. She sat 
up and gripped my cock, stroking it firmly and evenly with 
both hands, her arms squeezing her buxom chest and 
causing it to bounce with every stroke. I put my hands 



behind my head and enjoyed the view of Hermione's tousled 
dark brown hair, her big brown eyes and radiant smile, her 
beautiful curvy body, her mouth-watering tits, her hands 
pumping my meat, her legs straddling mine. She looked 
alternately in my eyes, then down to my thick cock between 
her hands, her chest and cheeks flushing with excitement 
from the sensation of her hands wrapped around my 
throbbing member, my purple dick head pointing up at her 
aggressively, challenging her to allow it inside her mouth, 
her ass, her pussy. 

We were lost in our unspoken pleasure, but eventually 
noticed a consistent moaning coming from down the hall, 
joined at times by another female voice, commanding, yet 
playful. Hermione stopped stroking me and tilted her head. 

“Come on!" she said, leaping off me and pulling me by the 
cock. 

“Ow!" I cried, forced to follow her or let my dick be torn from 
my body. 

I scampered awkwardly behind Hermione down the hall to 
her parents room, bumping into her bottom as she stopped 
suddenly beside her door. We peeked around the corner of 
the door frame to see what Lavender and Parvati were 
getting up to. 

Her parents' bed in this simulation of her house was in the 
same place as I remembered...nat the end of the room 
opposite the door, positioned sideways underneath a large 
window which faced the backyard. Lavender was lying on 
her back with Parvati on top of her, reverse-cowgirl. 
Lavender's hands were on Parvati's buttocks, spreading 
them apart. Parvati was leaning forward, her hands on 
Lavender's knees, bending her waist sharply as she pumped 



her sweet ass up and down on Lavender's groin. Lavender, of 
course, was still wearing that fake real life cock, and Parvati 
rode it with enthusiasm. 

“Oh yeah. Lav, you're fucking my ass so good!" moaned 
Parvati. 

“Your ass looks so amazing taking my big cock, baby. Ride 
me hard!" replied Lavender, smiling ear-to-ear. She seemed 
to enjoy the idea of having a cock of her own to fuck her 
sexy room mate and girlfriend. 

Hermione and I looked at each other and suppressed a 
laugh. She was still gripping my cock firmly behind her 
back, and as we watched her former room mates fuck, she 
began slowly stroking it and rubbing the tip against her ass 
cheeks. I kissed her back and reached around to cup her 
heavy breasts, squeezing them as I watched the sex on the 
bed. Hermione responded by stroking me more firmly, and I 
slid my fingers down to her smooth pussy, feeling the 
moisture between her legs. 

After watching for a few minutes, Hermione said, “I think we 
should join them." 

“Jeez Lav, you're going to make me envious. You're enjoying 
having a cock a bit too much," I said, laughing as me and 
my girlfriend entered the room. 

The girls both looked towards us, but did not stop fucking. 

“This is, like, so fun! I totally wish I had a big cock like yours. 
I'd fuck everything in sight!" giggled Lavender, thrusting 
her hips against Parvati's bottom. 

“Well I, for one, am glad you don't," I chuckled, approaching 
the bed and admiring the view of the fake cock penetrating 



Parvati's anus. 


Hermione put her hands on Parvati's round buttocks and 
squeezed them, bending over to get a close-up view of the 
action. Her breasts hung down sensually and my dick 
bobbed in response. Lavender noticed my massive erection 
and put her hand around it, turning her head to face me and 
pulling it to her mouth. She sucked my knob hard, the pull 
of her mouth and lips causing me to gasp in pleasure. She 
began stroking it as her other hand wandered to her nipple, 
pinching it as it became hard. 

“Mmmm, that is one delicious cock. I'm sorry Mione, I just 
had to taste it again," said Lavender after popping my dick 
from her mouth and licking her lips. 

"Oh that's ok. Lav. I don't mind sharing my boyfriend with 
you and Parv and Pad..." 

"I kindof got that pretty clear, Mione..." smirked Lavender. 

"Good... now... we've got two cocks available... why don't 
we give Parv some DP?" said Hermione, smirking back. 

"Oooou yeah! Get that cock over here and fuck my pussy!" 
squealed Parvati, clearly approving of the idea. 

She leaned back and put her arms on either side of 
Lavender, planting her feet and spreading her knees. 
Hermione kissed her and began rubbing her pussy while I 
got in position at the foot of the bed. I looked at Parvati's 
spread pussy lips, soaked with her juices, as Hermione 
teased herclit. I straddled Lavender's legs and rubbed my 
penis along Parvati's wet slit, then pushed my dick head 
against her opening. Parvati winced slightly, and there was 
strong resistance against my cock. 



“Relax, Parv,” soothed Hermione, brushing Parvati's hair 
from her face and caressing her breasts lovingly. “Just let 
him in." 

Parvati looked at Hermione, then at me. I nodded 
reassuringly, and she smiled faintly, before closing her eyes 
and returning my nod. I pushed again, harder, and felt her 
tight pussy relent against my hard cock, the head vanishing 
into her depths. She moaned deeply as I entered her slowly, 
the pleasure intense, as her vaginal muscles embraced my 
length. 

“Ooooh baaaby... Oooooohhhh..." she moaned as her eyes 
opened to look down her body at my shaft as it penetrated 
her. 

I paused for a moment to let her adjust, then pulled out 
slowly. I stroked it into her pussy again, feeling another wave 
of intense pleasure. I could feel the hard fake cock inside her 
as the underside of my cock slid against it, and I moaned as 
the sensation overcame me. 

“How does that feel, Parv?" I asked, leaning down to kiss her 
nipples as the pointed to the ceiling. 

“It's so good. You and Lav are, like, filling me up so much!" 
she breathed. 

At that moment, I felt movement against my cock. Lavender 
was pivoting her hips, sliding her cock out of Parvati's ass. I 
closed my eyes, enjoying the feeling, as Lavender pushed 
her cock back in. 


“Oooooooh!" cried Parvati, arching her back and pushing her 
breasts against my face. 



I decided she was ready for Lavender and I to fuck her at the 
same time. I started stroking in and out of her wet pussy as 
Lavender fucked her ass with her cock. Parvati moaned and 
squealed in ecstasy as we double-penetrated her, picking up 
our pace. I felt the fake cock slide against me through her 
vaginal wall; sometimes thrusting into her simultaneously, 
and sometimes forcing its way into her bottom as I was 
withdrawing from her cunt. It was an incredible sensation 
and I reveled in it. 

“Bloody fucking hell, this is amazing!" I said. 

"Oh baby, I know! I can't believe I'm getting my ass and my 
pussy fucked at the same time! Aaaaahhnnn! It's incredible! 
You both feel so good filling my holes!" said Parvati, looking 
at me with lustful eyes as she took us, her body bouncing 
and twitching as we thrust into her. 

"I wish I could feel what you two were feeling, but this is still 
getting me really hot," said Lavender. 

I looked at Hermione and smiled. She was watching us, 
fascinated, absentmindedly playing with her breasts and 
pussy. I saw Lavender's arm move out and her hand reached 
between Hermione's legs, stimulating her pussy with her 
fingers. 

"Let me suck on your tits while Lav fingers you," I said. 

Hermione leaned in and cupped her breasts, offering them 
to me. I nibbled Parvati's tit, then Hermione's as we 
continued to DP Parvati, her moans filling the room. After 
several minutes, Parvati's cries of pleasure became louder. 

"Aaaah, I'm going to cum on your cocks!" she screamed. 



Lavender and I sped up our thrusting as Parvati's body 
quivered between us. I watched Parvati's eyes roll back as 
she came, her pussy clenching tightly against my shaft as I 
struggled to push it into her. 

"Yeah baby, I can feel your cum drip onto my pussy!" 
squealed Lavender. 

Parvati shook, her tits pointing skyward, wobbling on her 
chest. I stopped thrusting, both my cock and the fake one 
buried deep inside her. I felt the last of her orgasmic 
convulsions subside and mentally congratulated myself on 
being able to hold back my own cum. I withdrew from 
Parvati and saw that her pussy had leaked down over her 
ass, down the column of the fake cock, and onto Lavender's 
pussy lips. 

Parvati pushed herself up as Hermione reached between us 
to grasp the fake cock, pulling it slowly from Parvati's 
bottom. It came free, Parvati's anus closing. I put my arm 
around her back and lifted her to me, hugging her tightly as 
Lavender swung her legs to sit on the edge of the bed. Her 
hand was still at work between Hermione's legs. Parvati 
kissed me hard, then looked down at me through tangles of 
her beautiful blonde hair. 

"Thank you... that was really nice," she said, putting her 
hands on my cheeks. 

I kissed her breasts gently. 

"You're very welcome, my dear. I'm glad you liked it." 

As Parvati climbed off me and leaned against the wall by the 
window, a contented smile on her face. Lavender jumped 
from the bed and began frantically unfastening the straps of 
the fake cock, which again became visible. 



'That was so hot! I SO have to try that," blurted Lavender. 


"That did look so fucking hot... and seeing you with a big 
cock made me so fucking horny," added Hermione. 

"I'm glad you thought so, 'cause now you're going to fuck 
me with it!" Lavender said, pulling Hermione to her and 
kissing her. 

When they stopped kissing. Lavender brought the fake cock 
up between them and put it in her mouth, sucking it clean. 
She then pointed it at Hermione, who also took it into her 
mouth, maintaining eye contact with Lavender as she took it 
deep into her throat. Lavender pulled it out and Hermione 
slurped spit from the tip, then both girls laughed. 

"Ok hun, let's get you a cock!" giggled Lavender, rubbing 
the tip on Hermione's nipple. 

"I'll keep him hard while you girls get ready," said Parvati, 
pulling me down onto the bed and kneeling between my 
legs. 

She tucked her hair behind her neck and picked up my cock, 
stroking it quickly. She winked at me as she licked up my 
shaft, then began sucking my dick head while she used both 
hands to stroke me. While Parvati sucked her cum from my 
dick, I watched Hermione step into the straps of the dildo, 
keeping her balance with her hand on Lavender's shoulder. 
Lavender helped Hermione adjust the straps, and before 
long Hermione had an appendage jutting out from her 
abdomen, with no traces of the straps which melted into her 
skin. She jumped up and down, watching as her cock 
bounced, while I watched her luscious tits bounce. Parvati 
was now taking my cock deeper into her throat, and I 
moaned loudly. 



“Doesn't she look hot with a nice dick?" laughed Lavender. 


“Why don't you suck it, bitch?" joked Hermione, holding her 
cock demonstratively and wanking it. 

“Happy to!" said Lavender, and crouched down. 

She took the fake cock and began sucking it avidly. Parvati 
popped my dick from between her sweet lips and hopped off 
the bed, taking my hand as she did so. She pulled me up 
and had me stand next to Hermione. I put my hand around 
Hermione's waist and pulled our hips together. Parvati 
crouched and resumed sucking me off, matching Lavender's 
blow job rhythm. 

“Bloody hell, that looks really hot," Hermione said, putting 
one hand behind me to squeeze my ass and the other on the 
back of Lavender's head. 

I did the same with Parvati and we watched them bob their 
heads on our cocks, slurping and sucking, looking up at us 
with desire in their eyes. 

“Let's trade," suggested Lavender to Parvati. 

Reluctantly, Parvati relinquished her hold on my penis, and 
Lavender shuffled over, taking me in her mouth and 
instantly deep throating me all the way to my balls. 

“Aaaaagh! Fuck yeah!" I exclaimed, feeling my shaft get 
squeezed as Lavender attempted to subdue her gag reflex. 

Hermione, meanwhile, had walked behind Lavender, and, 
using her hands to lift Lavender's hips, put her in a standing 
position, but bent at the waist. As Lavender held her chin 
against my balls, Parvati helped out by spreading Lavender's 
ass cheeks, and Hermione pushed the fake cock into her. 



Lavender blinked rapidly and teared up, finally sliding my 
dick from her mouth and coughing, spit dripping off her chin 
and the tip of my penis. 

“Oh yeah, Mione, push your big cock into my pussy!" she 
demanded. 

Hermione put her hands on Lavender's curvy hips and thrust 
into her. Lavender's face mashed into my genitals as she 
grabbed my hips to keep her balance, having been knocked 
forward by Hermione's powerful thrust. She cried out in 
surprise and pleasure. 

"OH! Baby! That's it, fuck that pussy hard!" Lavender said. 

Parvati stood next to Hermione, occasionally smacking 
Hermione's or Lavender's ass hard, or fondling Hermione's 
jiggling tits. Lavender held my hips with both hands as I 
guided my cock back into her mouth. I fucked her face while 
Hermione fucked her pussy. We exchanged lustful glances 
and mischievous grinns at each other over Lavender's 
curved back while we had our way with her at both ends. 

After a few minutes. Lavender pulled my cock out and said, 
"This is so amazing, but I need to try some DP, you guys. I've 
never done it before." 

"Ok, sweetie. Hermione, lie on the rug here," I instructed, as 
Lavender stood upright and Hermione pulled the fake cock 
from Lavender's cunt, soaked with her lubrication. 

Hermione lay on the thick rug on the bedroom floor, her 
breasts pulled to the sides of her chest. Lavender straddled 
her and lowered herself down, leaning in to make out with 
her girlfriend. When she turned her head to see what I was 
doing, she noticed my intention. Next to us, on the adjacent 



wall, there was a large mirror on the closet door. It gave us a 
glorious side view of the action. 

“I love the view! I can watch you both fuck me!” squealed 
Lavender in delight. 

Hermione reached between her and Lavender to grip her 
fake cock, her breast bulging as her arm pushed it up on her 
chest. 

”Sit on my cock, you little slut,” commanded Hermione. 

Parvati, who was sitting beside me with her feet tucked 
under her, held Lavender's ass as we watched her guide the 
fake cock into her wet pussy. Lavender took it deep and 
bounced on it a few times to get used to the new position. 
Meanwhile, Parvati leaned over and sucked my dick, spitting 
on the tip and stroking it along my shaft. She then spit on 
Lavender's asshole and rubbed it in with her fingers. 

"Ok Lavs, hold still while he puts it in your ass,” said Parvati 
as I got to my feet and crouched over Lavender's gorgeous 
bottom. 

Parvati held my column firmly as I gripped Lavender's hips, 
and I pushed my cock head into her anus. Lavender cried 
out as I penetrated her bottom, and I moaned as, once 
again, I felt the glorious tightness of hot ass clenching my 
throbbing member. I thought I was going to blast my load 
deep in her bowels as another wave of pleasure consumed 
me. I paused to regain my composure. 

"Oh... my... WOW! I've got two dicks in me! 
Aaaaahhhhmmmmm... you're right, Parv, it feels so fucking 
good!” moaned Lavender as I began to withdraw. 



I looked in the mirror and saw that everyone else was doing 
the same. We smiled at each other as we looked at the sexy 
reflected image next to us. Hermione and Lavender's 
enormous breasts were touching, and Hermione's hands 
roamed up to them, fondling and squeezing them and 
rubbing their nipples together. She began tilting her hips, 
pushing her cock into Lavender's twat, and I felt the 
movement inside her against my shaft. I began thrusting as 
well, and soon Lavender was wailing as two cocks pistoned 
in and out of her holes. 

We fucked Lavender silly for some time while watching each 
other in the mirror. My thighs burned with the effort, but I 
kept a steady rhythm, pounding deep into Lavender's 
bowels as Hermione penetrated her cunt. Lavender moaned 
and arched her back, sticking her ass in the air and creating 
a deep curve at her lower back. Her large breasts bulged 
between her arms as they bounced against Hermione's. 
Lavender still had her hair tied in pigtails, and I grabbed 
onto them, gently pulling her head back as I muttered in her 
ear. 

“How do you like getting stuffed with two cocks at once, 
baby? I bet you love it. You love taking my big dick deep in 
your arse while my busty girlfriend fucks your sweet pussy 
with her cock, don't you? Tell me how it feels to get DP'd by 
us." 

“Ooooohhh fuuuuuuck... yeah, talk dirty to me! I love how 
you both fill me. It's better than I ever imagined! UUUhhh! 
You're stuffing my holes so good with your huge cocks! 
Aaaaahhh! You look so fucking hot taking me from both 
sides! I love it! I love getting DP'd!" Lavender said in 
between squeaks and moans as Hermione and I drove our 
penises into her asshole and cunt. 



I reached under Lavender's arms and fondled the two soft, 
round, full pairs of breasts. I pinched their nipples and 
playfully slapped the sides of their fabulous titties, bouncing 
them against each other. As I was feeling up Hermione's tit 
with my right hand, and Lavender's tit with my left, my foot 
slipped and I accidentally drove my cock balls-deep into 
Lavender's bottom. At the same time Hermione had thrust 
into Lavender's pussy with her cock. I felt the length of the 
fake cock pushing against the underside of my cock as 
Lavender's holes clenched tight. 

“AAAAHHHH! Ssshhhiiiit! Fuck that's deep! Oh merlin but 
you're both so deep in me!" screamed Lavender. 

"Shit, sorry Lav," I said, regaining my footing. 

My hands were sandwiched between the girls' tits and I was 
unable to move. Hermione moved her hips and I felt her 
cock slide down my shaft, causing me to moan. Lavender 
moaned with me. 

"Oh yeah, Mione. Fuck my pussy while your boyfriend's 
buried deep in my ass. Can you feel her inside me?" said 
Lavender. 

"Yeah, I can feel her cock through your pussy. It feels really 
good running along my cock inside you," I responded. 

Hermione was pushing her cock back into Lavender's pussy, 
and once again I felt the pressure around my member 
increase, squeezing me pleasurably. 

"Fuck, that's hot. Fuck me, Mione... and you keep that dick 
buried in my ass," she addressed us in the mirror. 

Hermione picked up her rhythm as I felt the fake cock stroke 
my shaft. The constricting and relaxing of Lavender's bottom 



massaged my length, causing my balls to tingle. I watched 
the girls kiss passionately, their breasts pressed firmly 
together, and leaned back to inspect Lavender's sexy 
skewered bottom. 

"Uhh... uuuhhh... uuhhh, ok, ok baby, let him fuck my ass. 
Push your cock deep in my pussy and let him fuck my ass," 
Lavender said frantically to Hermione, their lips nearly 
touching. 

Hermione forced her fake cock deep into Lavender, and I put 
my hands on her sweet ass, sliding my manhood from her 
anus. I withdrew it all the way, admiring her gaped asshole. 

"Wow, Lav. Your ass looks so fucking hot," I commented. 

"Have you stretched it out for me, honey? I'm, like, so ready 
to take you. Please fuck it, baby. Fuck it deep and hard," she 
begged, admiring my cock in the mirror as it swayed in front 
of her anal opening, poised to strike. 

I spread her cheeks and dipped my cock into her bottom 
deep and hard, as requested. Lavender cried out as my balls 
struck her impaled pussy, and I pulled out quickly, again 
admiring her beautiful round ass as my glistening cock 
emerged from her bowels. I thrust into her arse again, 
vocalising my pleasure as I buried my cock to the hilt. I 
repeated my actions again and again, pulling out all the way 
after each thrust. 

"Oh fuck that feels incredible! Your ass is taking me really 
well Lav. I fucking love it!" I couldn't help but compliment 
her ability to take deep anal from my large penis, especially 
when her pussy was stuffed with Hermione's cock. 


"Yes baby yes! Your cock feels so good in my ass!" she 
responded. 



Parvati, whom we had all but forgotten about, had been 
fingering herself as she watched, but decided she needed 
more stimulation. She crawled over to Hermione's head and 
straddled it, forcing her perfectly toned ass between the 
girls' faces. Lavender sat up to give her room, and used one 
hand to stroke Parvati's cunt. I pulled my dick out of 
Lavender's ass and spread Hermione's legs apart so I could 
sit between them. I stretched my legs out overtop hers and 
positioned myself so my balls were nearly touching her 
pussy-parallel to her cock. I helped Lavender sit up, 
balancing on her haunches, her feet on the floor, and 
lowered her onto my cock, penetrating her stretched asshole 
again, while Hermione guided her cock back into her pussy. 

Parvati lowered her pussy onto Hermione's mouth as 
Lavender bounced hard on our cocks.. They were now 
entering her fuck holes in unison, and she took them deep, 
screaming in pleasure. She squeezed one of her own tits and 
one of Hermione's as she rode us. Parvati ground her cunt on 
Hermione's mouth and tugged at her perky nipples. I 
watched in the mirror as the four of us fulfilled our sexual 
desires, pleasing each other in a wild orgy or writhing, naked 
bodies. 

Parvati, deciding we should both have a taste of her sweet 
pussy juice, switched from Hermione to me, kneeling on 
either side of my head so I could stuff my tongue into her 
moist, warm pussy. I sucked her labia and probed her cunt 
with my fingers and mouth. I licked her clit hard and fast as 
she moaned her approval and sat up so she could watch me 
eat her out. I looked over her toned, flat tummy, past her 
perky tits and erect nipples, and up to her pretty face, 
framed by her raven hair. She had put her hands on the top 
of her chest, and was sucking on the index finger of her left 
hand as she watched me through dark, half-lidded eyes. This 
lovely view, combined with the tangy taste of Parvati's 



pussy, and the firm, tight grip of Lavender's buttocks on my 
cock, was enough to make me wonder if I had died and gone 
to some sexual nirvana. 

Soon, Lavender's moans became more urgent. Parvati and I 
turned our heads to look in the morror. Lavender was 
bouncing frantically on the cocks and had lost all control, 
tossing her head form side to side and holding her arms in 
the air, elbows pointing to the ceiling, hands behind her 
head. Her tits rebounded off her chest with each bounce, 
flying up and suspending in mid-air before gravity brought 
them down, crashing against her ribs and sending ripples of 
sweet flesh across her bosom. 

“Oooooh gooooooooood I'm cumiiiiiiiiiiinnnnnnnng!" she 
loudly exclaimed as she closed her eyes and let her body 
descend heavily on our cocks. 

I felt her ass clench tight as it hit my thighs and I heard 
Lavender squeal as she came. Her arms were still raised and 
Hermione gripped Lavender's quivering tits as her body 
shook violently. Lavender's legs kicked out to the sides and 
she did the splits on our groins. I could feel warm pussy juice 
flow over my balls and thighs as Lavender squirted around 
the cock buried in her cunt. Her legs twitched, causing her 
body to perform mini-trusts on our cocks, no doubt 
stimulating another wave of orgasmic pleasure. She moaned 
again, and put her hands on my stomach, pushing her tits 
up and out as Hermione pinched her swollen nipples. I saw 
small squirts of fluid shoot from Lavender's groin onto 
Hermione's bust and face as Lavender's anal muscles 
clenched spasmodically around my girth. 

Again, I felt my balls tingle and was in danger of ejaculating 
into Lavender's bottom. I still wanted to fuck Hermione, so I 
distracted myself by grabbing Parvati's hips and pulling her 




pussy onto my face. I sucked her clitoris as hard as I could 
and moved my right hand to her ass crack. I quickly found 
her anus and pushed my thumb deep inside. Parvati 
squeaked in surprise and her head spun to look down at me 
as I milked her clit with my mouth, and wiggled my thumb in 
her asshole. It was enough to send her over the edge. 

“Aaaaah! Oooooouuu yeah! You're making my pussy cum!" 
she moaned. 

I flicked her clit with my tongue as she came on my chin. It 
was a weaker orgasm, but she enjoyed it nonetheless, 
pulling my hair with one hand and her nipple with the other. 
Lavender was still quivering atop the two large cocks buried 
deep in her holes, unable to move. Her breath came in 
jagged stutters and her eyes blinked rapidly, staring forward 
but not focusing on anything. Hermione played with 
Lavender's breasts, rolling them around on her chest and 
pushing them together to create wonderful cleavage. 
Lavender's clear cum dripped over Hermione's breasts and 
onto her neck and stomach. 

Parvati's orgasm faded, and she stroked my hair lovingly as I 
probed her soft inner folds with my tongue. I sucked the last 
of Parvati's cum from her dripping pussy, and she stood 
shakily, smiling at me. She knelt down beside me and 
leaned in to kiss me and lick her cum from my lips and chin. 
She sat up and looked me deeply in the eyes. 

"Thank you, honey," she said, then added, "Merlin, that was 
good. Maybe Hermione will let me borrow you sometimes." 

She smiled as she shared a friendly glance with Hermione, 
then bent down to kiss me again. After a long and 
passionate kiss, she trailed her lips to my ear and whispered, 
"Or maybe she doesn't need to know." 



She winked at me as she stood, then turned to Lavender, 
who was still leaning on my stomach, her back arched, her 
tits spread wide on her gorgeous chest. She was breathing 
quickly and shallowly, and strands of her pigtails stuck to 
the sweat on her cheek and forehead. 

“I had no idea you were so flexible. Lav,” said Parvati, 
kissing her mouth and cupping her breast. 

”H-help me up,” was all Lavender could manage to mutter. 

Parvati hooked her arms under Lavender's and lifted. She 
strained with Lavender's weight, pulling with all her might. 
My cock and Hermione's cock began to slide out of 
Lavender's ravaged holes, but Parvati could not hold on, and 
dropped Lavender back onto us. Lavender cried out loudly. 

"AAAAAH! Ooohhhh... ” she moaned, closing her eyes and 
swaying. 

Unable to stop herself, she fell backward onto me, 
Hermione's cock slipping out of her pussy with a wet 'pop'. I 
caught Lavender as she fell, and let her settle on my chest, 
her head next to mine. I kissed her neck and she moaned 
softly. My hands roamed from her wet thighs, up her 
stomach to her breasts, which I caressed gently. My 
throbbing cock was still firmly buried in her bottom. 

"Was it good for you?” I joked. 

Lavender sighed deeply and put her hands over mine, 
pushing them against her tits. 

"Baby... that was... it was, like... wow,” she murmured, 
closing her eyes and biting her lip. 



“I'm still inside you. I really thought I was going to cum in 
your ass for a second there. You really felt good riding my 
cock." 

“I'm glad you liked it, but I bet it was, like, nothing 
compared to what I felt. Oh wow..." she trailed off. 

Hermione slid out from under our legs and shuffled over to 
kneel at our side. She rubbed Lavender's cum into her skin, 
particularly on her tummy and tits. 

“You really got off on that Lav. I've never seen you cum like 
that, ever. And I've seen you cum, like, a lot!" observed 
Hermione, sucking the cum from her middle finger. 

Parvati kissed Hermione on the mouth, then moved down to 
her enormous breasts, licking and sucking Lavender's cum 
from the large, round orbs. 

“Help me up, honey," said Lavender, and I pushed her back 
until she was in the reverse-cowwitch position. She leaned 
forward, very slowly withdrawing my dick from her anal 
depths. 

My cock slid free and bounced back onto my stomach. 
Hermione pushed Parvati away from her bosom and bent 
over to take me into her warm, eager mouth. She cradled my 
nuts with one hand and stroked me with the other, matching 
the rhythm of her bobbing head. I groaned as I felt her 
tongue massage my glans as her hand twisted around my 
thick girth. She slurped spit and cum from my shaft and 
probed my balls with her tongue. Parvati and Lavender 
watched, bemused. 

“I think someone's horny for some DP action!" giggled 
Lavender, stroking her tender pussy lips with her fingers. 



“Well I'm not going to let you girls have ALL the fun!" said 
Hermione, sitting up, but still enthusiastically stroking my 
aching cock. 

“Come on, let's go back to Hermione's room. Her bed is 
bigger," said Lavender, sitting up. She attempted to stand, 
but her legs were too shaky. “Um, I may need some help 
here." 

Parvati got up to help Lavender to her feet, and Hermione 
and I stood, making our way down the hall back to 
Hermione's room. Lavender darted into the bathroom for a 
moment, emerging with the double-headed dildo that 
Parvati and Hermione were using earlier. She playfully 
smacked Parvati's bottom with it and she squealed, skipping 
into Hermione's room and jumping on the bed. Lavender 
jumped on the bed with her and they watched us as I 
removed Hermione's strap-on. 

“So, is it my turn to have a dick?" asked Parvati, kneeling on 
the bed with her hands on her thighs. 

“Actually, I had another idea," I said, taking the strap-on 
from Hermione. 

I began to step into the leg straps. Lavender laughed and 
Parvati put her hand to her mouth in surprise. Hermione 
simply stared at me open-mouthed. 

“Wait... you're going to wear it? But you, like, already have a 
cock!" exclaimed Hermione, gesturing at my groin as I 
adjusted the straps. 

“Indeed. But two cocks are better than one, don't you 
think?" I said, smiling, as I positioned the fake cock on my 
pelvic bone, just above the base of my penis. 



"Oh, this is going to be FUN!" squealed Lavender, rubbing 
her hands together. 


I finished adjusting the straps and pulled on the dildo, 
ensuring it was secure. The next moment I had two real life 
cock jutting from my groin with no straps. One transfigured, 
one real... but both as real as posible. I walked over to 
Hermione's closet door, which doubled as a full-length 
mirror, as in the other room. I pulled Hermione over to me. 

"Are you ready, love?" I asked, putting my arm around her 
shoulders as she stared at my two bobbing cocks. 

Parvati and Lavender leapt off the bed and stood next to us, 
wanting a close view of the action. 

Why don't we get them nice and lubed up for you, Mione?" 
suggested Lavender. 

Lavender pulled Parvati down so they were kneeling in front 
of me. There was a brief struggle for possession of my real 
cock, but Lavender won out, and Parvati was forced to take 
the fake one. The girls began sucking my cocks, and I put 
my hands on the back of their heads, encouraging them. 
Lavender's mouth had my rock hard in a matter of seconds, 
and the sight of Parvati sucking on the other one was sexy 
as hell. Hermione watched, then cracked a smile. 

"It looks pretty funny... but hot too," she said, touching her 
breast with one hand and her pussy lips with the other. 

Lavender and Parvati sucked me off for a minute, switching 
half way through so they could both have a taste of my hot 
meat. 

"Ok Mione, why don't you put your hands on the mirror. I 
want to fuck you from behind," I suggested. 



She turned and did as she was instructed, spreading her 
legs slightly and leaning against the mirror. Lavender and 
Parvati stood up and let me get in position behind Hermione. 

I admired her reflection in the mirror, her breasts jigging 
succulently on her chest, her face watching me with a trace 
of apprehension, but more than a little desire. I ran my 
hands down her curved back and over her ass cheeks, then 
slipped a finger along her ass crack, over her anus, to her 
pussy. It was hot and extremely wet. I tasted her juice on my 
fingers, then stroked my cock a few times. 

“I'll just put my cock in your pussy first," I said, stepping 
forward and pushing the head against her moist cunt. 

Hermione moaned as I pushed my engorged cock inside her 
tight snatch. The fake one stroked up between her plump 
buttocks. I penetrated her deeply, sighing at the feeling of 
yet another warm, tight, wet pussy receiving my erect 
manhood. Hermione closed her eyes and opened her mouth 
as I filled her. I held my position, running my hands up her 
body to her gently swaying breasts. I brushed her nipples 
with my fingertips, feeling their hardness poking out of the 
soft pillowy flesh of her melons. 

I stroked out, then back into her, her lubrication warm and 
abundant, allowing me to begin fucking her in an even 
rhythm. She moved with me, rocking back and forth as I 
fucked her pussy, her boobs swaying along with us. 

Lavender and Parvati stood on either side of us, touching our 
bodies. I felt hands on my ass pushing me into Hermione, 
and Lavender even reached underneath me to play with my 
balls. 

“I can feel that big other cock stroke against my asshole," 
admitted Hermione. “It's making me so wet." 



“I can tell, Mione. My balls are soaked from your pussy 
juice.” 

"When are you going to fuck her ass?” asked Parvati 
impatiently, touching the tip of the fake cock with her 
fingers as it poked out above Hermione's butt cheeks. 

"Are you ready, Mione?” I asked. 

"Fuck yes! I'm so ready to take your two cocks!” she said, 
giggling. 

I slid my cock out of her sweet pussy, leaving the very tip 
between her pussy lips. Lavender bent down and sucked the 
dildo, spitting on it and spreading it down the shaft. Parvati 
spit on Hermione's anus and gently rubbed it with her 
fingertips. My cock was bigger than the fake one by two 
inches, so I was able to position it at her puckered anus 
while keeping the tip of my cock in position at her cunt. 
Lavender reached under Hermione and held my cock shaft 
while Parvati held the fake one steady. 

"Ok Harry love, do it! DP me!” said Hermione in a high- 
pitched voice. 

I pushed forward firmly and felt the fake cock push back 
against my lower abdomen. I used my hands to carefully 
spread Hermione's buttocks, and the head of the fake cock 
popped into her bottom. She squeaked and jumped slightly, 
her breasts jiggling, her ass clenching. I pushed harder and 
felt my cock slide into her vagina as the fake cock 
penetrated her asshole. Lavender's fingers stroked along the 
underside of my shaft and tickled my wet balls as I held 
Hermione's hips and forced my cocks deeper into 
Hermione's holes. 



“Ooooooh shit, love! Oh wow , that's a lot of cock in me!" 
moaned Hermione, watching me in the mirror. 


I felt her pussy squeeze my cock as the fake cock applied 
pressure to the top of my shaft as it slid into her tight 
bottom. I bit my tongue to calm myself as another inch 
vanished into Hermione's depths. Hermione twisted her 
body and put her hand on top of her ass. She breathed 
quickly as she whimpered. 

"Mmmm.. aaahh... ok love, ok... that's deep enough for 
now," she said as she pushed her fingertips against my 
stomach. 

I reached up and caressed her side-boob, giving her a 
reassuring glance as I pulled back. The fake cock emerged 
slowly from the tight ring of her anal sphincter, and 
Hermione exhaled slowly, her lips in an 'o' shape. Parvati 
bent over Hermione's ass and dribbled on the exposed fake 
cock and her distended anus. 

"That should help a bit, Mione," she added, spreading her 
saliva around. 

I gripped Hermione's hips firmly and pulled her to me, 
thrusting into her. Again, a wave of pleasure coursed 
through my body as her tight, hot, wet pussy constricted 
around my manhood. Her ass took the spit-lubed fake cock 
smoothly, and Hermione moaned deeply, closing her eyes 
and digging her nails into her butt cheek. She looked so 
beautiful, her brow faintly creased, her mouth slightly open, 
her cheeks red, her dark brown hair spilling over her 
shoulders, her lower back deeply curved to offer her bottom 
to me, her heavy breast seen in profile beneath her shoulder. 

I pulled out again, only a few inches this time, then began to 
thrust gently. Hermione put her hand back on the mirror and 



attempted to relax, accepting her double-penetration. 


“Whew... wow. Oh wow. Merlin, you're filling me up so good, 
love. Uuuhhhh... Aaaaaahnn... those two big cocks feel 
really good inside my ass and pussy," Hermione moaned, 
moving with my rhythm. 

“It's so nice feeling your pussy squeeze my cock, Mione. And 
it looks so fucking hot seeing you take these dicks," I said, 
rubbing her ass as I fucked it. 

“He's right, Mione. You look so hot getting DP'd," agreed 
Lavender, squeezing her tits against her chest and staring at 
Hermione's penetrated bottom. 

“Uuuuuuh... I want to see. I want to see you thrust those two 
cocks in me," begged Hermione. 

I carefully turned her so we were parallel with the mirror. I 
put my hand on my lower back and angled my body so she 
would have a clear view of her ass and pussy being 
skewered by the two big dicks. I pulled out nearly all the 
way and held that pose, letting all of us soak in the beautiful 
view. Then I continued fucking her, speeding up my rhythm. 

“Bloody fucking hell... that's hot. That's so hot, love! Fuck 
me! Fuck me hard!" urged Hermione, holding Lavender's 
hips to keep her balance. 

Her large breasts swung beneath her as I began pounding 
her quickly and forcefully. We watched each other lustfully 
as we fucked, and admired the twin shafts as they vanished 
into Hermione's backside. Lavender pulled Hermione's face 
up to her own and kissed her deeply. I put my arm around 
Hermione's waist and pulled her against me, still thrusting 
into her. She was now standing nearly upright, and her right 
arm reached back to pull my head against her shoulder and 



neck, while her other hand gripped one of Lavender's tits 
firmly. I angled our bodies towards the mirror again and 
admired the sight. 

Hermione's breasts bounced jauntily upon her chest as I 
pounded her. Her legs were very slightly spread, allowing us 
to watch my cock thrust in and out of her shaved 
womanhood. Her ass cheeks bounced off my hips as I drove 
the fake cock into her bottom. I held her narrow waist firmly 
with one arm as I used the other to fondle her dancing 
bosom. 

“You look so fucking hot taking my cocks inside you. Look at 
us, love: we are perfect together," I muttered into her ear as 
I held her tightly, her feet nearly lifting off the floor as I 
made love to her. 

“Oh yes, love, yes! You know how much I love getting fucked 
by you. Mmmmmmm... I just fucking love it. Don't stop! 
Don't ever stop!" she moaned back to me as I kissed her 
neck, tasting the sweat on her skin. 

Lavender and Parvati admired us as they touched 
themselves and exchanged meaningful glances, giggling at 
Hermione's ecstatic ramblings. 

“Oh yeah, you're really fucking her good! I think he's going 
to make her cum soon, Parv," Lavender remarked. 

“Totally. Oh wow, look at them go! I wanna, like, suck on her 
tits while she cums on his cocks!" squealed Parvati, getting 
rather excited herself. 

The girls each cradled one of Hermione's big round breasts 
and held them to their lips. Their tongues went to work, 
circling Hermione's large areolas and nibbling on her hard 
nipples. They pulled her tits to the side so they would not 



obstruct our view in the mirror, and sucked her tits 
forcefully, their cheeks sucking in and their mouths making 
slurping sounds. I squeezed Hermione's waist with my arm 
and held her hip with my other hand, now lifting her off her 
feet with every thrust. It was more than enough to put her 
over the edge. 

Hermione's eyes first crossed, then rolled back in her head 
as her mouth opened in a large, silent scream. Her hand 
took fistfuls of the girls' hair and pushed their faces against 
her tits. She shook as I impaled her pussy and asshole on my 
cocks, her feet leaving the ground. Her breath came in 
gasps. 

“Ah... Aaaaaahhnnn... uuuuuuuhh... aaaahhhhhh! 

Fuuuuck... cummmmiiinnnnggg!" she managed to moan 
throatily. 

I lifted and dropped her on my cocks several times as she 
came, and I felt the familiar sensation of her warm, wet cum 
spilling over my balls and down my leg. Lavender and 
Parvati continued to suck her tits voraciously as Hermione 
convulsed and moaned. The effort of supporting Hermione in 
the air atop my cocks was just enough to keep me from 
cumming inside her. 

Eventually, she stopped twitching and exhaled deeply, her 
eyes fluttering open. I lowered her to the floor, but she held 
my head against hers with her hand. She turned her head to 
face me, her lips against my ear. 

“I love you... I love you so much... take me again... please, 
fuck me again, right now... I need you to keep fucking me..." 
she whispered frantically, pawing at my hair and nibbling 
my earlobe. 


“I love you too..." I whispered back. 



I was surprised by her raw desire and insatiable lust and was 
more than happy to continue our love making and make my 
kinky girlfriend real happy. I bent my knees and held her by 
the hips, carefully extracting my cocks from inside her. She 
leaned slightly forward to let me slip out of her wet pussy, 
then tumbled back into my arms when I exited her. I caught 
her and carried her to the bed, lying her down and kissing 
her passionately on the mouth. 

“You sure are in need..." I grinned, looking her in her big 
brown eyes. 

“Yes. oh, yes. I so fucking need to make you cum in me..." 
she said in a need so big I've never seen on her before, 
running her fingers through my hair. 

“Spread you legs for me, Mione. Let me see that sweet pussy 
of yours," I said standing up and removing the fake cock. 

Hermione pulled her knees up and apart, exposing her wet 
fuck hole and sandwiching her large breasts between her 
arms. Her labia were parted from the fucking she took from 
my thick cock, and her pussy leaked cum down over her 
asshole. 

“Is that good? Do you like looking at my bald pussy?" cried 
Hermione as she looked down at her used, but still very tight 
pussy. 

“I'm not quite finished using it yet, Mione. Lav, Parv, lie 
beside her. I'm going to fuck her until I cum, then I'm going 
to try to shoot my load inside each of your pussies," I said, 
pointing to the bed. 

The girls looked ecstatic at the idea of taking my spunk 
deep inside them, and happily obliged. They lay down next 
to Hermione, kissing her and each other. As I approached. 



they watched eagerly, fingering their pussies fervently, 
working themselves into an erotic frenzy. I knelt on the bed 
and placed my dick head against Hermione's soft cunt, 
feeling the warmth and wetness of her fluids. I entered her 
easily, but felt her vagina tighten as I penetrated her deeply. 
Her eyes rolled as she moaned. 

“Ooooh, yes. Fuck it! Fuck it hard!” she screamed. 

I began pounding my girlfriend's pussy forcefully, holding 
her legs as I pistoned my hips against her mound. The girls 
watched my hard cock stroke rapidly in and out of my 
girlfriend's twat as they rubbed their clits, preparig 
themselves for my seed. 

I looked into Hermione's eyes as I fucked her hard, her 
mouth open, her tits jumping and bouncing off her chin as 
my plevis connected with hers. A loud slapping sound was 
clearly audible above our moans and groans. It wasn't long 
before I began to lose control. 

"Fuck... I can feel it coming... I'm going to cum inside you, 
Mione,” I groaned, still thrusting hard and fast into her 
sweet, wet, bald pussy. 

"Yes, love! I want to feel your hot cum fill my pussy!” my 
girlfriend cried, squeezing her tits firmly. 

A couple more thrusts was enough. My balls unleashed a 
blast which I could feel travel the length of my member as I 
pushed it balls-deep into Hermione's hot cunt. I felt it erupt 
inside her, and she screamed out loud as her pussy 
convulsed, orgasming as I did. 

"Aaaaaaagh fuuuuuck! Cum in meeeeeeee!” she squealed. 



I felt my nuts twitch again as I unloaded another blast into 
her honey pot. I gurnted and quickely pulled out, pinching 
the base of my cock as I shuffled sideways to Lavender, who 
was holding her pussy lips open, ready for my cum injection. 

I put my hand on her tit and stuffed my cock into her 
waiting cunt, then let go another spurt, which I felt explode 
inside Lavender's pussy. 

"Oooooh baby! Your cum is so hot inside me! Oh... give me 
more... I'm going to cum on your dick!" exclaimed Lavender, 
arching her back and rubbing her clit furiously as I pushed 
my penis deeper into her and unloaded again. 

"Aaaaagh! Yes, Lav! Cum all over my cock!" I said as I 
spurted deep inside her. 

She screamed again and I felt her pussy clench tightly 
around my girth. Again, I quickly pulled out and moved to 
Parvati, who was holding her pussy open with the fingertips 
of both hands. 

"Please fuck me! I want your cum!" she begged. 

I wasted no time, thrusting hard into Parvati's soft folds as I 
ejaculated again. As my spumk burst deep inside her tight 
cunt she came instantly, crying out and pinching her 
nipples. 

"Oh fuck yeah! I love you cumming in my pussy!" she 
squealed. 

I pulled back then penetrated her again, blowing another 
load. The afternoon sex-fest had build my reserves of cum to 
unprecedented levels, and I was amazed at the volume of 
semen I was unloading. 



I pulled out of Parvati and moved to Hermione again. Before 
I could get my cock into her pussy, my cock spewed jizz over 
her sexy mound at point-blank range. She squaked and 
twitched as I guided my shaft back into her pussy, pushing it 
deep and feeling a final powerful blast erupt inside her 
hungry vagina. 

I sighed deeply as my cock continued to twitch and throb 
inside my girlfriend. She looked at me, her big brown eyes 
glazed and sleeply, but communicating a deep sense of 
sensuality and affection and deep love as she softly cupped 
her breasts. I leaned over her and kissed her on the mouth. 

I felt the other girls begin to kiss my cheeks, and I returned 
their kisses. Our four mouths explored each other as we 
whispered sweet nothings in each other's ears, our hands 
exploring the tangle of naked, sweaty bodies on the bed. 

I finally leaned up and withdrew my softening cock. The girls 
spread their legs and displayed for me their wet pussies as 
my cum oozed from their holes. I felt a sense of deep pride 
at seeing three sexy tight hot cunts filled with my cum, and 
the pleasure it gave them. I gently touched their soft folds, 
rubbing my seed over their sensitive clits and occasionally 
pushing a finger inside them. 

Lavender was the first to sit up, and she immediately 
lowered her head to Hermione's pussy to suck my spunk 
from her mound, turning Hermione on her side and raising 
her leg. Parvati fit herself into the circle, and begain licking 
Lavender's pussy as Hermione shuffled herself so she had 
access to Parvati's vaginal folds. The girls indulged, 
consuming my seed from each others' privates, humming 
softly and making loud slurping noises as they sucked my 
cum into their eager mouths. 



After enjoying their pussy buffet, they lay me down and 
lowered their heads to my groin, cleaning my cock 
thoroughly with their hot mouths. I closed my eyes and 
reveled in the sensation of soft lips, tongues, and fingertips 
exploring every inch of my loins. Inevitably, my cock grew 
hard, and my hands roamed and found heavy breasts to 
caress, as I felt my cock slide deep into one throat, then 
another, and another. Then a pussy, then another, and 
another... 

I'm not sure how long this went on... for I lapsed into the 
best sleep I've ever had... just thinking that I have THE BEST 
GIRLFRIEND... EVER... 



